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LIFE OF SAMUEL JOHNSON, LLD. 


CHAPTER I. 
1778. 


Good Friday—Bad Housewifery—Books of Travels—Fleet Street—Meeting with Mr. Oliver 
Edwards—Lawyers—Tom Tyers—Choice of a Profession—Dignity of Literature—Lord 
Camden—George Psalmanazar—Daines Barrington—Punishment of the Pillory—Inso- 
lence of Wealth—Extravagance—‘* Demosthenes Taylor ’—Pamphlets—Goldsmith’s Com- 
edies—‘‘ The Beggar’s Opera ”—Johnson’s ‘‘ Historia Studiorum ”—Gentleman’s Magazine 
—Avarice—Bon-Mots—Burke’s Classical Pun—Egotism, 


Aprit 17, being Good Friday, I waited on Johnson, as usual. I 
observed at breakfast, that although it was a part of his abstemious 
discipline, on this most solemn fast, to take no milk in his tea, yet 
when Mrs. Desmoulins inadvertently poured it in, he did not reject 
it. I talked of the strange indecision of mind, and imbecility in the 
eommon occurrences of life, which we may observe in some people. 
Jounson. “ Why, Sir, I am in the habit of getting others to do 
things for me.” Boswenn. “ What, Sir! have you that weakness ?” 
Jounson. “Yes, Sir. But Ialways think afterwards I should have 
done better for myself.” 

I told him that at a gentleman’s house where there was thought 
to be such extravagance or bad management that he was living 
much beyond his income, his lady had objected to the cutting of a 
pickled mango, and that I had taken an opportunity to ask the price 


of it, and found it was only two shillings; so here was a very poor 
11 
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saving. Jounson. ‘Sir, that is the blundering economy of a narrow ; 
understanding. It is stopping one hole in a sieve.” 

I expressed some inclination to publish an account of my travels 
upon the continent of Europe, for which I had a variety of materials 
collected. Jounson. “I do not say, Sir, you may not publish your 
travels; but I give you my opinion, that you would lessen yourself 
by it. What can yon tell of countries so well known as those upon 
the continent of Europe, which you have visited?” Boswxnn. 
‘““But I can give an entertaining narrative, with many incidents, 
anecdotes, jeux @esprit, and remarks, so as to make very pleasant 
reading.” Jounson. ‘‘ Why, Sir, most modern travellers in Europe 
who have published their travels haye been laughed at: I would 
not have you added to the number.'! The world is now not contented 
to be merely entertained by a travcller’s narrative; they want to 
learn something. Now some of my friends asked me, why I did not 
give some account of my travels in France. The reason is plain; 
intelligent readers had seen more of France than I had. You might 
have liked my travels in France, and Taz Onus might have liked 
them; but, upon the whole, there would have been more ridicule 
than good produced by them.” Boswetn. “I cannot agree with 
you, Sir. People would like to read what you say of anything. 
Suppose a face has been painted by fifty painters before; still we 
love to see it done by Sir Joshua.” Jounson. “True, Sir; but Sir 
Joshua cannot paint a face when he has not time to look on it.” 
Boswetu. “Sir, a sketch of any sort by him is valuable. And, Sir, 
to talk to you in your own style (raising my voice and shaking my 
head), you should have given us your travels in France. I am sureI 
am right, and there’s an end on’t.” 

I said to him that it was certainly true, as my friend Dempster 
had observed in his letter to me upon the subject, that a great part 
of what was in his ‘‘ Journey to the Western Islands of Scotland” 
had been in his mind before he left London, Jonson. “ Why, 
yes, Sir, the topics were ; and books of travels will be good in pro- 
portion to what a man has previously in his mind; his knowing 


1 I believe, however, I shall follow my own opinion; for the world has shown a very fiat- 
tering partiality to my writings, on many occasions.—B. Mr. Boswell mentions several 
intended publications in this manner, none of which he lived to execute.—CHALMERS, 
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what to observe, his power of contrasting one mode of life with 
another. As the Spanish proverb says, ‘He who would bring home 
the wealth of the Indies must carry the wealth of the Indies with 
him.’ So it is in travelling ; a man must carry knowledge with him, 
if he would bring home knowledge.” Bosweu. ‘The proverb, I 
suppose, Sir, means, he must carry a large stock with him to trade 
with.” Jounson. ‘Yes, Sir.” 

It was a delightful day : as we walked to St. Clement’s church, I 
again remarked that Fleet Street was the most cheerful scene in the 
world. ‘‘Fleet Street,” said I, ‘‘is in my mind more delightful 
than Tempé.” Jouyson. ‘‘Ay, Sir, but let it be compared with 
Mull!” 

There was a yery numerous congregation to-day at St. Clement’s 
church, which Dr. Johnson said he observed with pleasure. 

And now I am to give a pretty full account of one of the most 
curious incidents in Johnson’s life, of which he himself has made 
the following minute on this day: 


**TIn my return from church I was accosted by Edwards,! an old fellow-col- 
legian, who had not seen me since 1729.2. He knew me, and asked if I remem- 
bered one Edwards ; I did not at first recollect the name, but gradually, as we 
walked along, recovered it, and told him a conversation that had passed at an 
ale-house between us. My purpose is to continue our acquaintance.” (Pr. and 
Med. p. 164.) 


It was in Butcher-row that this meeting happened. Mr. Ed- 
wards, who was a decent-looking, elderly man, in gray clothes, and 
a wig of many curls, accosted Johnson with familiar confidence, 
knowing who he was, while Johnson returned his salutation with a 
courteous formality, as to a stranger. But as soon as Edwards had 
brought to his recollection their having been at Pembroke College 
together nine-and-forty years ago, he seemed much pleased, asked 
where he lived, and said he should be glad to see him in Bolt- 
court. Epwarps. “Ah, Sir! we areold mennow.” JoHNsoNn (who 


1 Oliver Edwards entered at Pembroke College only in June, 1729, so that he and Johnson 
could not have been long acquainted.—H ALL. 

2 This deliberate assertion of Johnson, that he had not seen Edwards since 1729, is a con- 
firmation of the opinion derived by Dr. Hall from the dates in the college books, that John- 
son did not return to Pembroke College after Christmas, 1729—an important fact in his 
early history.—C. 
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never liked to think of being old). ‘Don’t let us discourage one 
another.” Epwarps. ‘‘ Why, doctor, you look stout and hearty. 
I am happy to see you so; for the newspapers told us you were 
very ill.” Jouyson. ‘Ay, Sir, they are always telling lies of us 
old fellows.” 

Wishing to be present at more of so singular a conversation as 
that between two fellow-collegians, who had livéd.forty years in 
London without ever having chanced to meet, I whispered to Mr. 
Edwards that Dr. Johnson was going home, and that he had better 
accompany him now. So Edwards walked along with us, I eagerly 
assisting to keep up the conversation. Mr. Edwards informed Dr. 
Johnson that he had practised long as a solicitor in Chancery, but 
that he now lived in the country upon a little farm, about sixty 
acres, just by Stevenage, in Hertfordshire, and that he came to 
London (to Barnard’s Inn, No. 6) generally twice a week. John- 
son appearing to be in a reverie, Mr. Edwards addressed himself to 
me, and expatiated on the pleasure of living in the country. Bos- 
weLL. “TI have no notion of this, Sir. What you have to enter- 
tain you is, I think, exhausted in half an hour.” Epwarps. 
“What! Don’t you love to have hope realised? I see my grass, 
and my corn, and my trees growing. Now, for instance, I am 
curious to see if this frost has not nipped my fruit trees.” JoHNSON 
(who we did not imagine was attending). ‘You find, Sir, you have 
fears as well as hopes.” So well did he see the whole, when another 
saw but the half of a subject. 

When we got to Dr. Johnson’s house, and were seated in his 
library, the dialogue went on admirably. Epwarps. “Sir, I re- 
member you would not let us say prodigious at college. For even 
then, Sir (turning to me), he was delicate in language, and we all 
feared him.”! Jonnson (to Edwards). “From your having prac- 
tised the law long, Sir, I presume you must be rich.” Epwarps, 
“No, Sir; I got a good deal of money; but I had a number of 
poor relations to whom I gave a great part of it.” Joxnson. ‘Sin; 
you have been rich in the most valuable sense of the word.” Ep- 
warps. ‘But I shall not die rich.” Jouyson. ‘‘ Nay, sure, Sir, 


1 Johnson said to me afterwards, ‘ Six, they respected me for my literature; and yet it 


was not great but by comparison. Sir, it is amazing how little literature there is in the 
world.” 
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it is better to live rich, than to die rich.” Epwarps. ‘I wish I 
had continued at college.” Jonson. ‘Why do you wish that, 
Sir?” Epwarps. ‘‘ Because I think I should have had a much 
easier life than mine has been. I should have been a parson, and 
had a good living, like Bloxam!' and several others, and lived com- 
fortably.” Jounson. ‘Sir, the life of a parson, of a conscientious 
clergyman, is not easy.” I have always considered a clergyman as 
the father of a larger family than he is able to maintain. I would 
rather haye Chancery suits upon my hands than the cure of souls. 
No, Sir, I do not envy a clergyman’s life as an easy life, nor do I 
envy the clergyman who makes it an easy life.” Here taking him- 
self up all of a sudden, he exclaimed, “‘O! Mr. Edwards, I'll con- 
vince you that I recollect you. Do you remember our drinking to- 
gether at an alehouse near Pembroke-gate? At that time, you told 
me of the Eton boy, who, when verses on our Saviour’s turning 
water into wine were prescribed as an exercise, brought up a single 
line, which was highly admired : 


Vidit et erubuit lympha pudica Deum ; ? 


and I told you of another fine line in ‘Camden’s Remains’; and 
eulogy upon one of our kings, who was succeeded by his son, a 
prince of equal merit : 


‘ Mira cano, Sol occubuit, nox nulla secuta est.’” 


Epwarps. “You are a philosopher, Dr. Johnson. I have tried 
too in my time to be a philosopher ; but I don’t know how, cheer- 
fulness was always breaking in.” Mr. Burke, Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
Mr. Courtenay, Mr. Malone, and, indeed, all the eminent men to 
whom I have mentioned this, have thought it an exquisite trait of 


1Mathew Bloxam entered at Pembroke College, March 256, 1729; M.A., July, 1735.— 
HALL. 

2 This line has frequently been attributed to Dryden, when at Westminster. But neither 
Eton nor Westminster have in truth any claim to it, the line being borrowed from an epi- 
gram by Crashaw. The original is much more elegant than the copy, the water being 
personified, and the word on which the point of the epigram turns, being reserved to the 
close of the line, 

‘Unde rubor vestris et non sua purpura lymphis? 
Que rosa mirantes tam nova mutat aquas? 
Numen, convive, prasens agnoscite numen, 
Nympha pudica Dzum, videt, et erwbwit,"—M, 
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character. The truth is, that philosophy, like religion, is too gen- 
erally supposed to be hard and severe, at least so grave as to ex- 
clude all gaiety.’ 

Epwarps. “TI have been twice married, doctor. You, I suppose, 
have never known what it was to have a wife.” Jounson. ‘‘Sir, I 
have known what it was to have a wife, and (in a solemn, tender, 
faltering tone) I have known what it was to lose a wife. It had al- 
most broke my heart.” 

Epwarps. ‘How do you live, Sir? For my part, I must have 
my regular meals, and a glass of good wine. I find I require it.” 
Jounson. ‘‘I now drink no wine, Sir. Early in life I drank wine ; 
for many years I drank none. I then for some years drank a great 
deal.” Epwarps. ‘‘Some hogsheads, I warrant you.” JoHNson. 
“T then had a severe illness, and left it off, and I have never begun 
it again. Inever felt any difference upon myself from eating one 
thing rather than another, nor from one kind of weather rather 
than another. There are people, I believe, who feel a difference ; 
but Iam not one of them. And as to regular meals, I have fasted 
from the Sunday’s dinner to the Tuesday’s dinner without any in- 
conyenience. I believe it is best to eat just as one is hungry; but 
aman who is in business, or a man who has a family, must have 
stated meals. Iam a straggler. I may leave this town and go to 
Grand Cairo, without being missed here, or observed there.” Ep- 
warps, “‘ Don’t you eat supper, Sir?” Jounson. ‘‘No, Sir.” Ep- 
warps. ‘For my part, now, I consider supper as a turnpike through 
which one must pass in order to get to bed.” ! 

Jonnson. “ You are a lawyer, Mr. Edwards. Lawyers know life 
practically. A bookish man should always have them to converse 
with. ‘They have what he wants.” Epwarps. ‘I am grown old: I 
am sixty-five.” JoHnson. ‘‘I shall be sixty-eight next birth-day. 
Come, Sir, drink water, and put in for a hundred.” 

Mr. Edwards mentioned a gentleman? who had left his whole 
fortune to Pembroke College. Jonnson. “ Whether to leave one’s 


} Tam not absolutely sure but that this was my own suggestion, though it is truly in the 
character of Edwards. 
2 This mvst have been the Rev. J ames Phipps, who had been a scholar of Pembroke, and 


who, in 1773, left his estates to the college to purchase livings for a particular foundation, 
and for other purposes, —Hany, 
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whole fortune to a college be right, must depend upon circum- 
stances. I would leave the interest of the fortune I bequeathed toa 
college to my relations or my friends, for their lives. It is the same 
thing to a college, which is a permanent society, whether it gets the 
money now or twenty years hence ; and I would wish to make my 
relations or friends feel the benefit of it.” 

This interview confirmed my opinion of Johnson’s most humane 
and benevolent heart. His cordial and placid behaviour to an old 
fellow collegian, a man so different from himself; and his telling 
him that he would go down to his farm and visit him, showed a kind- 
ness of disposition very rare at an advanced age. He observed, 
“how wonderful it was that they had both been in London forty 
years, without having ever once met, and both walkers in the street 
too!” Mr. Edwards, when going away, again recurred to his con- 
sciousness of senility, and, looking full in Johnson’s face, said to 
him, ‘‘ You'll find in Dr. Young, 


*O my coevals; remnants of yourselves.’ ” 


Johnson did not relish this at all ; but shook his head with impar 
tience. Edwards walked off seemingly highly pleased with the hon- 
our of haying been thus noticed by Dr. Johnson. When he was 
gone, I said to Johnson, I thought him but a weak man. JoHNSOoN. 
‘Why yes, Sir. Here is a man who has passed through life with- 
out experience : yet I would rather have him with me than a more 

sensible man who will not talk readily. This man is always willing 
to say what he has to say.” Yet Dr. Johnson had himself by no 
means that willingness which he praised so much, and I think so 
justly : for who has not felt the painful effect of the dreary void, 
when there is a total silence in a company, for any length of time ; 
or, which is as bad, or perhaps worse, when the conversation is with 
difficulty kept up, by a perpetual effort ? 

Johnson once observed to me, “Tom Tyers described me the 
best: ‘ Sir,’ said he, ‘ you are like a ghost: you never speak till you 
are spoken to.’” 

The gentleman whom he thus familiarly mentioned, was Mr. 
Thomas Tyers, son of Mr. Jonathan Tyers, the founder of that ex- 
cellent place of public amusement, Vauxhall Gardens, which must 
ever be an estate to its proprietor, as it is peculiarly adapted to the 
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taste of the English nation; there being a mixture of curious show, 
—gay exhibition,—music, vocal and instrumental, not too refined 
for the general ear; for all which only a shilling is paid ;! and, 

though last, not least, good eating and drinking for those who 
choose to purchase that regale. Mr. Thomas Tyers was bred to the 
law ; but having a handsome fortune, vivacity of temper, and eccen- 
tricity of mind, he could not confine himself to the regularity of. 
practice. He therefore ran about the world with a pleasant careless- 
ness, amusing everybody by his desultory conversation. He 
abounded in anecdote, but was not sufficiently attentive to accuracy. 

I therefore cannot venture to avail myself much of a biographical 
sketch of Johnson which he published, being one among the various 
persons ambitious of appending their names to that of my illustrious 
friend. That sketch is, however, an entertaining little collection of 
fragments. Those which he published of Pope and Addison are of 
higher merit ; but his fame must rest chiefly upon his “ Political 
Conferences,” in which he introduces several eminent persons de- 

livering their sentiments in the way of dialogue, and discovers a 
considerable share of learning, various knowledge, and discernment 
of character. This much may I be allowed to say of a man who was 
exceedingly obliging to me, and who lived with Dr. Johnson in as 
easy a manner as almost any of his very numerous acquaintance. 

Mr. Edwards had said to me aside, that Dr. Johnson should have 
been of a profession. I repeated the remark to Johnson, that I 
might have his own thoughts on the subject. Jonnson. ‘‘Sir, it” 
would have been better that I had been of a profession.? I ought 
to have been a lawyer.” Boswenn. ‘I do not think, Sir, it would 
have been better, for we should not have had the English Diction- 
ary.” Jounson. ‘But you would have had reports.” BosweEnn. 
*“Ay; but there would not have been another who could have writ- 


1 In summer, 1792, additional and more expensive decorations having been introduced, the 
price of admission was raised to two shillings. I cannot approve of this. The company 
may be more select, but a number of the hokest commonalty are, I fear, excluded from 
sharing in elegant and innocent entertainments. An attempt to abolish the one-shilling 
gallery at the playhouse has been very properly counteracted.—B. 

2 That accurate judge of human life, Dr. Johnson, has often been heard by me to ob- 
serve, that it was the greatest misfortune which could befal aman to have been bred to no 


profession, and pathetically to regret that this misfortune was his own,”—Jore’s Practicat 
Piety, p. 318.—Marx.anp, 


Zaraz, 69, CHOICE OF A PROFESSION, 19 


ten the Dictionary. There have been many very good judges. 
Suppose you had been lord chancellor ; you would have delivered 
opinions with more extent of mind, and in a more ornamented man- 
ner, than perhaps any chancellor ever did, or ever will do. But, I 
believe, causes have been as judiciously decided as you could have 
done.” Jonson. ‘Yes, Sir. Property has been as well settled.” 

Johnson, however, had a noble ambition floating in his mind, and 
had, undoubtedly, often speculated on the possibility of his super- 
eminent powers being rewarded in this great and liberal country by 
the highest honours of the state. Sir William Scott informs me, 
that upon the death of the late Lord Lichfield, who was chancellor 
of the University of Oxford, he said to Johnson, ‘‘ What a pity it is, 
Sir, that you did not follow the profession of the law! You might 
have been lord chancellor of Great Britain, and attained to the dig- 
nity of the peerage; and now that the title of Lichfield, your native 
city, is extinct, you might have had it.” Johnson, upon this, seemed 
much agitated ; and, in an angry tone, exclaimed, ‘‘ Why will you 
vex me by suggesting this, when it is too late?” 

But he did not repine at the prosperity of others. The late Dr. 
Thomas Leland told Mr. Courtenay, that when Mr. Edmund Burke 
showed Johnson his fine house and lands near Beaconsfield, Johnson 
coolly said, “ Non equidem invideo ; miror magis.”} 

Yet no man had a higher notion of the dignity of literature than 
Johnson, or was more determined in maintaining the respect which 


11am not entirely without suspicion that Johnson may have felt a little momentary 
envy ; for no man loved the good things of this life better than he did; and he could not but 
be conscious that he deserved a much larger share of them than he ever had. I attempted 
in a newspaper to comment on the above passage in the manner of Warburton, who must 
be allowed to have shown uncommon ingenuity, in giving to any author’s text whatever 
meaning he chose it should carry. As this imitation may amuse my readers, I shall here 
introduce it: 

**No saying of Dk. JoHNson’s has been more misunderstood than his applying to Mz. 
Burxe, when he first saw him at his fine place at Beaconsfield, Won equidem invideo; miror 
magis. These two celebrated men had been friends for many years before Mr. Burke en- 
tered on his parliamentary career. They were both writers, both members of THE LiTER- 
ary Civus; when, therefore, Dr. Johnson saw Mr, Burke in a situation so much more 
splendid than that to which he himself had attained, he did not mean to express that he 
thought it a disproportionate prosperity; but while he, as a philosopher, asserted an 
exemption from enyy, non equidem invideo, he went onin the words of the poet, miror 
magis ; thereby signifying, either that he was occupied in admiring what he was glad to 
see, or, perhaps, that, considering the general lot of men of superior abilities, he wondered 
that Fortune, who is represented as blind, should, in this instance, have been so just,” 
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he justly considered as due to it. Of this, besides the general tenor 
of his conduct in society, some characteristical instances may be 
mentioned. 

He told Sir Joshua Reynolds, that once when he dined in a nu- 
merous company of booksellers, where the room, being small, the 
head of the table, at which he sat, was almost close to the fire, he 
persevered in suffering a great deal of inconvenience from the heat, 
rather than quit his place, and let one of them sit above him. 

Goldsmith, in his diverting simplicity, complained one day, in a 
mixed company, of Lord Camden. ‘‘I met him,” said he, ‘at 
Lord Clare’s house in the country, and he took no more notice of 
me than if I had been an ordinary man.” The company having 
laughed heartily, Johnston stood forth in defence of his friend. 
“Nay, gentlemen,” said he, ‘‘Dr. Goldsmith is in the right. A 
nobleman ought to have made up to such a man as Goldsmith; and 
I think it is much against Lord Camden that he neglected him.” 

Nor could he patiently endure to hear, that such respect as he 
thought due only to higher intellectual qualities should be bestowed 
on men of slighter, though perhaps more amusing, talents. I told 
him, that one morning, when I went to breakfast with Garrick, who 
was very vain of his intimacy with Lord Camden, he accosted me 
thus: “Pray now, did you—did you meet a little lawyer turning 
the corner, eh?” ‘No, Sir,” saidI; « pray what do you mean by 
the question?” “Why,” replied Garrick, with an affected indif- 
ference, yet as if standing on tip-toe, ‘Lord Camden has this 
moment leftme. We have had a long walk together.” Jonson. 
‘* Well, Sir, Garrick talked very properly. Lord Camden was a lit- 
ile lawyer to be associating so familiarly with a player.” 

Sir Joshua Reynolds observed, with great truth, that Johnson 
considered Garrick to be as it were his property. He would allow 
no man either to blame or to praise Garrick in his presence, without 
contradicting him.! 

Having fallen into a very serious frame of mind, in which mutual 
expressions of kindness passed between us, such as would be thought 


1 Sir Joshua Reynolds wrote two Dialogues, in illustration of this position, in the first of 


which Johnson attacks Garrick in opposition to Sir Joshua, and in the other defends hi 
against Gibbon. - sbi 
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too vain in me too repeat, I talked with regret of the sad inevitable 
certainty that one of us must survive the other. Jonnson. “ Yes, 
Sir, that is an affecting consideration. I remember Swift, in one of 
his letters to Pope, says, ‘Iintend to come over, that we may meet 
once more; and when we must part, it is what happens to all human 
beings.’” Boswetn. ‘‘The hope that we shall see our departed 
friends again must support the mind.” Jounson. ‘Why, yes, 
Sir.” Boswenn. “There is a strange unwillingness to part with 
life, independent of serious fears as to futurity. A reverend friend 
of ours (naming him) tells me that he feels an uneasiness at the 
thoughts of leaving his house, his study, his books.” JoHNson. 
‘This is foolish in * * * * *, A man need not be uneasy on these 
grounds: for, as he will retain his consciousness, he may say with 
the philosopher, Omnia mea mecum porto.” Bosweun. ‘‘ True, Sir: 
We may carry our books in our heads; but still there is something 
painful in the thought of leaving forever what has given us pleasure. 
I remember, many years ago, when my imagination was warm, and 
I happened to be in a melancholy mood, it distressed me to think 
of going into a state of being in which Shakspeare’s poetry did not 
exist. A lady, whom I then much admired, a very amiable woman, 
humoured my fancy, and relieved me by saying, ‘The first thing 
you will meet with in the other world will be an elegant copy of 
Shakspeare’s works presented to you.’” Dr. Johnson smiled benig- 
nantly at this, and did not appear to disapprove of the notion. 

We went to St. Clement’s church again in the afternoon, and then 
returred and drank tea and coffee in Mrs. Williams’s room; Mrs. 
Desmoulins doing the honours of the tea-table. I observed that he 
would not even look ata proof-sheet of his ‘‘ Life of Waller” on 
Good-Friday. 

Mr. Allen, the printer, brought a book on agriculture, which was 
printed and was soon to. be published.’’ It was a very strange per- 
formance, the author haying mixed in it his own thoughts upon 
various topics, along with his remarks on ploughing, sowing, and 
other farming operations. He seemed to be an absurd profane fel- 
low, and had introduced in his books many sneers at religion, with 


1 This was Marshall’s ‘Minutes of Agriculture.” The author lived to publish many 
more important and less offensive works on this subject. CHALMERS. 
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equal ignorance and conceit. Dr. Johnson permitted me to read 
some passages aloud. One was that he resolved to work on Sunday, 
and did work, but he owned he felt some weak compunction ; and 
he had this very curious reflection: ‘‘I was born in the wilds of 
Christianity, and the briars and thorns still hang about me.” Dr. 
Johnson could not help laughing at this ridiculous image, yet was 
very angry at the fellow’s impiety. ‘‘ However,” said he, “the re- 
viewers will make him hang himself.” He however observed, “ that 
formerly there might have been a dispensation obtained for work- 
ing on Sunday in the time of harvest.”! Indeed, in ritual obser- 
vances, were all the ministers of religion what they should be, and 
what many of them are, such a power might be wisely and safely 
lodged with the church, 

On Saturday, 18th April, I drank tea with him. He praised the 
late Mr. Duncombe,’ of Canterbury, as a pleasing man. ‘‘He used 
to come to me; I did not seek much after him. Indeed, I never 
sought much after anybody.” Boswxenn. ‘Lord Orrery, I sup- 
pose.” Jounson. ‘No, Sir; I never went to him but when he sent 
forme.” Boswrnn. ‘‘ Richardson?” Jonson. “Yes, Sir: but I 
sought after George Psalmanazar the most. I used to go and sit 
with him at an alehouse in the city.” * 

Iam happy to mention another instance which I discovered of 
his seeking after a man of merit. Soon after the Honourable Daines 
Barrington had published his excellent ‘‘ Observations on the Stat- 
utes,” ‘Johnson waited on that worthy and learned gentleman ; 


1 In the injunctions of Queen Elizabeth for the observance of Sunday, there was one ex- 
ception—viz. for labour in time of harvest, after dinner service: but which was not pro- 
vided for in the act 29 Oar. 2. c. '7.—MARKLAND. 

2 William Duncombe, Esq. He married the sister of John Hughes, the poet; was the 
author of two tragedies, and other ingenious productions ; and died 26th Feb., 1769, aged 
%9.—M. 

§ This extraordinary person lived and died at a house in Old Street, where Dr. Johnson 
was witness to his talents and virtues, and to his final preference of the church of England 
after having studied, disgraced, and adorned so Many modes of worship. The name he 
went by was not supposed by his friend to be that of his family, but all inquiries were vain: 
his reasons for concealing his original were Penitentiary ; he deserved no other name than 
that of the impostor, he said. His pious and patient endurance of a tedious illness, ending 
in an exemplary death (1768), confirmed the strong impression his merit had made upon the 
mind of Dr. Johnson.—Prozzr. The Memoir of Psalmanazar, written by himself, and pub- 
lished in 1754, though now a neglected piece of biography, will well repay the reader, as it 
affords much curious information,—MARKLAND. 

* Quarto, 1766. The worthy author died March 18, 1800, aged about 74.—M, 
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and, having told him his name, courteously said, “I have read your 
book, Sir, with great pleasure, and wish to be better known to you.” 
Thus began an acquaintance, which was continued with mutual re- 
gard as long as Johnson lived. 

Talking of a recent seditious delinquent,' he said, ‘“‘ They should 
set him in the pillory, that he may be punished in a way that would 
disgrace him.” I observed, that the pillory does not always dis- 
grace. And I mentioned an instance of a gentleman, who I thought 
was not dishonoured by it. Jounson. ‘‘ Ay, but he was, Sir. He 
could not mouth and strut as he used to do, after having been there. 
People are not willing to ask a man to their tables, who has stoodin 
the pillory.” 

The gentleman who had dined with us at Dr. Percy’s came in. 
Johnson attacked the Americans with intemperate yehemence of 
abuse. I said something in their favour; and added, that I was 
always sorry when he talked on that subject. This, it seems, ex- 
asperated him, though he said nothing at the time. The cloud was 
charged with sulphureous vapour, which was afterwards to burst in 
thunder. We talked of a gentleman [Mr. Langton], who was run- 
ning ou. his fortune in London; and I said, ‘We must get him out 
of it. All his friends must quarrel with him, and that will soon 
drive him away.” Jounson. ‘‘ Nay, Sir, we'll send you to him. If 
your company does not drive a man out of his house, nothing will.” 
This was a horrible shock, for which there was no visible cause. I 
afterwards asked him, why he had said so harsh a thing. JoHNson. 
‘Because, Sir, you made me angry about the Americans.” Bos- 
WELL. ‘But why did you not take your revenge directly?” JoHn- 
son (smiling). ‘‘ Because, Sir, I had nothing ready. A man cannot 
strike till he has his weapons.” This was a candid and pleasant oon- 
fession. - 

He showed me to-night his drawing-room, very genteelly fitted 
up, and said, ‘‘Mrs. Thrale sneered, when I talked of my having 


1 Mr. Horne Tooke, who had been in the preceding July convicted of a seditious libel. The 
sentence—pronounced in November, 1777—was a year’s imprisonment, and £200 fine; but 
it seems strange that Johnson should, in April 1778, haye spoken conjecturally and prospect- 
ively of a sentence passed six months before. Perhaps this may be accounted for by Horne 
Tooke’s having obtained a writ of error, and so suspended the execution of the sen- 
tence—O, 
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asked you and your lady to live at my house. I was obliged to tell 
her, that you would be in as respectable a situation in my house as 
in hers. Sir, the insolence of wealth will creep out.” Boswsut. 
“¢ She has a little both of the insolence of wealth and the conceit of 
parts.” Jonnson. ‘The insolence of wealth is a wretched thing ; 
but the conceit of parts has some foundation. Tobe sure, it should 
not be. But who is without it?” Boswem. ‘‘ Yourself, Sir.” 
Jounson. ‘‘ Why, I play no tricks: I lay no traps.” Boswsun. 
‘No, Sir. You are six feet high, and you only do not stoop.” 

We talked of the numbers of people that sometimes have composed 
the household of great families. I mentioned that there were a 
hundred in the family of the present Earl of Eglintoune’s father. 
Dr. Johnson seeming to doubt it, I began to enumerate: ‘‘ Let us 
see, my lord and my lady, two.” Jounson. ‘‘ Nay, Sir, if you are 
to count by twos, you may be long enough.” Boswenn. ‘ Well, but 
now I add two sons and seven daughters, and a servant for each ; 
that will make twenty; so we have the fifth part already.” Jonn- 
son. ‘Very true. You get at twenty pretty readily; but you will 
not so easily get further on. We grow to five feet pretty readily ; 
but itis not so easy to grow to seven.” ! 

On Sunday, 19th April, being Easter-day, after the solemnities of 
the festival in St. Paul’s,church, I visited him, but could not stay to 
dinner. I expressed a wish to have the arguments for Christianity 
always in readiness, that my religious faith might be as firm and 
clear as any proposition whatever ; so that I need not be under the 
least uneasiness when it should be attacked. Jonson. “Sir, you 
cannot answer all objections. You have demonstration for a first 
cause : you see he must be good as well as powerful, because there 
is nothing to make him otherwise, and goodness of itself is prefer- 
able. Yet you have against this, what is very certain, the unhappi- 
ness of human life. This, however, gives us reason to hope for a 
future state of compensation, that there may be a perfect system. 


1“ Yesterday (18th) I rose late, having not slept ill. Having promised a dedication, I 
thought it necessary to write; but for some time neither wrote nor read. Langton came in 
and talked. After dinner Iwrote. At tea Boswell camein. He stayed till near twelve.”— 
Pr. ated Med. p. 168. He means, that if it had not been in performance of a promise, he 


would not have done any worldly business on Easter Eve. What the dedication was does not 
appear,-~C, 
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But of that we were not sure, till we had a positive revelation.” I 
told him, that his ‘‘ Rasselas” had often made me unhappy ; for it 
represented the misery of human life so well, and so convincingly to 
a thinking mind, that if at any time the impression wore off, and I 
felt myself easy, I began to suspect some delusion. 


“In reviewing my time from Easter, 1777, I found a very melancholy and 
shameful blank. So little has been done, that days and months are without any 
trace. My health has, indeed, been very much interrupted. My nights have 
been commonly, not only restless, but painful and fatiguing. My respiration 
was once so difficult, that an asthma was suspected. I could not walk, but 
with great difficulty, from Stowhill to Greenhill. Some relaxation of my breast 
has been procured, I think, by opium, which, though it never gives me sleep, 
frees my breast from spasms. I have written a little of the Lives of the Poets. 
1 think with all my usual vigour.. I have made sermons, perhaps as readily as 
formerly. My memory is less faithful in retaining names, and, I am afraid, in 
retaining occurrences. Of this vacillation and vagrancy of mind, I impute a 
great part to a fortuitous and unsettled life, and therefore purpose to spend my 
time with more method.”—(Pr. and Med. p. 167.) 


On Monday, 20th April, I found him at home in the morning. 
We talked of a gentleman [Mr. Langton] who we apprehended was 
gradually involving his circumstances by bad management. JouHN- 
son. ‘‘ Wasting a fortune is evaporation by a thousand impercep- 
tible means. If it were a stream, they’d stop it. You must speak 
to him. It is really miserable. Were he a gamester, it could be 
said he had hopes of winning. Were he a bankrupt in trade, he 
might have grown rich; but he has neither spirit to spend, nor 
resolution to spare. He does not spend fast enough to have pleas- 
ure from it. He has the crime of prodigality, and the wretched- 
ness of parsimony. If aman is killed in a duel, he is killed as many 
a one has been killed ; but it is asad thing for a man to lie down 
and die; to bleed to death, because he has not fortitude enough to 
sear the wound, or even to stitch it up.” I cannot but pause a mo- 
ment to admire the fecundity of fancy, and choice of language, 
which in this instance, and, indeed, on almost all occasions, he dis- 
played. It was well observed by Dr. Perey (afterwards Bishop of 
Dromore), “The conversation of Johnson is strong and clear, and 
may be compared to an antique statue, where every vein and mus- 

YOL, IV. 2 
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cle is distinct and bold. Ordinary conversation resembles an in- 
ferior cast.” 

On Saturday, 25th of April, I dined with him at Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds’s, with the learned Dr. Musgrave ;! Councellor Leland of Ire- 
land, son to the historian; Mrs. Cholmondeley, and some more 
ladies. ‘‘The Project,”? a new poem, was read to the company by 
Dr. Musgrave. Jounson. “Sir, it has no power. Were it not for 
the well-known names with which it is filled, it would be nothing: 
the names carry the poet, not the poet the names.” Muscravz. 
‘‘A temporary poem always entertains us.” Jonnson. “So does an 
account of the criminals hanged yesterday, entertain us.” 

He proceeded ;—‘‘ Demosthenes Taylor, as he was called (that is, 
the editor of Demosthenes), was the most silent man, the merest 
statue of a man, that I have ever seen. I once dined in company 
with him, and all he said during the whole time was no more than 
Richard. How a man should say only Richard, it is not easy to im- 
agine. But it was thus: Dr. Douglas was talking of Dr. Zachary 
Grey, and ascribing to him something that was written by Dr. 
Richard Grey. So, to correct him, Taylor said, ‘ Richard.” 

Mrs. Cholmondeley, in a high flow of spirits, exhibited some lively 
sallies of hyperbolical compliment to J ohnson, with whom she had 
been long acquainted, and was very easy. He was quick in catch- 
ing the manner of the moment, and answered her somewhat in the 
style of the hero of a romance, “ Madam, you crown me with unfad- 
ing laurels.” 

I happened, I know not how, to say that a pamphlet meant a 
prose piece. Jounson. “No, Sir. A few sheets of poetry unbound 
are a pamphlet,’ as much as a few sheets of prose.” Muscrave. “A 
pamphlet may be understood to mean a poetical piece of Westmin- 


* Samuel Musgrave, M.D., editor of the Euripides, and author of “ Dissertations on the 
Grecian Mythology,” &0. published in 1782, after his death, by the learned Mr, Tyrwhitt, 
—M, 

2“ The Project,” a poem (published anonymously in 1778), by Richard Tickell, author of 
“ Anticipation.” —Q, 

8 Dr. Johnson is here perfectly correct, and is supported by the usage of preceding writ- 
ers. Soin Musarum Delicie, a collection of poems, 8vo, 1656 (the writer is speaking of 
Suckling’s play entitled Aglaura, printed in folio) ; 

‘* This great voluminous pamphlet may be said, 
To be like one, that hath more hair than head.” —M, 
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ster-hall, that is, in formal language ; but in common language it 
is understood to mean prose.” Jounson. (And here was one of the 
many instances of his knowing clearly and telling exactly howa 
thing is), ‘A pamphlet is understood in common language to mean 
prose, only from this, that there is so much more prose written than 
poetry ; as when we say a book, prose is understood for the same 
reason, though a book may as well be in poetry as in prose. We 
understand what is most general, and we name what is less fre- 
quent.” 

We talked of a lady’s verses on Ireland. Miss Reynoups. ‘‘ Have 
you seen them, Sir?” Jonnson. ‘‘No, Madam; I have seen a 
translation from Horace, by one of her daughters. She showed it 
to me.” Miss Reynonps. ‘“‘And how was, it Sir?” Jonson. 
“Why, very well for a young miss’s verses; that is to say, com- 
pared with excellence, nothing; but, very well, for the person who 
wrote them. Iam vexed at being shown verses in that manner.” 
Miss Reynoups. ‘‘ But if they should be good, why not give them 
hearty praise?” Jounson. ‘Why, Madam, because I have not 
then got the better of my bad humour from having been shown 
them. You must consider, Madam, beforehand, they may be bad 
as well as good. Nobody has aright to put another under sucha 
difficulty, that he must either hurt the person by telling the truth, 
or hurt himself by telling what is not true.” Boswenn. ‘‘A man 
often shows his writings to people of eminence, to obtain from 
them, either from their good-nature, or from their not being able to 
tell the truth firmly, a commendation, of which he may afterwards 
avail himself.” Jonnson. ‘‘Very true, Sir. Therefore, the man 
who is asked by an author, what he thinks of his work, is put to 
the torture, and is not obliged to speak the truth; so that what he 
says is not considered as his opinion; yet he has said it, and cannot 
retract it; and this author, when mankind are hunting him with a 
canister at his tail, can say, ‘I would not have published, had not 
Johnson, or Reynolds, or Musgrave, or some other good judge, com- 
mended the work.’ Yet I consider it as a very difficult question in 
conscience, whether one should advise a man not to publish a work, 
if profit be his object; fora man may say, Had it not been for 
you, I should haye had the money.’ Now, you cannot be sure; for 
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you have only your own opinion, and the public may think very dif- 
ferently.” Sm JosHua Reynoups. ‘‘You must upon such occasion 
have two judgments; one as to the real value of the work, the 
other as to what may please the general taste at the time.” JoHn- 
son. ‘But. you can be sure of neither; and therefore I should 
scruple much to give a suppressive vote. Both Goldsmith’s come- 
dies were once refused ; his first by Garrick, his second by Colman, 
who was prevailed on at last by much solicitation, nay, a kind of 
force, to bring it on. His ‘Vicar of Wakefield’ I myself did not 
think would have had much success. It was written and sold toa 
bookseller before his ‘Traveller,’ but published after; so little ex- 
pectation had the bookseller from it. Had it been sold after ‘The 
Traveller,’ he might have had twice as much money for it, though 
sixty guineas was no mean price. The bookseller had the advan- 
tage of Goldsmith’s reputation from ‘The Traveller’ in the sale, 
though Goldsmith had it not in selling the copy.” Sm Josaua 
Rernoups. ‘‘The Beggar’s Opera affords a proof how strangely 
people will differ in opinion about a literary performance. Burke 
thinks it has no merit.”| Jounson. ‘‘It was refused by one of the 
houses; but I should have thought it would succeed, not from any 
great excellence in the writing, but from the novelty, and the gen- 
eral spirit and gaiety of the piece, which keeps the audience always 
attentive, and dismisses them in good humour.” 

We went to the drawing-room, where was a considerable increase 
of company. Several of us got round Dr. Johnson, and complained 
that he would not give us an exact catalogue of his works, that 
there might be a complete edition. He smiled, and evaded our en- 
treaties. That he intended to do it, I have no doubt, because I 
have heard him say so; and I have in my possession an imperfect 
list, fairly written out, which he entitles Historia Studiorum. 1 
once got from one of his friends a list, which there was pretty good 
reason to suppose was accurate; for it was written down. in his pre- 
sence by this friend, who enumerated each article aloud, and had 
some of them mentioned to him by Mr. Levett, in concert with 
whom it was made out; and Johnson, who heard all this, did not 
contrddict it. But when I showed a copy of this list to him, and 
mentioned the evidence for its exactness, he laughed, and said, 
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was willing to let them go on as they pleased, and never interfered.” 
Upon which I read it to him, article by article, and got him posi- 
tively to own or refuse; and then, having obtained certainly so far, 
I got some other articles confirmed by him directly, and after- 
wards, from time to time, made additions under his sanction. 

His friend, Edward Cave, having been mentioned, he told us, 
“Cave used to sell ten thousand of ‘ The Gentleman’s Magazine ;’ 
yet such was then his minute attention and anxiety that the sale 
should not suffer the smallest decrease, that he would name a partic- 
ular person who he heard had talked of leaving off the Magazine, 
and would say, ‘ Let us have something good next month.’” 

It was observed, that avarice was inherent in some dispositions. 
Jounson. ‘‘No man was born a miser, because no man was born to 
possession. Hyery man is born cupidus—desirous of getting; but 
not avarus—desirous of keeping.” Boswmeun. “I have heard old 
Mr. Sheridan maintain, with much ingenuity, that a complete miser 
is a happy man: a miser who gives himself wholly to the one pas- 
sion of saving.” Jonson. ‘‘That is flying in the face of all the 
world, who have called an avaricious man a miser, because he is 
miserable. No, Sir; a man who both spends and saves money is 
the happiest man, because he has both enjoyments.” 

The conversation having turned on bon-mots, he quoted, from one 
of the Ana, an exquisite instance of flattery in a maid of honour in 
France, who being asked by the queen what o’clock it was, an- 
swered, ‘‘ What your majesty pleases.” He admitted that Mr. 
Burke’s classical pun upon Mr. Wilkes’s being carried on the shoul- 
ders of the mob, 


““numerisque fertur 
Lege solutis,” 


was admirable; and though he was strangely unwilling to allow to 
that extraordinary man the talent of wit,! he also laughed with 


1 See this question fully investigated in the notes upon the “ Journal of a Tour to the 
Hebrides,” anté, Vol. Il, p. 188, e¢ seg. And here, as a lawyer mindful of the maxim, 
Suum cuique tribuito, 1 cannot forbear to mention, that the additional note, beginning 
with ‘I find since the former edition” is not mine, but was obligingly furnished by Mr. 
Malone, who was so kind as to superintend the press while I was in Scotland, and the first 
part of the second edition was printing. He would not allow me to ascribe it to its proper 
author; but, as it is exquisitely acute and elegant, I take this opportunity, without his 
knowledge, to do him justice, 
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approbation at another of his playful conceits; which was, that 
‘Horace has in one line given a description of a good desirable 
manor :— 


‘Est modus in rebus, sunt certi denique fines; ’ 


that is to say, a modus as to the tithes and certain jines.” ! 

He observed, “A man cannot with propriety speak of himself, 
except he relates simple facts; as, ‘I was at Richmond ;” or what 
depends on mensuration ; as, ‘Iam six feet high.’ He is sure he 
has been at Richmond ; he is sure he is six feet high; but he can- 
not be sure he is wise, or that he has any other excellence. Then, 
all censure of a man’s self is oblique praise. It is in order to show 
how much he can spare. It has all the invidiousness of self-praise 
and all the reproach of falsehood.” Boswxrnn. “ Sometimes it may 
proceed from a man’s strong consciousness of his faults being ob- 
served. He knows that others would throw him down, and there- 
fore he had better lie down softly of his own accord.” 


1 This, as both Mr. Bindley and Dr. Kearney have observed to me, is the motto to “An 
Inquiry into Customary Estates and Tenants’ Rights, &c.; with some Considerations for 
restraining excessive Fines,” by Everard Fleetwood, Esq. Svo, 1781. But it is, probably, a 
mere coincidence, Mr, Burke, perhaps, never saw that pamphlet.—M. 
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On Tuesday, April 28, he was engaged to dine at General Paoli’s, 
where, as I have already observed, I was still entertained in elegant 
hospitality, and with all the ease and comfort of a home. TI called 
on him, and accompanied him in a hackney-coach. We stopped 
first at the bottom of Hedge-lane, into which he went to leave a 
letter, ‘‘ with good news for a poor man in distress,” as he told me, 
I did not question him particularly as to this. He himself often 
resembled Lady Bolingbroke’s lively description of Pope: that 
“he was un politique aux choux et aux raves.” He would say, “I 
dine to-day in Grosvenor-square ;” this might be with a duke; or, 
perhaps, ‘‘I dine to-day at the other end of the town;” or, “A 
gentleman of great eminence called on me yesterday.” He loved 
thus to keep things floating in conjecture: Omme ignotum pro mag- 
nifico est. I believe I ventured to dissipate the cloud, to unveil 
the mystery, more freely and frequently than any of his friends. 
We stopped again at Wirgman’s, the well-known toy-shop in St. 
James’s Street, at the corner of St. James’s Place, to which he had 
been directed, but not clearly, for he searched about some time, 
and could not find it at first; and said, ‘‘To direct one only to a 
corner shop is toying with one.” I supposed he meant this as a play 
upon the word toy: it was the first time that I knew him stoop to 
such sport. After he had been some time in the shop, he sent for 
me to come out of the coach, and help him to choose a pair of silver 


buckles, as those he had were too small. Probably this alteration 
81 
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in dress had been suggested by Mrs. Thrale, by associating with 
whom, his external appearance was much improved. He got better 
clothes; and the dark colour, from which he never deviated, was 
enlivened by metal buttons. His wigs, too, were much better; 
and, during their travels in France, he was furnished with a Paris- 
made wig, of handsome construction.! 

This choosing of silver buckles was a negotiation: ‘‘ Sir,” said 
he, ‘‘I will not have the ridiculous large ones now in fashion ; and 
I will give no more than a guinea for a pair.” Such were the 
principles of the business; and, after some examination, he was 
fitted. As we drove along, I found him in a talking humour, of 
which I availed myself. Boswenn. ‘‘I was this morning in Rid- 
ley’s shop, Sir;,and was told, that the collection called ‘ Johnson- 
tana’ had sold very much.” Jounson. ‘‘ Yet the ‘Journey to the 
Hebrides’ has not had a great sale.”* Boswenn. ‘That is 
strange.” Jounson. ‘‘ Yes, Sir; for in that book I have told the 
world a great deal that they did not know before.” 

Boswenn. ‘I drank chocolate, Sir, this morning with Mr. Eld; 
and, to my no small surprise, found him to be a Staffordshire Whig, 
a being which I did not believe had existed.” Jonnson. ‘Sir, 
there are rascals in all countries.” Boswmnn, ‘“Eld said, a Tory 
was a creature generated between a nonjuring parson and one’s 
grandmother.” Jounson. ‘“ And I always said, the first Whig was 
the Devil.” Boswunn. ‘He certainly was, Sir. The Devil was 
impatient of subordination ; he was the first who resisted power :— 


‘ Better to reign in hell, than serve in heaven.’ ” 


. 

‘In general his wigs were very shabby, and their fore parts were burned away by the near 
approach~of the candle, which his short-sightedness rendered necessary in reading. At 
Streatham, Mr. Thrale’s butler had always a better wig ready ; and as Johnson passed from 
the drawing-room when dinner was announced, the servant would remove the ordinary wig, 
and replace it with the newer one; and this ludicrous ceremony was performed every day, 
—C. 

2 Here he either was mistaken, or had a different notion of an extensive sale from what 
is generally entertained: for the fact is, that four thousand copies of that excellent work 
were sold very quickly. A new edition has been printed since his death, besides that in the 
collection of his works—B. Another edition has been printed since Mr. Boswell wrote the 
above, besides repeated editions in the general collection of his works during the last twenty 
yeare.—M. 1804, Hannah More says, that ‘‘ Cadell the publisher told her, that he had gold 
4,000 the first week.” —Life, vol. i. p. 89, . This enormous gale at first, made, perhaps, John- 
#on think the subsequent sale scanty—O, 1835, } 
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At General Paoli’s were Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. Langton, Mar- 
chese Gherardi of Lombardy, and Mr. John Spottiswoode the 
younger, of Spottiswoode,' the solicitor. At this time fears of af 
invasion were circulated; to obviate which Mr. Spottiswoode ob- 
served, that Mr. Fraser, the engineer, who had lately come from 
Dunkirk, said that the French had the same fears of us. JoHNSON. 
“Tt is thus that mutual cowardice keeps usin peace. Were one 
half of mankind brave, and one half cowards, the brave would be 
always beating the cowards. Were all brave, they would lead a 
very uneasy life; all would be continually fighting ; but being all 
cowards, we go on very well.” 

We talked of drinking wine. Jounson. ‘I require wine, only 
when Iam alone. I have then often wished for it, and often taken 
it.” Sprorriswoopr. ‘ What, by way of a companion, Sir?” Joun- 
son. “To get rid of myself, to send myself away. Wine gives 
great pleasure ; and every pleasure is of itself a good. It is a good, 
unless. counterbalanced by evil. A man may have a strong reason 
not to drink wine; and that may be greater than the pleasure. 
Wine makes a man better pleased with himself. I do not say that 
it makes him more pleasing to others. Sometimes it does. But 
the danger is, that while a man grows better pleased with himself, 
he may be growing less pleasing to others.? Wine gives a man 
nothing. It neither gives him knowledge nor wit; it only animates 
aman, and enables him to bring out what a dread of the company 
has repressed. It only puts in motion what has been locked up in 
frost. But this may be good, or it may be bad.” SProrriswoopE. 
“So, Sir, wine is a key which opens a box; but this box may be 
either full or empty?” Jounson. ‘‘Nay, Sir, conversation is the 
key: wine is a picklock, which forces open the box, and injures it. 
A man should cultivate his mind so as to have that confidence and 


1In the phraseology of Scotland, I should have said, ‘‘Mr, John Spottiswoode, the 
younger, of that ilk.” Johnson knew that sense of the word very well, and has thus ex- 
plained it in his ‘‘Dictionary—voce, Ilk.” ‘‘ It also signifies the same; as, Mackintosh of 
that ilk, denotes a gentleman whose surname and the title of his estate are the same,” 

2 It is observed in ‘“‘ Waller’s Life,” in the “‘ Biographia Britannica,” that he drank only 
water; and that while he sat*in a company who were drinking wine, “‘ he had the dexterity 
to accommodate his discourse to the pitch of theirs asitswnk,.” If excess in drinking be 
meant, the remark is acutely just. But surely a moderate use of wine gives a gaiety of 
spirits which water-drinkers know not. . oi etal 

O* 
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readiness without wine, which wine gives.” Bosweun. ‘The great 
difficulty of resisting wine is from benevolence. For instance, a 
‘good worthy man asks you to taste his wine, which he has had 
twenty years in his cellar.” Jounson. ‘‘Sir, all this notion about 
benevolence arises from a man’s imagining himself to be of more im- 
portance to others than he really is. They don’t care a farthing 
whether he drinks wine or not.” Sim JosHua Reynoups. “Yes, 
they do for the time.” JoHnson. “For the time! If they care this 
minute, they forget it the next. And as for the good worthy man, 
how do you know he is good and worthy? No good and worthy 
man will insist upon another man’s drinking wine. As to the wine 
twenty years in the cellar,—of ten men, three say this, merely be- 
cause they must say something; three are telling a lie, when they 
say they have had the wine twenty years; three would rather save 
the wine ; one, perhaps, cares. I allow it is something to please 
one’s company ; and people are always pleased with those who par- 
take pleasure with them. But after a man has brought himself to 
relinquish the great personal pleasure which arises from drinking 
wine,’ any other consideration is a trifle. To please others by drink- 
ing wine, is something only, if there be nothing against it. I 
should, however, be sorry to offend worthy men :— 


““Curst be the verse, how well soe’er it flow 
That tends to make one worthy man my foe.’ ” 


Bosweuu. ‘‘ Curst be the spring, the water.” JouNson. ‘But let us 
consider what a sad thing it would be, if we were obliged to drink or 
do anything else that may happen to be agreeable to the company 
where we are.” Laneton, “ By the same rule, you must join with 
a gang of cut-purses.” Jonnson. ‘‘Yes, Sir; but yet we must do 
justice to wine; we must allow it the power it possesses. To make 
aman pleased with himself, let me tell you, is doing a very great 
thing ;— 


‘Si patrize volumus, si nobis vivere cari.’” 


T was at this time myself a water-drinker, upon trial, by John- 
son’s recommendation. Jonnson. “ Boswell is a bolder combatant 


See anté, Vol I. p, 91, and Vol. III. p. 249.—0, 
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than Sir Joshua; he argues for wine without the help of wine; but 
Sir Joshua with it.” Sm Josnua Reynorps. ‘But to please one’s 
company is a strong motive.” JoHNson (who, from drinking only 
water, supposed everybody who drank wine to be elevated). «I 
won’t argue any more with you, Sir. You are too far gone.” Sim 
JosHua. ‘I should have thought so indeed, Sir, had I made sucha 
speech as you have now done.” Jounson (drawing himself in, and, 
I really thought, blushing). ‘Nay, don’t be angry. I did not mean 
to offend you.” SmJosHua. ‘At first the taste of wine was dis- 
agreeable to me ; but I brought myself to drink it, that I might be 
like other people. The pleasure of drinking wine is so connected 
with pleasing your company, that altogether there is something of 
social goodness in it.” Jonson. ‘‘Sir, this is only saying the 
same thing over again.” Sm Josuua. ‘No, this is new.” Jonn- 
son. ‘You put it in new words, but it is an old thought. This is 
one of the disadvantages of wine, it makes a man mistake words for 
thoughts.” Boswenn. “I think it is a new thought; at least, it is 
in a new attitude.” Jounson. * Nay, Sir, it is only in a new coat; 
or an old coat with a new facing.” Then laughing heartily : “It is 
the old dog in the new doublet. An extraordinary instance, how- 
ever, may occur where a man’s patron will do nothing for him 
unless he will drink : there may be a good reason for drinking,” 

I mentioned a nobleman, who I believed was really uneasy if hig 
company would not drink hard. Jounsoy. “That is from haying 
had people about him whom he has been accustomed to command.” 
Boswrnu. ‘‘ Supposing I should be ¢éte-d-téte with him at table?” 
Jonson. ‘Sir, there is no more reason for your drinking with him, 
than his being sober with you.” Boswenn. ‘‘ Why, that is true; 
for it would do him less hurt to be sober, than it would do me to get 
drunk.” Jounson. ‘Yes, Sir; and from what I have heard of him, 
one would not wish to sacrifice himself to such a man. If he must 
always have somebody to drink with him, he should buy a slave, 
and then he would be sure to have it. They who submit to drink 
as another pleases, make themselves his slaves.” Boswzuuu. “ But, 
Sir, you will surely make allowance for the duty of hospitality. A 
gentleman who loves drinking, comes to visit me.” JoHNson, ‘Sir, 
aman knows whom he yisits; he comes to the table of a sober 
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man.” Boswain. ‘But, Sir, you and I should not have been so 
well received in the Highlands and Hebrides, if I had not drunk 
with our worthy friends. Had I drunk water only, as you did, they 
would not have been so cordial.” Jonson. ‘‘Sir William Temple 
mentions, that in his travels through the Netherlands he had two 
or three gentlemen with him ; and when a bumper was necessary, 
he put it on them. Were I to travel again through the islands, I 
would have Sir Joshua with me to take the bumpers.” BoswEtux. 
“But, Sir, let me put acase. Suppose Sir Joshua should take a 
jaunt into Scotland ; he does me the honour to pay me a visit at my 
house in the country ; I am overjoyed at seeing him ; we are quite 
by ourselves: shall I unsociably and churlishly let him sit drinking 
by himself? No, no, my dear Sir Joshua, you shall not be treated 
so; I will take a bottle with you.” 

The celebrated Mrs. Rudd! being mentioned: Jounson. ‘‘ Fifteen 
years ago, I should have gone to see her.” Sporriswoope. ‘‘ Be- 
cause she was fifteen years younger?” Jounson. ‘‘No, Sir; but 
now they have a trick of putting everything into the newspapers.” 

He begged of General Paoli to repeat one of the introductory 
stanzas of the first book of Tasso’s ‘ Jerusalem,” which he did; and 
then Johnson found fault with the simile of sweetening the edges of 
a cup for a child, being transferred from Lucretius into an epic 
poem. The general said he did not imagine Homer’s poetry was so 
ancient as he supposed, because he ascribes to a Greek colony cir- 
cumstances of refinement not found in Greece itself at a later period, 
when Thucydides wrote. Jounson. ‘TI recollect but one passage 
quoted by Thucydides from Homer, which is not to be found in our 
copies of Homer’s works; I am for the antiquity of Homer, and 
think that a Grecian colony, by being nearer Persia, might be more 
refined than the mother country.” 

On Wednesday, April 29, I dined with him at Mr. Allan 
Ramsay’s,” where were Lord Binning, Dr. Robertson, the historian, 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, and the Honourable Mrs. Boscawen,* widow 


o 
1 See anté, Vol. IIL. p. 197. 
2 The son of the poet. See anté, Vol. II, 180. 
§ Frances, daughter of William Evelyn Glanville, Hsq., married, in 1742, to Admiral Bos- 


oe She diedin 1805.—O. See many interesting passages in the Memoirs of Hannah 
ore, t ev 
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of the Admiral, and mother of the present Viscount Falmouth ; of 
whom, if it be not presumptuous in me to praise her, I would say, 
that her manners are the most agreeable, and her conversation the 
best, of any lady with whom I ever had the happiness to be 
acquainted. Before Johnson came, we talked a good deal of him. 
Ramsay said, he had always found him a very polite man, and that 
he treated him with great respect, which he did very sincerely, I 
said, I worshipped him. Roserrson. “ But some of you spoil hin, 
you should not worship him ; you should worship no man.” Boss 
weLL. “I cannot help worshipping him, he is so much superior to 
other men.” Roserrson. “In criticism, and in wit and conversa- 
tion, he is, no doubt, very excellent ; but in other respects he is not 
above other men: he will believe anything, and will strenuously 
defend the most minute circumstance connected with the church of 
England.” Boswetu. “ Believe me, Doctor, you are much mistaken 
as to this ; for when you talk with him calmly in private, he is very 
liberal in his way of thinking.” Roperrson. “He and I have been 
always very gracious: the first time I met him was one evening: at 
Strahan’s, when he had just had an unlucky altercation with Adam 
Smith," to whom he had been so rough, that Strahan, after Smith 
was gone, had remonstrated with him, and told him that I was 
coming soon, and that he was uneasy to think that he might behave 
in the same manner to me. ‘No, no, Sir (said Johnson), I war- 
rant you Robertson and I shall do very well.’ Accordingly he was 
gentle and good-humored and courteous with me, the whole evening ; 
and he has been so upon every occasion that we have met since. I 
have often said (laughing), that I have been in a great measure in- 
debted to Smith for my good reception.” Boswett. “ His power 
of reasoning is very strong, and he bas a peculiar art of drawing char- 
acters, which is as rare as good portrait painting.” Sir Josnua 
Reynotps. “ He is undoubtedly admirable in this ; but, in order to 
mark the characters which he draws, he overcharges them, and gives 
people more than they really have, whether of good or bad.” 

No sooner did he, of whom we had been thus talking so easily, 
arrive, than we were all as quiet as a school upon the entrance of 


1 This, probably, was the scene, the exaggeration or misrepresentation of which may have 
given rise to Professor Miller’s scandalous anecdote. See anda, Vol. II. p, 452.—0, é 
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the head-master ; and we very soon sat down to a table covered 
with such a variety of good things, as contributed not a little to 
dispose him to be pleased. 

Ramsay. “I am old enough’ to have been a contemporary of 
Pope. His poetry was highly admired in his life-time, more a great 
deal than after his death.” Jounnson. “ Sir, it has not been less 
admired since his death; no authors ever had so much fame in 
their own-life-time as Pope and Voltaire; and Pope’s poetry has 
been as much admired since his death as during his life; it has 
only not been so much talked of; but that is owing to its being 
now more distant, and people having other writings to talk of. 
Virgil is less talked of than Pope, and Homer is less talked of 
than Virgil ; but they are not less admired. We must read wnat 
the world reads at the moment. It has been maintained that this 
superfetation, this teeming of the press in modern times, is preju- 
dicial to good literature, becanse it obliges us to read so much of 
what is of inferior value, in order to be in the fashion ; so that 
better works are neglected for want of time, because a man will 
have more gratification of his vanity in conversation, from having 
read modern books, than from having read the best works of 
antiquity. But it must be considered, that we have now more 
knowledge generally diffused: all our ladies read now, which is 
a great extension. Modern writers are the moons of literature ; 
they shine with reflected light, with light borrowed from the 
ancients. Greece appears to me to be the fountain of knowledge; 
Rome of elegance.” Ramsay. “I suppose Homer’s ‘ Iliad’ to be 
a collection of pieces which had been written before his time. I 
should like to see a translation of it in poetical prose, like the 
book of Ruth or Job.” Roserrson. “ Would you, Dr. Johnson, 
who are a master of the English language, but try your hand upon 
a part of it.” Jonnson. “Sir, you would not read it without the 
pleasure of verse.” * 


1 Mr, Ramsay was about Johnson’s age.—Q, 

* This experiment, which Madame Dacier made in vain, has since been tried in our own 
language, by the editor of ‘Ossian;” and we must either think very meanly of his abilities, 
or allow that Dr. Johnson was in the right. And Mr. Cowper, a man of real genius, has 
miserably failed in his blank-verse translation.—B, Itis the fashion to call Cowper’s a miser- 
able failure. and by the side of Pope’s fallacious brilliancy it undoubtedlv seems deficient ix 
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We talked of antiquarian researches. Jonnson. “All that is 
really known of the ancient state of Britain is contained in a few 
pages. We cam know no more than what the old writers have told 
us ; yet what large books have we upon it, the whole of which, 
excepting such parts as are taken from those old writers, is all a 
dream, such as Whitaker’s ‘Manchester.’ I have heard Henry’s 
‘History of Britain’ well spoken of ; I am told it is carried on in 
separate divisions, as the civil, the military, the religious history 
[ wish much to have one branch well done, and that is the history 
of manners, of common life.” Roserrson. ‘Henry should have 
applied his attention to that alone, which is enough for any man ; 
and he might have found a great deal scattered in various books, 
had he read solely with that view. Henry erred in not selling his 
first volume at a moderate price to the booksellers, that they 
might have pushed him on till he had got reputation. I sold my 
‘History of Scotland’ at a moderate price, as a work by which the 
booksellers might either gain or not ; and Cadell has told me, that 
Miller and he have got six thousand pounds by it. I afterwards 
received a much higher price for my writings. An author should 
sell his first work for what the booksellers will give, till it shall 
appear whether he is an author of merit, or, which is the same 
thing as to purchase-money, an author who pleases the public.” 

Dr. Robertson expatiated on the character of a certain noble- 
man ;’ that he was one of the strongest-minded men that ever 
lived; that he would sit in company quite sluggish, while there was 
nothing to call forth his intellectual vigour ; but the moment that 
any important subject was started, for instance, how this country 
is to be defended against a French invasion, he would rouse himself 
and show his extraordinary talents, with the most powerful abilit 
and animation. Jounson. ‘Yet this man cut his own throat 
The true strong and sound mind is the mind that can embrace 
‘equally great things and small. Now, I am told the King of 
Prussia will say to a servant, ‘Bring me a bottle of such a wine, 
which came in such a year; it lies in such a corner of the cellars.’. 


poetical splendour; yet it is certainly the nearest portrait we have of Homer, and the more 
one reads it, the better it seems.—O. 1885. 
1 Lord Clive —O. 
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I would have a man great in great things, and elegant in little 
things.” He said to me afterwards, when we were by ourselves, 
“Robertson was in a mighty romantic humour; he talked of 
one whom he did not know; but I downed him with the King of 
Prussia.” ‘“‘ Yes, Sir,” said I, “ You threw a bottle at his head.” 

An ingenious gentleman was mentioned, concerning whom both 
Robertson and Ramsay agreed that he had a constant firmness of 
mind ; for, after a laborious day, and amidst a multiplicity of 
cares, and anxieties, he would sit down with his sisters, and be 
quite cheerful and good-humoured. Such a disposition, it was 
observed, was the happy gift of nature. Jounson. “I do not 
think so: a man has from nature a certain portion of mind; 
the use he makes of it depends upon his own free will. That a 
man has always the same firmness Of mind, 1 do not say ; because 
every man feels his mind less firm at one time than another ; 
but I think, a man’s being in a good or bad humour depends upon 
his will.” I, however, could not help thinking that a man’s humour 
is often uncontrollable by his will. 

Johnson harangued against drinking wine. ‘A man,” said he, 
may choose whether he will have abstemiousness and knowledge, 
or claret and ignorance.” Dr. Robertson (who is very companion- 
able) was beginning to dissent as to the proscription of claret. 
Jounson (with a placid smile). “Nay, Sir, you shall not differ 
with me; as I have said that the man is most perfect who takes 
in the most things, 1 am for knowledge and claret.” Rosertson 
(holding a glass of generous claret in his hand). “ Sir, I can only 
drink your health.” Jonson. “Sir, I should be sorry if you 
should be ever in such a state as to be able to do nothing more.” 
Rosertson. “ Dr. Johnson, allow me to say, that in one respect I 
have the advantage of you ; when you were in Scotland you would 
not come to hear any of our preachers ; whereas, when I am here, 
I attend your public worship without scruple, and, indeed, with 
great satisfaction.” - Jounson. “ Why, Sir, that is not so extra- 
ordinary : the King of Siam sent ambassadors to Louis the Four 
teenth, but Louis the Fourteenth sent none to the King of Siam.” 


£ Mrs. Piozzi confidently mentions this as having passed in Scotland.— Anecdotes, p. 62 
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Here my friend for once discovered a want of knowledge or for 
getfulness ; for Louis the Fourteenth did send an embassy to the 
King of Siam,’ and the Abbé Choisi, who was employed in it, pub 
lished an account of it in two volumes. 

Next day, Thursday, April 30,7 I found him at home by himself. 
voHNsoN. “ Well, Sir, Ramsay gave usa splendid dinner. I love 
Ramsay. You will not find a man in whose conversation there is 
more instruction, more information, and more elegance than in 
Ramsay’s.” Bosweut. “ What I admire in Ramsay, is his continu- 
ing to be so young.” Jounson. “‘ Why, yes, Sir, it is to be ad- 
mired. I value myself upon this, that there is nothing of the old 
man in my conversation. I am now sixty-eight, and I have no 
more of it than at twenty-eight.” Bosweu.. “ But, Sir, would not 
you wish to know old age? He who is never an old man, does not 
know the whole of human life ; for old age is one of the divisions 
of it.” Jonson. “ Nay, Sir, what talk is this?” Boswen. “I 
mean, Sir, the Sphinx’s description of it:—morning, noon, and 
night. I would know night, as well as morning and noon.” Joxn- 
son. ‘ What, Sir, would you know what it is to feel the evils of 
old age? Would you have the gout? Would you have decrepi- 
tude?” Seeing him heated, I would not argue any farther ; but I 
was conftzeat that I was in the right. I would, in due time, be a 
Nestor, an zlder of the people ; and there should be some differ- 
ence betwen the conversation of twenty-eight and sixty-eight.* 


1 The Abbé de Choisi was sent by Louis XIV. on an embaésy to the King of Siam in 1688, 
with a view, it has been said, to convert the king of the country to Christianity —M., The 
Ghevalier de Chaumont was the ambassador: the Abbé de Choisi was, as Boswell correctly 
states, only ‘‘ employed in it,” and it was in return of this mission that the King of Siam sent 
his embassy to Louis.—C. 

2“ April 80,1778. Since I was fetched away from Streatham, the Journal (of engage- 
ments) stands thus: Saturday, Sir Joshua; Sunday, Mr, Hoole; Monday, Lord Lucan; Tues- 
day, Gen. Paoli; Wednesday, Mr. Ramsay ; Thursday, Old Bailey ; Friday, Club; Saturday, 
Sir Joshua; Sunday, Lady Lucan. Monday, pray let it be Streatham, and very early; do, 
now, let it be very early ; for I may be carried away—just like Ganymede of Troy. . . 
Do, now, let me know whether you will send for me—early—on Monday. Buttakesome care, 
or your letter will not come till Tuesday.”—Letiers to Mré. Thrale. There is a dinner given 
at the Old Bailey to the judges, counsel, and a few guests. The venerable Mr. Chamberlain 
Clarke remembered to have taken Johnson to this dinner, he being then sheriff. The judges 
were Blackstone and Eyree. Mr. Justice Blackstone conversed with Johnson on the subject 
of their absent friend, Sir Robert Chambers.—O. 

3 Johnson clearly meant (what the author has often elsewhere mentioned), that he had 
Rone of “he listlessness of old age ; that he had the same activity and energy of mind, as fov 
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A grave ploture should not be gay, There is a sorene, solemn, 
placid old age, Jounson, “ Mrs, Thralo's mothor said of me what 
flattered me much, A clergyman was complaining of want of 
soolety in the country where he lived ; and said ‘They talk of 
rods, (that is young cows,)' ‘Sir (said Mrs, Salusbury), Mr. 
Johnson would learn to talk of rants ;’ moaning that I was a 
man who would make the most of my situation, whatever [ was.” 
He added, “1 think myself a very polite man,” 

On Saturday, May 9, T dined with him at Sir Joshua Reynolds's, 
Where there Was a Very lange company, and a great deal of conver 
sation ; but, owing to some clroumstance which T cannot now recok 
leet, T have no record of any part of it, except that there were seve 
ral people there by no means of the Johasonian school 3; So that less 
attention was paid to hin than usual, which put him out of hamour: 
and upon some imaginary offence* fom me, he attacked me with 
auch rudeness, that I was vexed and angry, because it gave those 
persons an opportunity of enlarging upon his supposed ferocity, and 


Henly; Rod TNAd A Man Of Hat melyAL MNLEAL dainee fa & pudlte aamembly WHR as mach proprlety 
ashe could at trenty-elghy Wis COnVeMmAtON Delg the product of much various knowledge, 
SOA AOMIeRESS, ARM ELH AOKATAAEY WH, Was equally well sulted to every period of Hite; and 
a ia BS youth 8 probably ai@ Bot exdian SAY WHHeoomliage leelty, so certatoly fn bis later 
Fears BH was totally free Now We gareaty and qrerntourness of ald aga—M, 

4 Sued & the sigattioation of (AR Wor@ fa Sootland, and, Ne should seem, fn Wales, Gee 
Sktaper Aw) Bal Ure Aol af Seaihand and Wales, When Drought to Ragland, Deing 
always smaller (aan Waese af UAB POWNLEY, Ue Word Peet Ras acquired a Secondary sense, 
BRA Somerally patter * Deler GNaietive fy etka, Bra Depond the ordinary growth of that 
AoRAaL ABA TA UAKR GONE Aloe We Word fs ackOWRegEd RP IDK Johnson da his Die 
tionary. ——M, 

* Lord Welkany Dias Dowa eo OHNE Ne HO give Me The RoOWwIng account of the cause of 
Wis Quareel: SROOWaR, OnE GAY AL Se Doshnae AAD, Chose to pronounce a highdtown pane 
SYTW OH the WHA Of Qaeen Anne’ rela, and Swoahwmed, ‘How deliehedal N must have bear 
te Dave Bved ba the sehr oF Papa, SHY, Ardea, Gay, aad Roliagdrote | We have ae 
Hah seaiRay BA Qae GAYS.” SiR Jame, UT Wie, Mp, Roswell, vou wleht de satisfied with 
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ill treatment of his best friends. I was so much hurt, and had my 
pride so much roused, that I kept away from him for a week ; and, 
perhaps, might have kept away much longer, nay, gone to Scotland 
without seeing him again, had not we fortunately met and been 
reconciled To such unhappy chances are human friendships 
liable. 

On Friday, May 8, I dined with him at Mr. Langton’s. I was 
reserved and silent, which I suppose he perceived, and might recol- 
lect the cause. After dinner, when Mr. Langton was called out of 
the room, and we were by ourselves, he drew his chair near to mine, 
and said, in a tone of conciliating courtesy, “‘ Well, how have you 
done?” Bosweu.. “Sir, you have made me very uneasy by your 
behaviour to me when we were last at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s. You 
know, my dear Sir, no man has a greater respect and affection for 
you, or would sooner go to the end of the world to serve you. Now, 
to treat me so—.” He insisted that I had interrupted, which I 
assured him was not the case ; and proceeded—“ But why treat me 
80 before people who neither love you nor me?” Jounson. “ Well, 
I am sorry for it. Ill make it up to you twenty different ways, as 
you please.” Bosweit. “1 said to-day to Sir Joshua, when he 
observed that you tossed me somtimes, I don’t care how often or 
how high he tosses me, when only friends are present, for then I 
fall upon soft ground ; but I do not like falling on stones, which is 
the case when enemies are present. I think this is a pretty good 
image, Sir.” Jounson. “ Sir, it is one of the happiest I have ever 
heard,” * j 

The truth is, there was no venom in the weunds which he inflicted 
at any time, unless they were irritated by some malignant infusion by 
other hands. We were instantly as cordial again as ever, and 
joined in a hearty laugh at some ludicrous but innocent peculiarities 
of one of our friends. Boswei.. “Do you think, Sir, it is always 
culpable to laugh at a man to his face?” Jonnson. “ Why, Sir, 
that depends upon the man and the thing. If it is a slight man, 
and a slight thing, you may ; for you take nothing valuable from 
him.” 

4 The simplicity with which Boswell repeats this fiattery, without seeing that it was only» 
@eare-offering, 1s very characteristic and amusing.—0O. 
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He said, “I read yesterday Dr. Blair’s sermons on devstion, from 
the text ‘Cornelius, a devout man.’ His doctrine is the best limit- 
ed, the best expressed ; there is the most warmth without fanati- 
cism, the most rational transport. There is one part of it which I 
disapprove, and I’d have him correct it ; which is, that ‘he who does 
not feel joy in religion is far from the kingdom of heaven ! there are 
many good men whose fear of God predominates over their love. It 
may discourage. It was rashly said.’ A noble sermon it is indeed. 
I wish Blair would come over to the church of England.” 

When Mr. Langton returned to us, the “ flow of talk went on.” 
an eminent author’ being mentioned : Jonson. “ He is not a plea- 
sant man. His conversation is neither instructive nor brilliant. He 
does not talk as if impelled by any fullness of knowledge or vivacity 
of imagination. His conversation is like that of any other sensible 
man. He talks with no wish either to inform or to hear, but only 
because he thinks it does not become to sit in company 
and say nothing. ~ 

Mr. Langton having repeated *the anecdote of Addison having dis- 
tinguished between his powers in conversation and in writing, by 
saying, ‘‘I have only ninepence in my pocket ; but I can draw for 
a thousand pounds ;”—Jonnson. “ He had not that retort ready, 
Sir ; he had prepared it beforehand.” Laneron (turning to me). 
“A fine surmise. Set a thief to catch a thief.” 

Johnson called the Hast Indians barbarians. Boswett, “ You 
will except the Chinese, Sir?” Jonnson. “No, Sir.” Boswett. 
“Have they not arts?” Jonson. “They have pottery.” Bas. 
weit. ““What do you say to the written characters of their la 


1 The passage referred to is, “‘ Of what nature must that man’s religion be, who professes 
to worship God and to believe in Ohrist, and yet raises his thoughts towards God and his 
Saviour without any warmth of gratitude or love? This is not the man whom you would 
choose for your bosom friend, or whose heart you would expect to answer with reciprocal 
warmth to yours; such @ person must ae yet be far from the kingdom .f heaven.”—Blair’e 
Sermons, vol. 1, p. 261, Dr. Johnson’s remark is certainly just; and it may be, moreover, 
observed that, from Blair's expressions, and his reference to hwman friendships and affec- 
hions, he might be understood to mean, that unless we feel the same kind of “‘warmth” 
and affection towards God that we do towards the objects of human love, we ave far from 
the kingdom of heavyen—an idea which seems to countenance fanaticism, and which every 
sober-minded Ohristlan feels to be a mere play on words; for the love of God and the 
dove of one’s wife and friend are certainly not the eame passion.—O, 

* No doubt Dr. Robertson,—O. 


e 
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guage?” Joxnson. “ Sir, they have not an alphabet. They have 
not been able to form what all other nations have formed.” Bos- 
wei. “There is more learning in their language than in any other, 
from the immense number of their characters.” Jounson. “It is 
only more difficult from its rudeness ; as there is more labour in 
hewing down a tree with a stone than with an axe.” 

He said, “I have been reading Lord Kames’s ‘ Sketches of the 
History of Man’ In treating of severity’ of punishment, he mew 
tions that of Madame Lapouchin, in Russia, but he does not give it 
fairly ; for I have looked at Chappe D’Auteroche,’ from whom he 
has taken it. He stops where it is said that the spectators thought 
her innocent, and leaves out what follows,—that she nevertheless 
was guilty. Now this is being as culpable as one can conceive, to 
misrepresent fact in a book ; and for what motive?* It is like one 
of those lies which people tell, one cannot see why. The woman’s 
life was spared ; and no punishment was too great for the favourite 
of an empress, who had conspired to dethrone her mistress.” Bos- 
WELL. “‘ He was only giving a picture of the lady in her sufferings.” 
Jounson. “ Nay, don’t endeavour to palliate this. Guilt is a prin- 
cipal feature in the picture. Kames is puzzled with a question that 
puzzled me when I was a very young man. Why is it that the 
interest of money is lower, when money is plentiful ; for five pounds 
has the same proportion of value to a hundred pounds when money 
is plentiful, as when it is scarce? A lady explained it to me. It is 
(said she) because when money is plentiful there are so many more 
who iiave money to lend, that they bid down one another. Many 
have then a hundred pounds ; and one says—Take mine rather than 
another’s, and you shall have it at four per cent. Bosweuy. ‘“ Does 
Lord Kames decide the question?” Jonnson. “I think he leaves 
it as he found it.” Boswett. “This must have been an extraordi 
nary lady who instracted you, Sir. May I ask who she was?” 
Jounson. ‘Molly Aston,* Sir, the sister of those ladies with whom 


1“ Journey into Siberia, made by order of the King of France ; published in 1768.” 

2 The passage is to be found in b. 1. sk. 5. The motive of Lord Kames for this 3 certainly cuk 
pable suppression, was evidently to heighten our indignation at the barbarity of the punish. 
ment of which he cites this as an unparalleled example.—O. 

8 Johnson had an extraordinary admiration of this lady, notwithstanding she was a violent 
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you dined at Lichfield.—I shall be at home to-morrow.” BoswELL. 
“Then let us dine by ourselves at the Mitre, to keep up the old 
custom, ‘ the custom of the manor,’ custom of the Mitre.” Jounson. 
“Sir, so it shall be.” 

On Saturday, May 9, we fulfilled our purpose of dining by our- 
selves at the Mitre, according to the old custom. There was, onythese 
occasions, a little circumstance of kind attention to Mrs. Williams, 
which must not be omitted. Before coming out, and leaving her to 
dine alone, he gave her her choice of a chicken,’a sweetbread, or any 
other little nice thing, which was carefully sent to her from the tav- 
ern ready drest. 

Our conversation to-day, I know not how, turned, I think, for 
the only time at any length, during our long acquaintance, upon the 
sensual intercourse between: the sexes, the delight of which he 
ascribed chiefly to imagination. ‘“ Were it not for imagination 
Sir,” said he, “‘a man would be as happy in the arms of a chamber- 
maid as of a duchess. But such is the adventitious charm of fancy, 
that we find men who have violated the best principles of society, 
and ruined their fame and their fortune, that they might possess a 
woman of rank.” It would not be proper to record the particulars 
of such a conversation in moments of unreserved frankness, when 
nobody was present on whom it could have any hurtful effect. 
That subject, when philosophically treated, may surely employ the 


Whig, In answer to her high-flown speeches for liderty, he addressed to her the follow- 
{ag epigram, of which I presume to offer a translation: 


“Liber ut esse velim, suasisti, pulchra Maria, 
Ut maneam liber—pulchra Maria, vale !” 


“ Adieu, Maria! since you'd have me free: 
For, who beholds thy charms a slave must be!” 


A correspondent of “The Gentleman's Magazine,” who subscribes himself Sciolus, te 
whom I am indebted for several excellent remarks, observes, The turn of Dr, Johnson's 
lines to Miss Aston, whose Whig principles he had been combating, appears to me to be 
taken from an ingenious epigram in the ‘ Menagiana,.’ vol. iii. p. 876, edit. 1716, on a young 
ady who appeared at a masquerade, habillée en Jésuite, during the fierce contentions of the 
followers of Molinos and Jansenius concerning free-will: : 


“On s’étonne ici que Caliste, 
» Ait pris Yhabit de Moliniste. 
Puisque cette jeune beauté 
Ote a chacun sa liberté, 
N’est-ce pas une Janseniste?” 
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mind in a curious discussion, and as innocently as anatomy ; provided 
that those who do treat it keep clear of inflammatory incentives. 

“From grave to gay, from lively to severe,”—wé were soon 
engaged in very different speculation ; humbly and reverently con- 
sidering and wondering at the universal mystery of all things, as our 
imperfect faculties can now judge of them. “There are,” said he, 
“innumerable questions to which the inquisitive mind can in this state 
receive no answer: Why do you and I exist? Why was this world 
created ? Since it was to be created, why was it not created sooner ?” 

On Sunday, May 10, I supped with him at Mr. Hoole’s, with Sir 
Joshua Reynolds. I have neglected the memorial of this evening, 
so as to remember no more of it than two particulars: one, th. + he 
strenuously opposed an argument by Sir Joshua, that virtue was 
preferable to vice, considering this life only ; and that a man would 
be virtuous were it only to preserve his character; and that he 
expressed much wonder at the curious formation of the bat, a mouse 
with wings ; saying, that it was almost as strange a thing in phy- 
siology, as if the fabulous dragon could be seen. 

On Tuesday, May 12,1 waited on the Earl of Marchmont to 
know if his lordship would favour Dr. Johnson with information con- 
cerning Pope, whose Life he was about to write. Johnson had not 
flattered himself with the hopes of receiving any civility from this 
nobleman ; for he said to me, when I mentioned Lord Marchmont, 
as one who could tell him a great deal about Pope,—“ Sir, he will 
tell me nothing.” I had the honour of being known to his lordship, 
and applied to him of myself, without being commissioned by John- 
son. His lordship behaved in the most polite and obliging manner, 
promised to tell all he recollected about Pope, and was so very 
courteous as to say, “ Tell Dr. Johnson I have a great respect fo, 
him, and am ready to show it in any way I can. I am to be in the 
city to-morrow, and will call at his house as I return.” His lord- 
ship however asked, ‘‘ Will he write the ‘ Lives of the Poets’ impar:- 
tially? He was the first that brought Whig and Tory into a dic- 
tionary. And what do you think of the definition of Excise? Do 
you know the history of his aversion to the word transpire?” Then 
taking down the folio Dictionary, he showed it with this censure on 
ts secondary sense: ‘To escape from secrecy to notice; a sense 
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lately innovated from France, without necessity.” “The truth was, 

Lord Bolingbroke, who left the Jacobites,* first used it ; therefore 

it was to be-condemned. He should have shown what word would 

do for it, if it was unnecessary.” I afterwards put the question to. 
Johnson: ‘ Why, Sir,” said he, “ get abroad.” Bosweu. “ That, 

Sir, is using two words.” Joxunson. “Sir, there is no end to this, 

You may as well insist to have a word for old age.” BosweEi. 

“Well, Sir, senectus.” Jounson. ‘‘ Nay, Sir, to msist always that 

there should be one word to express a thing in English, because 

there is one in another language,’ is to change the language.” 

I availed myself of this opportunity to hear from his lordship 
many particulars both of Pope and Lord Bolingbroke, which I have 
in writing. . 

I proposed to Lord Marchmont, that he should revise Johnson’s 
Life of Pope : “ So,” said his lordship, “‘ you would put me in a danger 
bus situation. You know he knocked down Osborne, the bookseller.” 

Elated with the success of my spontaneous exertion to procure 
naterial and respectable aid to Johnson for his very favourite work, 
“the Lives of the Poets,” I hastened down to Mr. Thrale’s, at 
Streatham, where he now was, that I might insure his being at 
home next day ; and after dinner, when I thought he would receive 
the good news in the best humour I announced it eagerly : ‘I have 
been at work for you to-day, Sir. J have been with Lord March- 
mont. He bade me tell you he has @ great respect for you, ane will 
call on you to-morrow at one o’clock, and communicate all he knows 
about Pope.” Here I paused, in full expectation that he would be 
pleased with this intelligence, would praise my active merit, and 
would be alert to embrace such an offer from a nobleman. But 


1 Few words, however, of modern introduction have had greater success than this—for it 
is not only in general, but even in eulgar use. Johnson’s awkward substitute of “ged 
abroad” does not seem to express exactly the same meaning: a secret may get abroad by 
design, by accideht, by breach of confidence; but it is said to tranapire when it becomes 
known by small indirect circumstances—by symptoms—by inferences. It is now often used 
In the direct sense of “ get abroad,” but, as appears to me, incorrectly.—O, 

* The truth was, that Bolingbroke left and embraced every party in sucvession,— 


“Was every thing by turns, and nothing long.” —O. 
* This is not just. Lord Marchmont and Boswell argued for having one rd for one édea, 


and when the idea is a simple one, common to all mankind, like old age, the language which 
has no single expression for it, is, so far, imperfect.—O. 
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whether I had shown an over-exultation, which provoked his spleen ; 
or whether he was seized with a suspicion that I had obtruded him 
on Lord Marchmont, and humbled him too much, or whether there 
was anything more than an unlucky fit of ill-humour, I know not ; 
but to my surprise the result was,—Jonnson. “I shall not be in 
town to-morrow. I don’t care to know about Pope.” Mrs. Tarate 
(surprised as I was, and a little angry). ‘I suppose, Sir, Mr. Bos- 
well thought, that as you are to write Pope’s Life, you would wish 
to know about him.” Jounson. “ Wish ! why yes. If it rained 
knowledge, I’d hold out my hand ; but I would not give myself 
the trouble to go in quest of it.” There was no arguing with him 
at the moment. Some time afterwards he said, ‘‘ Lord Marchmont 
will call on me, and then I shall call on Lord Marchmont.” Mrs 
Thrale was uneasy at this unaccountable ? caprice; and told me, 
that if I did not take care to bring about a meeting between Lord 
Marchmont and him, it would never take place, which would be a 
great pity. I sent a card to his lordship, to be left at Johnson’s 
house, acquainting him, that Dr. Johnson could not be in town next 
day, but would do himself the honour of waiting on him at another 
time. I give this account fairly, as a specimen of that unhappy 
temper with which this great and good man had occasionally to 
struggle, from something morbid in his constitution. Let the most 
censorious of my readers suppose himself to have a violent fit of the 
toothache or to have received a severe stroke on the shin-bone, and 
when in such a state to be asked a question ; and if he has any 
eandour, he will not be surprised at the answers which Johnson 
sometimes gave in moments of irritation, which, let me assure them, 
is exquisitely painful. But it must not be erroneously supposed 
that he was, in the smallest degree, careless concerning any work 
which he undertook, or that he was generally thus peevish. It 
will be seen that in the following year he had a very agreeable 
interview with Lord Marchmont, at his lordship’s house: and this 
very afternoon he soon forgot any fretfulness, and fell into conversa- 
tion as usual. 


1 Not quite so unaccountable as Mr. Boswell seems to think Hie intervention in thi 
affair, wnsolicited and unauthorised, exhibits the bustling vanity of his own character, ang 
Johnson was unwilling to be dragged before Lord Marchmont by so headlong a master of the 
ceremonies.—C, 

VOL. IV. & 
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I mentioned a reflection having been thrown out against four 
peers for having presumed to rise in opposition to the opinion of the 
twelve judges, in a cause in the House of Lords,! as if that were 
indecent. Jonnson. “Sir, there is no ground for censure. The 
peers are judges themselves : and supposing them really to be of a 
different opinion, they might from duty be in opposition to the judges, 
who were there only to be consulted. 

In this observation I fully concurred with him ; for, unquestions- 
bly, all the peers are vested with the highest judicial powers ; and 
when they are confident that they understand a cause, are not 
obliged, nay, ought not to acquiesce in the opinion of the ordinary 
law judges, or even in that of those who from their studies and 
experience are called the law lors. I consider the peers in general 
as I do a jury, who ought to listen with respectful attention to the 
sages of the law; but if, after hearing them, they have a firm 
opinion of their own, are bound, as honest men, to decide accord- 
ingly. Nor is it so difficult for them’ to understand even law ques 
tions as is g¢nerally thought, provided they will bestow sufficient 
attention upon’them. This observation was made by my honoured 
relation the late Lord Cathcart, who had spent his life in camps 
and courts ; yet assured me, that he could form a clear opinion 
upon most of the causes that came before the House of Lords, “ as 
they were so well enucleated in the Cases.” 

Mrs. Thrale told us, that a curious clergyman of our acquaint: 
ance had discovered a licentious stanza, which Pope had origi 
nally in his “ Universal Prayer,” before the stanza,— 


“What conscience dictates to be done, 
Or warns us not to do,” &e; 
t was this : 
“Can sins of moment claim the rod 
Of everlasting fires ? 
And that offend great Nature’s God 
Which Nature’s self inspires?” 


and tha‘ Dr. Johnson observed, “it had been borrowed from 
Guartm.” There are, indeed, in Pastor Fido, many such flimsy 
superficial reasonings as that in the last two lines of this stanza. 


' The occasion was Mr. Horne’s writ of error.—Q 
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Boswett. “In that stanza of Pope’s, ‘ rod of fies is certainly » 
bad metaphor.” Mrs. Turare. “ And ‘sins of moment* is a faulty 
expression; for its true import is momentous, which cannot be in: 
tended.” Jonnson. “It must have been written ‘of moments? 
Of moment, is momentous ; of moments, momentary. I warrant you, 
however, Pope wrote this stanza, and some friend struck it out. 
Boileau wrote some such thing, and Arnaud struck it out, saying, 
* Vous gagnerez deux ow trois imps, et perdrez je ne scars combien 
Whonnétes gens.’ These fellows want to say a daring thing, and don’t 
know how to go about it. Mere poets know no more of fundamental 
principles than—.” Here he was interrupted somehow. Mrs. 
Thrale mentioned Dryden. Jonnsoy. “He puzzled himself about 
predestination. How foolish was it in Pope to give all his friendship 
to lords, who thought they honoured him by being with him; and to 
choose such lords as Burlington, and Cobham, and Bolingbroke ! 
Bathurst was negative, a pleasing man; and I have heard no ill of 
Marchmont. And then always saying, ‘I do not value you for be- 
ing a lord;’ which was a sure proof that he did. I never say I do 
not value Boswell more for being born to am estate, because I do 
not care.” Boswet. “ Nor for being a Scotchman?” “ Nay, Sir, 
I do value you more for being a Scotchman. You are a Scotchman 
without the faults of Scotchmen. You would not have been so 
valuable as you are had you not been a Scotchman.” 

Talking of divorces, I asked if Othello’s doctrine was not pla 
sible :— 

“He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stolen, 
Let him not know’t, and he’s not robb’d at all.” 


Dr. Johnson and Mrs. Thrale joined against this. Jounson. ‘“ Ask 
any man if he’d wish not to know of such an injury.” Boswstt 
“Would you tell your friend to make him unhappy ?” Jonnson 
“ Perhaps, Sir, I should not; but that would be from prudence on 
‘my own account. A man would tell his father.” Bosweui. “ Yes; 
because he would not have spurious children to get any share of the 
family inheritance.” Mrs. Taraxe. ‘“ Or he would tell his br«ther.” 
BosweE.u. “ Certainly his eder brother.” Jounson. “ You would 
tell your friend of a woman’s infamy, to prevent his marrying a 
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prostitute : there is the same reason to tell him of his wife’s infidel- 
ity when he is married, to prevent the consequences of imposition. 
It is a breach of confidence not to tell a friend.” BoswEtt. 
“Would you tell Mr. ?” (naming a gentleman’ who as- 
suredly was not in the least danger of such a miserable disgrace, 
thongh married to a fine woman.) Jonnson. “No, Sir; because it 
would do no good: he is so sluggish, he’d never go to Parliament 
and get through a divorce.” 

He said of one of our friends, “ He is ruining himself without 
pleasure. A man who loses at play, or who runs out his fortune at 
court, makes his estate less, in hopes of making it bigger (I am 
sure of this word, which was often used by him): but it is a sad 
thing to pass through the quagmire of parsimony to the gulf of 
ruin. To pass over the flowery path of extravagance is very 
well.” 

Amongst the numerous prints pasted on the walls of the dining- 
room at Streatham was Hogarth’s “ Modern Midnight Conversa- 
tion.” I asked him what he knew of Parson Ford, who made a 
conspicuous figure in the riotous group.* Josnson. “Sir, he was 
my acquaintance and relation, my mother’s nephew. He had pur- 
chased a living in the country, but not simoniacally. I never 
saw him but in the country. I have been told he was a man 
of great parts; very profligate, but I never heard he was im- 
pious.” Boswrtu. ‘“ Was there not a story of his ghost having 
appeared ?” Jonnson. “Sir, it was believed. A waiter at the 
Hummums, in which house Ford died, had been absent for some 
time, and returned, not knowing that Ford was dead. Going 
down to the cellar, according to the story, he met him; going 
down again, he met him a second time. When he came up, he 
asked some of the people of the house what Ford could be doing 
there. They told him Ford was dead. The waiter took a fever, in 
which he lay for some time. When he recovered, he said he had a 
message to deliver to some women from Ford; but he was not to 


+I fear it will be but too evident at whose expense Mr. Boswell chose to make so offensive 
ap hypothesis,—0, 4 

? The acquiescence of Johnson, on this occasion, seems to authenticste the fact, that Ford 
was Hogarth’s riotous parson.-—O. 
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_ tell what, or to whom. He walked out; he was followed; but some- 
where about St. Paul’s they lost him. He came back, and said he 
had delivered the message, and the women exclaimed, ‘Then we 
are allundone ? Dr. Pellet, who was not a credulous man, inquired 
into the trath of this story, and he said the evidence was irresist- 
ible. My wife went to the Hummi ‘ns (it is a place where people 
get themselves cupped). I believe she went with intention to hear 
about this story of Ford. At first they were unwilling to tell her; 
but, after they had talked to her, she came away satisfied that it 
was true. To be sure, the man had a fever; and this vision may 
have been the beginning of it. But if the message to the women, 
and their behaviour upon it, were true as related, there was some- 
thing supernatural. That rests upon his word; and there it re- 
mains.” 

After Mrs. Thrale was gone to bed, Johnson and I sat up late. 
We resumed Sir Joshua Reynolds’s argument on the preceding Sun- 
day, that a man would be virtuous, though he had no other motive 
than to preserve his character. Jounson. “ Sir, it is not true; for, 
as to this world, vice does not hurt a man’s character.” BosweELt. 
“Yes, Sir, debauching a friend’s wife will.” Jounson. “No, Sir. 
Who thinks the worse of [Beauclerk] for it?” Boswett. “ Lord 
[Bolingbroke] was not his friend.” Jounson. “That is only a cir 
cumstance, Sir; a slight distinction. He could not get into the 
house but by Lord [Bolingbroke]. A man is chosen knight of the 
shire not the less for having debauched ladies.” Boswetz. “ What, 
Sir, if he debauched the ladies of gentlemen in the county, will not 
there be a general resentment against him?” Jounson. “ No, Sir. 
He will lose those particular gentlemen; but the rest will not trouble 
their heads about it” (warmly). Boswett. “ Well, Sir, I cannot 
think so.” Jounson. “ Nay, Sir, there is no talking with a man 
who will dispute what everybody knows (angrily). Don’t you 
know this?” Boswxt. “ No, Sir; and I wish to think better of 
your country than you represent it. I knew in Scotland a gentle- 
man obliged to leave it for debauching a lady; and in one of our 
counties aa earl’s brother lost his election because he had debauched 
the lady of another earl in that county, and destroyed the peace of 


a noble family.” 
Briog.—Vol. 26—3 
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Still he would not yield. He proceeded: “ Will you not allow, 
Sir, that vice does not hurt a man’s character so as to obstruct 
his prosperity in life, when you know that [Lord Clive] was 
loaded with wealth and honours? a man who had acquired his 
fortune by such crimes, that his consciousness of them impelled 
him to cut his own throat.” Boswett. “ You will recollect, Sir, 
that Dr. Robertson said he cut his throat because he was weary 
of still life; little things not being sufficieat to move his great 
mind.” Jounson (very angry). “ Nay, Sir, what stuff is this ! 
You had no more this opinion after Robertson said it than be- 
fore. I know nothing more offensive than repeating what one 
knows to be foolish things, by way of continuing a dispute, to 
see what a man will answer—to make him your butt |” (angrier 
still.) Boswsty. “My dear Sir, I had no such intention as you 
seem to suspect; I had not indeed. Might not this nobleman have 
felt everything ‘weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable,’ as Hamlet 
says?” Jonnson. “ Nay, if you are to bring in gadble, I'll talk no 
more. I will not, upon my honour.” My readers will decide upor 
this disnute 
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Next morning I stated to Mrs. Thrale at breakfast, before he came 
down, the dispute of last night as to the influence of character upon 
success in life. She said he was certainly wrong ; and told me that 
a baronet lost an election in Wales because he had debauched the 
sister of a gentleman in the county, whom he made one of his daugh- 
ters invite as her companion at his seat in the country, when his 
lady and his other children were in London. But she would not 
encounter Johnson upon the subject. 

I staid all this day with him at Streatham. He talked a great 
deal in very good humour. 

Looking at Messrs. Dilly’s splendid edition of Lord Chesterfield’s 
miscellaneous works, he laughed, and said, “Here are now two 
speeches ascribed to him, both of which were written by me: and 
the best of it is, they have found out that one is like Demosthenes, 
and the other like Cicero.” 

He censured Lord Kames’s “Sketches of the History of Man,” fo 
mInisrepresenting Clarendon’s account of the appearance of Sir 
George Villiers’s ghost, as if Clarendon were weakly credulons ; 
when the truth is, that Clarendon only says, that the story was upon 
a better foundation of credit than usually such discourses are 
founded upon ; nay, speaks thus of the person who was reported to 
have seen the vision, “the poor man, 2f he had been at all waking ;” 
which Lord Kames has omitted. He added, “In this book it is 


maintained that virtue is natural to man, and that if we would but 
BK 
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consalt our own hearts we should be virtuous. Now, after consult- 
ing our own hearts all we can, and with all the helps we have, we 
find how few of us are virtuous. This is saying a thing which all 
mankind know not to be true.” Boswetu. “Is not modesty na- 
tural?” Jonnson. “I cannot say, Sir, as we find no people quite 
in a state of nature; but, I think, the more they are taught, the 
more modest they are. The French are a gross, ill-bred, untaught 
people : a lady there will spit on the floor and rub it with her foot. 
What I gained by being in France was, learning to be better satis- 
fied with my own country. Time may be employed to more advan- 
tage from nineteen to twenty-four, almost in any way than in travel- 
ling. When you set travelling against mere negation, against 
doing nothing, it is better to be sure ; but how much more would a 
young man improve were he to study during those years. Indeed, 
if a young man is wild, and must run after women and bad company, 
it is better this should be done abroad, as, on his return, he can 
break off such connections, and begin at hume a new man, witha 
character to form, and acquaintance to make. How little does 
travelling supply to the conversation of any man who has travelled ! 
how little to Beauclerk !” Boswett. “ What say you to Lord 

7» Jounson. “I never but once heard him talk of what he 
had seen, and that was of a large serpent in one of the pyramids of 
Egypt.” Bosweti. “ Well, I happened to hear him tell the same 
thing, which made me mention him.” 

I talked of country life. Jonson. “ Were I to live in the coun- 
try, I would not devote myself to the acquisition of popularity ; 1 
would live in a much better way, much more happily ; I would have 
my time at my own command.” Boswetu. “ But, Sir, is it not a sad 

hing to be at a distance from all our literary friends?” Jonnson. 

Sir, you will by-and-by have enough of this conversation, which 
now delights you so much.” 

As he was a zealous friend of subordination, he was at all times 
watchful to repress the vulgar cant against the manners of the 
great. “ High people, Sir,” said he, “ are the best : take a hundred 
ladies of quality, you'll find them better wives, better mothers, more 


1 James, first earl of Charlemont, His lordship was, to the last, in the habit of telling 
Story alluded to rather too often.—0O, ; ne 
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willing to sacrifice their own pleasure to their children, than a hun 
dred other women. Tradeswomen (I mean the wives of tradesmen) 
in the city, who are worth from ten to fifteen thousand pounds, are 
the worst creatures upon the earth, grossly ignorant, and thinking 
viciousness fashionable. Farmers, I think, are often worthless fel- 
lows. Few lords will cheat ; and, if they do, they’ll be ashamed of 
it: farmers cheat, and are not ashamed of it : they have all the 
sensual vices too of the nobility, with cheating into the bargain. 
There is as much fornication and adultery amongst farmers as 
smongst noblemen.” Boswett. “The notion of the world, Sir, 
however, is, that the morals of women of quality are worse than 
those in lower stations.” Jounson. “ Yes, Sir ; the licentiousness 
of one woman of quality makes more noise than that of a number of 
women in lower stations : then, Sir, you are to consider the malig- 
nity of women in the city against women of quality, which will make 
them believe anything of them, such as that they call their coach- 
men to bed. No, Sir; so far as I have observed, the higher in 
rank, the richer ladies are, they are the better instructed, and the 
more virtuous.” 

This year the Reverend Mr. Horne published his “ Letter to Mr. 
Dunning on the English Particle.” Johnson read it ; and though 
not treated in it with sufficient respect, he had candour enough to 
say to Mr. Seward, “ Were I to make a new edition of my Diction- 
ary, I would adopt several’ of Mr. Horne’s etymologies. I hope 
they did not put the dog in the pillory for his libel ; he has too 
much literature for that.” * 

On Saturday, May 16, I dined with him at Mr. Beauclerk’s with 
Mr. Langton, Mr. Steevens, Dr. Higgins, and some others. I regret 
very feelingly every instance of my remissness in recording his mem- 
orabiha ; I am afraid it is the condition of humanity (as Mr. Wind- 
ham, of Norfolk, once observed to me, after having made an 
admirable speech in the House of Commons, which was highly ap- 
plauded, but which he afterwards perceived might have been bete 


4 In Mr. Horne Tooke’s enlargement of that “ Letter,” which he has since published with 
the title of “‘ Exea xrspoevra, or the Diversions of Purley,” he mentions this compliment, ag 
{f Dr. Johnson, instead of several of his etymologies, had said ali. His recollection having 
thus magnified it, shows how ambitious he was of the approbation of so great a man. 
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ter,) “that we are more uneasy from thinking of our wants, than 
happy in thinking of our acquisitions.” This is an unreasonable mode 
of disturbing our tranquillity, and should be corrected : let me then 
comfort myself with the large treasure of Johnson’s conversation 
which I have preserved for my own enjoyment and that of the world, 
and let me exhibit what I have upon each occasion, whether more 
or less, whether a bulse, or only a few sparks of a diamond. 

He said, ‘“‘ Dr. Mead lived more in the broad sunshine of life than 
almost any man.” * 

The disaster of General Burgoyne’s army * was then the common 
topic of conversation. It was asked why piling their arms was 
insisted upon as a matter of such consequence, when it seemed to be 
& circumstance so inconsiderable in itself. Jonson. ‘‘ Why, Sir, a 
French author says, ‘Jl ya beaucowp de puerilités dans la guerre? 
All distinctions are trifles, because great things can seldom occur, 
and those distinctions are settled hy custom. A savage would as 
willingly have his meat sent to him in the kitchen, as eat it at the 
table here: as men become civilized, various modes of denoting 
honourable preference are invented.” 

He this day made the observations upon the similarity between 
“ Rasselas” and “ Candide :” which I have inserted in tts proper 
place, when considering his admirable philosophical romsnce. He 
said, “Candide,” he thought, had more power in it than anything 
that Voltaire had written. 

He said, ‘The lyrical part of Horace never can be perfectly 
translated ; so much of the excellence is in the numbers and expres- 
sion, Francis has done it the best; I’ll take his, five out of six, 
against them all.” : 

On Sunday, May 11, I presented to him Mr. Fullarton, of Fullar- 
ton, who has since distinguished himself so much in India,* to whom 
he naturally talked of travels, as Mr. Brydone accompanied him in 
his tour to Sicily and Malta. He said, “The information which we 


1 Dr. Richard Mead was born in 1678, and died in 1754. His collection of books, pictures, 
and coins (which sold for upwards of £16,000), were, during his life, most liberally open to 


public curiosity, He was much visited by the literati and foreigners, and did certainly live 
in the “ sun-shine of life.”—C. 


® Its surrender at Saratoga, October, 1777.—O. 
3 In 1787, Mr. Fullarton published a “ View of the English Interests fo India,” 
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have from modern travellers is much more authentic than what we 
had from ancient travellers: ancient travellers guessed ; modern 
travellers measure. The Swiss admit that there is but one error in 
Stanyan.’ If Brydone were more attentive to his Bible, he would 
be a good traveller.” 

He said, “ Lord Chatham was a Dictator; he possessed the power 
of putting the state in motion; now there is no power, all order ig 
relaxed.” Boswetz. “Is there no hope of a change to the better ?” 
Jonson. “ Why, yes, Sir, when we are weary of this relaxation. 
So the city of London will appoint its mayors again by seniority.” 
Boswe.. “ But is not that taking a mere chance for having a good 
ora bad mayor?” Jounson. “ Yes, Sir ; but the evil of competi- 
tion is greater than that of the worst mayor that can come: besides, 
there is no more reason to suppose that the choice of a rabble will 
be right, than that chance will be right.” 

On Tuesday, May 19, I was to set out for-Scotland in the even- 
Ing. He was engaged to dine with me at Mr. Dilly’s; I waited 
upon him to remind him of his appointment and attend him thither; 
he gave me some salutary counsel, and recommended vigorous reso- 
lution against any deviation from moral duty. Boswett. “ But you 
would not have me to bind myself by a solemn obligation?” Jouw- 
son (much agitated). “What! a vow |—O, no, Sir, a vow is a 
horrible thing! it is a snare for sin. The man who cannot go to 
heaven without a vow, may go——.” Here, standing erect in the 
middle of his library, and rolling grand, his pause was truly a curi- 
ous compound of the solemn and the ludicrous : he half-whistled in 
his usual way when pleasant, and he paused as if checked by reli- 
gious awe. Methought he would have added, to hell, but was res 
trained. I humoured the dilemma. “ What, Sir!” said I, “‘In 
calum gusserts whit ?’” alluding to his imitation of it,— 


“ And bid him go to hell, to hell he goes.” 


I had mentioned to him a slight fault in his noble “ Imitation of 


4 Temple Stanyan, author of the “ Grecian History.” His “ Account of Switzerland” wag 
published in 1714, 
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the Tenth Satire of Juvenal,” a too near recurrence of the verb 
spread in his description of the young enthusiast at college :— 


“ Through all his veins the fever of renown 
Spreads from the strong contagion of the gown; 
O’er Bodley’s dome his'future labours spread, 
And Bacon’s mansion trembles o’er his head.” 


He had desired me to change spreads to buras; but for perfect 
suthenticity, I-now had it done with his own hand”* I thought 
this alteration not only cured the fault, but was more poetical, as 
it might carry an allusion to the shirt by which Hercules was 
inflamed. 

We had a quiet, comfortable meeting at Mr. Dilly’s ; nobody 
there but ourselves. Mr. Dilly mentioned somebody having wished 
that Milton’s “ Tractate on Education” should be printed along with 
his Poemsin the edition of the English Poets then going on. JoHN- 
son. “It would be breaking in upon the plan ; but would be of no 
great consequence. So far as it would be anything, it would be 
wrong. Education in England has been in danger of being burt by 
two of its greatest men, Milton and Locke. Milton’s plan is 
impracticable, and I suppose has never been tried. Locke’s, I fancy, 
has been tried often enough, but is very imperfect ; it gives too 
much to one side, and too little to the other ; it gives too little to 
literature.—I shall do what I can for Dr. Watts ; but my materials 
are very scanty. His poems are by no means his best works ; I 
cannot praise his poetry itself highly, but I can praise his design.” 

My illustrious friend and 1 parted with assurances of affectionate 
regard. 

I wrote to him on the 25th of May, from Thorpe, in Yorkshire, 
one of the seats of Mr. Bosville, and gave him an account of my 
having passed a day at Lincoln, unexpectedly, and therefore with- 
out having any letters of recommendation, that 1 had been honoured 
with civilities from the Reverend Mr. Simpson, an acquaintance of 


1 The slip of paper on which he made the correction is deposited by me in the noble 
library to which it relates, and to which I have presented other pieces of his handwriting.—B. 
Yet, strange to say, the correction has never been made in any of the subsequent editions of 


the poem. Nay, the Oxford edition observes upon it in a note, but does not correct it in the 
text.—C. 
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his, and Captain Broadley, of the Lincolnshire militia ; but more 
particularly from the Reverend Dr. Gordon, the chancellor, who 
first received me with great politeness as a stranger, and, when I 
informed him who I was, entertained me at his house with the most 
flattering attention : I also expressed the pleasure with which I had 
found that our worthy friend, Langton, was highly esteemed in his 
Own county town. 


Lerrer 822. FROM MR. BOSWELL. 
“ Edinburgh, June 18, 1778. 

“My Dear Srr,—* * * Since my return to Scotland, I have been again at 
Lanark, and have had more conversation with Thomson’s sister. It is strange 
that Murdech, who was his intimate friend, should have mistaken his mother’s 
Maiden name, which he says was Hume, whereas Hume was the name of his 
grandmvther by the mother’s side. His mother’s name was Beatrix Trotter,! 
a daughver of Mr. Trotter of Fogo, a small proprietor of land. Thomson had 
one brother, whom he had with him in England as his amanuensis; but he was 
seized with a consumption, and having returned to Scotland, to try what his 
native aiv would do for him, died young. He had three sisters: one married 
to Mr. Bell, minister of the parish of Strathaven ; one to Mr. Craig, father of 
the ingetious architect, who gave the plan of the New Town of Edinburgh; 
and one to Mr. Thomson, master of the grammar-school at Lanark. He wag 
of a humane and benevolent disposition ; not only sent valuable presents to his 
sisters, bit a yearly allowance in money, and was always wishing to have it in 
his power to do them more good. Lord Lyttelton’s observation, that ‘he 
loathed wuch to write,’ was very true. His letters to his sister, Mrs. Thomson, 
were not frequent; and in one of them he says, ‘All my friends who know 
me, know how backward I am to write letters; and never impute the negli- 
gence of my hand to the coldness of my heart.’ I send you a copy of the last 
letter which she had from him; she never heard that he had any intention of 
going inio holy orders. From this late interview with his sister, I think much 
more favourably of him, as I hope you will. I am eager to see more of your 
Prefacca to the Poets: I solace myself with the few proof-sheets which I 
have. 

“I send another parcel of Lord Hailes’s ‘ Annals,’ which you will please te 
tetuia to Me as soon as you conveniently can. He says, ‘he wishes you would 
cut a little deeper;’ but he may be proud that there is so little occasion to 
use the critical knife. I ever am, my dear Sir, &c. Jamus BosweE.u,” 


Mr. Langton has been pleased, at my request, to favour me with 


1 De Johnson was by no means attentive to minute accuracy in his “ Lives of the Poets ;‘ 
fer notwithstanding my having detected the mistake, he continued it, 
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some particulars of Dr. Johnson’s visit to Warley-camp, where this 
gentleman was at the time stationed asa captain in the Lincolnshire 
militia. I shall give them in his own words in a letter to me. 


“Tt was in the summer of the year 1778, that he complied with my invita- 
tion to come down to the camp at Warley, and he staid with me about a 
week; the scene appeared, notwithstanding a great degree of ill health that 
he seemed to labour under, to interest and amuse him, as agreeing with the 
disposition that I believe you know he constantly manifested towards inquiring 
into subjects of the military kind. He sate, with a patient degree of attention, 
to observe the proceedings of a regimental court-martial, that happened to be 
called in the time of hisstay with us; and one night, as late as at eleven o’clock, 
he accompanied the major of the regiment in going what are styled the rounds, 
where he might observe the forms of visiting the guards, for the seeing that 
they and their sentries are ready in their duty on their several posts. He took 
occasion to. converse at times on military topics, once in particular, that I see 
the mention of, in your ‘Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides,’ which lies open 
before me, as to gunpowder; which he spoke of to the same effect, in part, 
that you relate. 

“On one occasion, when the regiment were going through their exercise, 
he went quite close to the men at one of the extremities of it, and watched all 
their practices attentively; and, when he came away, his remark was, ‘The 
men indeed do load their muskets and fire with wonderful celerity.” He wag 
likewise particular in requiring to know what was the weight of the musket 
balls in use, and within what distance they might be~expected to take effect 
when fired off. 

‘In walking among the tents, and observing the difference between those 
of the officers and private men, he said, that the superiority of accommodation 
of the better conditions of life, to that of the inferior ones, was never exhibited 
to him in so distinct a view. The civilities paid to him in the camp were, 
from the gentlemen of the Lincolnshire regiment, one of the officers of which 
accommodated him with a tent in which he slept; and from General Hall, who 
very courteously invited him to dine with him, where he appeared to be very 
well pleased with his entertainment and the civilities he received ou the part 


of the General; the attention likewise of the General’s aide-de-camp, Captain 


Smith, seemed to be very welcome to him, as appeared by their engiging in a 
great deal of discourse together. The gentlemen of the East-York regiment 
likewise, on being informed of his coming, solicited his company at dinner, but 


by that time he had fixed his departure, so that he could not comply with the 
invitation.” 


1 When I one day at court expressed to General Hall my sense of the honour he had done 
my friend, he politely answered, “Sir, I did myself honour.” 
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Letter 828, TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“London, July 8, 1778 


“S1r,—I have received two letters from you, of which the second complains 
of the neglect shown to the first. You must not tie your friends to such 
punctual correspondence. You have all possible assurances of my affection 
and esteem; and there ought to be no need of reiterated professions. When 
it may happen that I can give you cither counsel or comfort, | hope it will 
never happen to me that I should neglect you; but you must not think me 
criminal or cold, if I say nothing when I have nothing to say. 

“You are now happy enough. Mrs. Boswell is recovered; and I congratu- 
late you upon the probability of her long life. If general approbation will 
add anything to your enjoyment, I can tell you that I have heard you men- 
tioned as a man whom everybody likes. I think life has little more to give. 

“Langton has gone to his regiment. He has laid down his coach, and talks 
of making more contractions of his expense: how he will succeed, I know 
not. It is difficult to reform a household gradually ; it may be done better by 
a system totally new. Iam afraid he has always something to hide. When 
we pressed him to go to Langton, he objected the necessity of attending his 
navigation ;? yet he could talk of going to Aberdeen,*a place not much nearer 
his navigation. I believe he cannot bear the thought of living at Langton in 
a state of diminution; and of appearing among the gentlemen of the neigh- 
bourhood shorn of his beams. This is natural, but it is cowardly. What I told 
him of the increasing expense of a growing family, seems to have struck him. 
He certainly had gone on with very confused views, and we have, I think, 
shown him that he is wrong; though, with the common deficience of advisers, 
we have not shown him how to do right. 

“T wish you would a little correct or restrain your imagination, and ima gine 
that happiness, such as life admits, may be had at other places as well as Lon- 
don. Without affecting Stoicism, it may be said, that it is our business to ex- 
empt-ourselves as much as we can from the power of external things. There 
is but one solid basis of happiness; and that is, the reasonable hope of a happy 
futurity. This may be had everywhere. 

“I do not blame your preference to London to other places, for it is really 
to be preferred, if the choice is free ; but few have the choice of their place, or 
their manner of life; and mere pleasure ought not to be the prime motive of 
action. 

“Mrs. Thrale, poor thing, has a daughter. Mr. Thrale dislikes the times, 
like the rest of us. Mrs. Williams is sick; Mrs. Desmoulins is poor. I have 


miserable nights. Nobody is well but Mr. Levett. I am, dear Sir, your 
most, &c., Sam. JOHNSON.” 


1 The Wey canal, from Guildford to Weybridge, in which he had a considerable sbarg 
which his grandson now possesses.—C, 
2 His lady and family, it appears, were in Seotland at this period,—O. 
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In the course of this year there was a difference between him and 
his friend Mr. Strahan; the particulars of which it is unnecessary to 
relate. Their reconciliation was communicated to me in a letter 
from Mr. Strahan in the following words :-— 


“The notes I showed you that past between him and me were dated in 
March last.. The matter lay dormant till 27th July, when he wrote to me a8 
follows :— > 


Lurrer $24. TO WILLIAM STRAHAN, ESQ. 


‘¢Srr,—It would be very foolish for us to continue strangers any longer. 
You can never by persistency make wrong-right. If I resented too acri- 
moniously, I resented only to yourself. Nobody ever saw or heard what I 
wrote. Yousaw that my anger was over; for in a day or two I came to your 
house. I have given you a longer time; and I hope you have made so good 
use of it, as to be no longer on evil terms with, Sir, yours, &., 

“Sam. Jonnson.’” 


‘© Qn this I called upon him: and he has since dined with me.” 


After this time, the same friendship as formerly continued between 


Dr. Johnson and Mr. Strahan. My friend mentioned to me a little: 


circumstance of his attention, which, though we may smile at it, 
must be allowed to have its foundation in a nice and true knowledge 
of human life. “ When I write to Scotland,” said he, “I employ 
Strahan to frank my letters, that he may have the consequence of 
appearing a parliament-man among his countrymen.” 


Lerrzr 825. TO MRS. THRALE. 
“ Oct. 15, 1778. 

“As to Dr. Collier’s ? epitaph, Nollekens has had it so long, that I have for 
gotten how long. You never hadit. There is a print of Mrs. Montagu, and 
I shall think myself very ill rewarded for my love and admiration, if she does 
not give me one; she will give it nobody in whom it will excite more respect- 
fal sentiments. But I never could get anything from her but by pushing a 
face ; and so, if you please, you may tell her. 

“When I called the other day at Burney’s, I found only the young ones at 
home ; at last came the doctor and madam, from a dinner in the country, to 
tell how they had been robbed as they returned. The doctor saved his purse, 
but gave them three guineas and some silver, of which they returned him 
three-and-sixpence, unasked, to pay the turnpike. 


? Dr. Collisr, of the Commons, an early friend of Mrs, Thrale’s, whe died 98d 
May, 1777.—0. 


Bras. 69. ENGLISH SERMONS. i 


“T have sat twice to Sir Joshua, and he seems to like his own performance. 
He nas projected another, in which I am to be busy ; but we can think on it at 
leisure. 

“Mrs, Williams is come home better, and the habitation is all concord and 
harmony; only Mr. Levett harbours discontent. With Dr. Lawrence’s con- 
sent. © Yave, for the last two nights, taken musk: the first night was a worse 
night tnan common, the second, a better; but not so much better as that I 
dare ascribe any virtue to the medicine. I took a scruple each time.” 


“Oct. 81, 1778. 
“sie Joshua has finished my picture, and it seems to please everybody, but 
I shall wait to see how it pleases you. To-day Mrs. Williams and Mrs. Des 
moulins had a scold, and Williams was going away ; but I bid her not turn (ail, 
and she came back, and rather got the upper hand.” 


Le7Ter 326. TO CAPTAIN LANGTON.! 
Warley-Camp. 
“ Oct, 81, 1778. 

“Dear Srr,—When I recollect how long ago I was received with so much 
kindness at Warley common, I am ashamed that I have not made.some ine 
quiries after my friends. 

“Pray how many sheep-stealers did you convict? and how did you punish 
them? When are you to be cantoned in better habitations? The air grows 
cold, and the ground damp. Longer stay in the camp cannot be without 
muc< danger to the health of the common men, if even the officers can escape. 

“Zou see that Dr. Percy is now dean of Carlisle; above five hundred a year, 
with a power of presenting himself to some good living. He is provided for. 
The session of the Club is to commence with that of the Parliament. Mr. 
Banks? desires to be admitted; he will be a very honourable accession. 

“Did the king please you? The Coxheath men, I think, have some reason 
to complain. Reynolds says your camp is better than theirs. I hope you find 
yourself able to encounter this weather. Take care of your own health; and, 
a you can, of your men. Be pleased to make my compliments to all the gen- 
tlemez whose notice I have had, and whose kindness I have experienced, [I 
am, dear Sir, &c. : Sam. Jounson.” 


I wrote to him on the 18th of August, the 18th of September, 
and tne 6th of November; informing him of my having had another 
son “ora, whom I had called James;° that I had passed some time 


1 Dr. voanson here addresses his worthy friend, Bennet Langton, Esq., by his title as Cap- 
tain of the Lincolnshire Militia, in which he has since been most deservedly raised to the rank 
ef Maza .—C. 


2 Afterwards Sir Joseph.—C. 
3 This was the gentleman who contributed a few notes to this work. He was of Brazsn 


~ 


68 LIFE OF JOHNSON. 1778. 


at Auchinleck; that the Countess of Loudoun, now in her ninety 
ninth year, was as fresh as when he saw her, and remembered hir 
with respect; and that his mother by adoption, the Countess of 
Eglintoune, had said to me, “Tell Mr. Johnson, I love him ex 
ceedingly;” that I had again suffered much from bad spirits; ane 
that as it was very long since I heard from him, I was not a little 
uneasy. 

The continuance of his regard for his friend, Dr. Burney, appears 

om the following letters : 


Lerrer 827. TO THE REY. DR. WHEELER. ? 
Ozford. 
“London, Nov. 2, 1778. 

Dear S1r,—Dr. Burney, who brings this paper, is engaged in a History of 
Music; and having been told by Dr Markham of some MSS. relating to his 
subject, which are in the library of your college, is desirous to examine them. 
He is my friend; and therefore I take the liberty of entreating your favour 
and assistance in his inquiry; and can assure you, with great confidence, that 
if you knew him he would not want any intervenient solicitation to obtain the 
kindness of one who loves learning and virtue as you love them. 

“I have been flattering myself all the summer with the hope of paying my 
annual visit to my friends; but something has obstructed me; I still hope no¢ 
to be long without seeing you. I should be glad of a little literary talk; and 
glad to show you, by the frequency of my visits, how eagerly I love it, when 
you talk it. Iam, dear Sir, &., 

“Sam. JoHNSON.” 


Lerrerr 328. TO THE REY. DR. EDWARDS. * 


Ozford. 
“London, Nov. 2, 1778. 
““Sir,—The bearer, Dr. Burney, has had some account of a Welsh manue 
script in the Bodleian library, from which he hopes to gain some materials for 
his History of Music; but being ignorant of the language, is at a loss where te 
find assistance. I make no doubt but you, Sir, can help him through his dif 
ficulties, and therefore take the liberty of recommending him to your favour 


nose College, and a Vinerian Fellow, and died in February, 1822, at his chambers, in the 
Temple.—Haty, I had the pleasure of his acquaintance, He published an edition of Shak» 
peéare; was very convivial; and in other respects like his father—though altogether on 3 
smaller scale.—O. 

} Benjamin Wheeler was entered at Trinity College, November 12,1751. In 1776 he wa 
appointed Regius Professor of Divinity and canon of Christ-church.—HAL. 

? Edward Edwards entered at Jesus Oollege, 1748, et. 17; M. A. 1749; B, D, 1756; anr 
D. D. 1760.—Hat, 


_— 


Pe. DR. BURNEY. ev 


as Iam sure you will find him a man worthy of every civility thet can be 
shown, and every benefit that can be conferred. 

“But we must not let Welsh drive us from Greek. What comes of Xeno- 
phon?! If you do not like the trouble of publishing the book, do not let your 
commentaries be lost; contrive that they may be published somewhere. I 
am, Sir, &c., Sam. Jounson.” 


These letters procured Dr. Burney great kindness and friendly 
offices from both of these gentlemen, not only on that occasion, but 
in future visits to the university. The same year Dr. Johnson not 
only wrote to Joseph Warton in favour of Dr. Burney’s youngest 
son, who was to be placed in the college of Winchester, but accom 
panied him when he went thither. : 

We surely cannot but admire the benevolent exertions of this 
great and good man, especially when we consider how grievously he 
was afflicted with bad health, and how uncomfortable his home was 
made by the perpetual jarring of those whom he charitably accom. 
modated under his roof. He has sometimes suffered me to talk 
jocularly of his group of females, and call them his Seraglo. He 
thus mentions them, together with honest Levett, in one of his let- 
ters to Mrs. Thrale: “ Williams hates everybody ; Levett hates 
Desmoulins, and does not love Williams; Desmoulins hates them 
both; Poll? loves none of them.”® 


1 Dr. Edwards was preparing an edition of Xenophon’s Memorabilia, which, however, he 
did not live to complete —C. It was publiged in 1785, with a preface by Dr. Owen. 

2 Miss Carmichael.—B, I have not learned how this lady was connected with Dr. Johnson. 
It was no doubt his domestic experience whfeh prompted his complimentary exclamation to 
Hannah More and her four sisters, “* What! five women line happily together ! !"—More’s 
Life, v. i. p. 67.—O. 1835. 

2 These connexions exposed him to trouble and incessant solicitation, which he bore well 
enough ; but his inmates were enemies to his peace, and occasioned him great disquiet: the 
jealousy that subsisted among them rendered his dwelling irksome to him, and he seldom 
approached it, after an evening’s conversation abroad, but with the dread of finding it a scene of 
disorder, and of having his ears filled with the complaints of Mrs. Williams of Frank’s neglect 
of his duty and inattention to the behests of his master, and of Frank against Mrs. Williams, 
for the authority she assumed over him, and exercised with ap unwarrantable severity, 
fen those intruders who had taken shelter under his roof, and who, in his absence from 
home, brought thither their children, found cause to murmur ; “their provision of, food was 
scanty. or their dinners ill-dressed ;” all which he chose to endure, rather than put an enf.to 
their ciamours by ridding his home of such thankless and troublesome guests. Nay, so insen- 
gible was he of the ingratitude of those whom he suffered thus to hang upon him, and among 
whom he may be said to have divided an income which was little more than sufficient for bis 
awn support, that he would submit to reproach and personal affront from some of them ; even 
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Lerrzr 829. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. Speier 
‘ov. is 


“Dear Srr,—It is indeed a long time since I wrote, and I think you must 
have some reason to complain; however, you must not let small things dis- 
turb you, when you have such a fine addition to your happiness as a new boy, 
and I hope your lady’s health restored by bringing him. It seems very 
probable that a little care will now restore her, if any remains of her com 
plaints are left. 

“You seem, if I understand your letter, to be gaining ground at Auchin 
leck, an incident that would give me great delight. 

“When any fit of anxiety, or gloominess, or perversion of mind lays hold 
Bpon you, make it a rule not to publish it by complaints, but exert your whole 
eare to hide it; by endeavouring to hide it you will drive it away. Be always 
busy. 

“The Club is to meet with the parliament; we talk of electing Banks, tha 
traveller; he will be a reputable member. Langton has been encamped with 
his company of militia on Warley-common; I spent five days amongst them; 
he signalized himself as a diligent officer, and has very high respect in the 
regiment. He presided when I was there at a court-martial; he is now quar- 
tered in Hertfordshire ; his lady and little ones are in Scotland. Paoli came 
to the camp, and commended the soldiers. 

“Of myself I have no great matters to say; my health is not restored ; 
my nights are restless and tedious. The best night that I have had these 
twenty years was at Fort Augustus. 

-“T hope soon to send you a few Lives to read. Tam, dear Sir, your most 
affectionate, 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


About this time the Reverend Mr. John Hussey, who had been 
some time in trade, and was then axclergyman of the church of Eng- 
land, being about to undertake a journey to Aleppo, and other 
parts of the Hast, which he accomplished, Dr. Johnson (who had 
long been in habits of intimacy with him) honoured him with the 
following letter :— 


Lerrer 380. TO MR. JOHN HUSSEY. 
“Dec. 29, 1778, 


“Dear Str,—I have sent you the ‘Grammar,’ and have left you two books 
more, by which I hope to be remembered ; write my name in them; we may, 
perhaps, see each other no more: you part with my good wishes, nor do I 
despair of seeing you return. Let no opportunities of vice corrupt you; let 


Levett would sometimes Insult him, and Mrs, Williams, im her paroxysms of rage, has 
(been known to drive him from her presence.—Hawring, 
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no bad example seduce you; let the blindness of Mahometans confi7m you in 
Christianity. God bless you. I am, dear Sir, your affectionate humble ser- 
vant, Sam. Jonson.” 


Johnson this year expressed great satisfaction at the publication 
of the first volume of “ Discourses to the Royal Academy,” by Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, whom he always considered as one of his literary 
school. Much praise indeed is due to those excellent Discourses, 
which are so universally admired, and for which the author received 
from the Empress of Russia a gold snuff-box, adorned with her pro 
file in bas reef, set in diamonds: and containing what is infinitely 
more valuable, a slip of paper, on which are written, with her 
imperial majesty’s own hand, the following words :—“ Pour k 
Chevaler Reynolds, en témoignage du contentement que j'ai ressentie a la 
lecture de ses excellens Discours sur la Peinture.” 

This year, Johnson gave the world a luminous proof that the 
vigour of his mind in all its faculties, whether memory, judgment, 
or imagjnation, was not in the least abated ; for this year came out 
the first four volumes of his “ Prefaces, biographical and critical, 
to the most eminent of the English Poets,”* published by the 
booksellers of London. The remaining volumes came out. in the 
year 1780. The poets were selected by the several booksellers who 
had the honorary copyright, which is still preserved among them 
by mutual] compact, notwithstanding the decision of the House of 
Lords against the perpetuity of literary property. We have his 
own authority,’ that by his recommendation the poems of Black: 
more, Watts, Pomfret, and Yalden, were added to the collection. 
Of this work I shall speak more particularly hereafter. - 


Lerrer 381. TO MRS. ASTON. 


“ Bolt Court, Fleet Street, Jan. 2, 1779. 
~« Dear Mapam,—Now the new year is come, of which I wish you and deat 
Mrs. Gastrel many and many returns, it is fit that I give you some account of 
the year past. In the beginning of it I had a difficulty of breathing, and other 
illness, from which, however, I by degrees recovered, and from which I am 
now tolerably free. In the spring and summer I flattered myself that I should 
eome to Lichfield, and forbore to write till I could tell of my intentions with” 


‘I Life of Watts. 
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some certainty, and one thing or other making the journey always improper, 
as I did not come, I omitted to write, till at last I grew afraid of hearing ill 
news. But the other day Mr. Prujean! called and left word, that you, dear 
Madam, are grown better; and I know not when I heard anything that pleased 
me so much. I shall now long more and more to see Lichfiold, and partake the 
happiness of your recovery. 

“Now you begin to mend, you have great encouragu.rent to take care of 
yourself. Do not omit anything that can conduce to your health, and when I 
eome, I shall hope to enjoy with you, and dearest Mrs. Gastrel, many pleasing 
mors. Do not be angry at my long omission to write, but let me hear how 
you both do, for you will write to nobedy, to whom your welfare will give 
more pleasure, than to, dearest Madam, your most humble servant, 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Lerrer 332. TO MRS. LUCY PORTER. 
“Bolt Court, Fleet Street, Jan. 2, 1779. 

“‘Dearust Love,—Though I have so long omitted to write, I will omit it no 
longer. I hope the new year finds you not worse than you have formerly 
been; and I wish that many years may pass over you without bringing either 
pain or discontent. For my part, I think my health, though not good, yet 
rather better than when I left you. eo 

““My purpose was to have paid you my annual visit in the summer, but it 
happened otherwise, not by any journey another way, for I have never been 
many miles from London, but by such hindrances as it is hard to bring to any 
account. ‘ 

“Do not follow my bad example, but write to me soon again, and let me 
<now of you what you have to tell ; I hope it is all good. 

“Please to make my compliments to Mrs. Cobb, Mrs. Adey, and Miss Adey, 
and all the ladies and gentlemen that frequent your mansion. 

“Tf you want any books, or anything else that I can send you, let me know. 
I am, dear Madam, your most humble servant, Sam. JoHNson.” 


On the 22d of January, I wrote to him on several topics, and 
mentioned, that as he had been so good as to permit me to have 
the proof sheets of his “‘ Lives of the Poets,” I had written to his 
servant, Francis, to take care of them for me. 


Lerrer 338. FROM MR. BOSWELL, ESQ. 


“ Edinburgh, Feb, 2, 1779, 
‘My pear Str,—Garrick’s death is a striking event; not that we should 


be surprised with the death of any man who has lived sixty-two years; *but be. 


1 Mr. Prujean married the youngest of the Misses Aston.—Harwoop, 
* On Mr. Garrick’s monument in Lichfield Cathedral, he is said to have died, “aged 64 
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eause there was a vivacity in our late celebrated friend, which drove away the 
thoughts of death from any association with him. Iam sure you will be ten- 
derly affected with his departure; and I would wish to hear from you upon the 
fubject. I was obliged to him in my days of effervescence in London, when 
poor Derrick was my governor; and since that ume I received many civilities 
from him. Do you remember how pleasing it was, when I received a letter 
from him at Inverary, upon our first return to civilized living after our Hebri- 
dean journey? I shall always remember him with affection as well as admira- 
tion. 

“On Saturday last, being the 30th of January, I drank coffee and old port, 
and had solemn conversation with the Reverend Mr. Falconer, a nonjuring 
bishop, a very learned and worthy man. He gave two toasts, which you will 
believe I drank with cordiality, Dr. Samuel Johnson and Flora Macdonald. I 
sat about four hours with him, and it was really as if I had been living in the 
last century. The episcopal church of Scotland, though faithful to the royal 
house of Stuart, has never accepted of any congé d’élire since the revolution ; 
it 1s the only true episcopal church in Scotland, as it has its own succession of 
bishops. For as to the episcopal clergy, who take the oaths to the present 
sovernment, they indeed follow the rites of the church of England, but, as 
Bishop Falconer observed, ‘they are not episcopals ; for they are under no 
bishop, as a bishop cannot have authority beyond his diocese.’ This venerable 
gentleman did me the honour to dine with me yesterday, and he laid his hands 
upon the heads of my little ones. We had a good deal of curious literary con- 
versation, particularly about Mr. Thomas Ruddiman, with whom he lived in 
great friendship. 

“Any fresh instance of the uncertainty of life makes.one embrace more 
closely a valuable friend. My dear and much respected Sir, may God preserve 
you long in this world while I am in it: .I am ever, your most obliged, and 
affectionate humble servant, ier “ James Boswe.t.” 


Letter 334, TO MISS REYNOLDS. 
“Feb. 15, 1779. 

“Dearest Mapam,—I have never deserved to be treated as you treat me 
When you employed me before, I undertook your affair and succeeded, bu 
then I succeeded by choosing a proper time, and a proper time I will try ts 
choose again. 

“T have about a week’s work to do, and then I shall come to live in town, 
and will first wait on you in Dover Street. You are not to think that I neglect 
you, for your nieces will tell you how rarely they have seen me. I will wait 
on you 4s soon as I can, and yet you must resolve to talk thinge over withont 


years.” But it is a mistake, and Mr. Boswell is perfectly correct. Garrick was baptized at 
Hereford, Feb. 28, 1716-17, and died at his house in Londca, January 20, 1779. The inacowm 
‘racy of lapidary inscriptions is well known.—M. 
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- anger, and you must leave me to catch opportunities, and be assured, dearest 
dear, that I should have very little enjoyment of that day in which I had nege 
lected any opportunity of doing good to you. I am, dearest Madam, your 
humble servant, Sam. Jounson.” 


Larrer 835. TO MRS. LUCY PORTER. 


“ Bolt Court, Fleet Street, March 4, 1779. 

“My pear Love,—Since I heard from you, I sent you a little print, and two 
barrels of oysters, and I shall have some little books to send you soon. I have 
seen Mr. Pearson, and am pleased to find that he has got a living. I was 
hurried when he was with me, but had time to hear that my friends were all 
well. 

“ Poor Mrs. Adey was, I think, a good woman, and therefore her death ig 
less to be lamanted; but it is not pleasant to think how uncertain it is, that 
when friends part, they will ever meet again. My old complaint of flatulence, 
and tight and short breath, oppress me heavily. My nights are very restless 
I think of consulting the doctor to-morrow. 

“This has been a mild winter, for which I hope you have been the better. 
Take what care you can of yourself, and do not forget to drink. I was some. 
how or other hindered from coming into the country last summer, but I think 
of coming this year. I am, dear love, your most humble servant, 

“Sam. JoHNson.” 


Lsrrer 8386. TO MRS. ASTON. 


“ Bolt Gourt, Fleet Street, March 4, 1779. 

Dear Mapam,—Mrs, Gastrell and you are very often in my thoughts, though_ 
I do not write as often as might be expected from so much love and so much 
respect. I please myself with thinking that I shall see you again, and shall find 
you better. But futurity is uncertain: poor David [Garrick] had doubtless 
many futurities in his head, which death has intercepted—a death, I believe, 
totally unexpected: he did not in his last hour seem to think his life in dan- 
ger. 

“My old complaints hang heavy on me, and my nights are very uncomfortas 
ble and unquiet ; and sleepless nights make heavy days. I think to go to my 
physician, and try what can be done. For why should not I grow better as 
well as you? 

“Now you are better, pray, dearest Madam, take care of yourself. I hope 
to come this summer and watch you. It will bea very pleasant journey if I can 
find you and dear Mrs. Gastrell well. I sent you two barrels of oysters; if you 
would wish for more, please to send your commands to, Madam, your most 
humble servant, Sam. Jonnson.” 
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Lerrer 887. TO MRS. THRALE. 
“ March 10, 1TT0, 
“I will come to see you on Saturday, only let me know whether I must come 
to the Borough, or am to be taken up here. 
“T got my Lives, not yet quite printed, put neatly together, and sent them 
to the king: what he says of them I know not. If the king is a Whig, he will 
Got like them: but is any kiag— Wie?” 


VOL. I¥ 4 


CHAPTER IV. 
1779. 


Sir. Tasker’s “‘Ode”—Man of the World—“ Vicar of Wakefield *—Junius’s Letters—Parep 
tal Authority—London—“ Government of the Tongue ”—Good Friday—Easter day—Kek 
skinning—Claret, Port, Brandy—Shakspeare’s Witches—Lochlomond—Liberty—Hackman 
Johnson and Topham Beauclerk—Mallet—Friendship—Eulogy on Garrick—“ Art of getting 
drunk "—Empirics—Parental Affection—Lord Marchmont—Pope—Parnell’s ‘* Hermit — 
Correspondence, 


On the 22d of February I had written to him again, complaining of 
his silence, as I had heard he was ill, and had written to Mr. Thrase 
for information concerning him ; and I announced my intention of 
soon being again in London. 


Lerrer 3838. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
; “ March 18, 1779. 

“Dear Sir,—Why should you take such delight to make a bustle, to write 
to Mr. Thrale that I am negligent, and to Francis to do what is so very unne- 
cessary? Thrale, you may be sure, cared not about it; and I shall spare 
Francis the trouble, by ordering a set both of the Lives and Poets to dear Mrs. 
Boswell,‘ in acknowledgment’ of het marmalade. Persuade her to accept 
them, and accept them kindly. Jf P¢hought she would receive them scorn- 
fully, I would send them to Miss Boswell, who, I hope, has yet none of her 
mamma’s ill-will to me. 

“TI would send sets of Lives, four volumes, to some other friends, to Lord 
Hailes first. His second volume lies by my bed-side ; a book surely of great 
labour, and to every just thinker of great delight. Write me word to whom I 
shall send besides. Would it please Lord Auchinleck? Mrs. Thrale waits in 
the coach. I am, dear Sir, &c. Sam. Jonnson.” 


This letter crossed me on the road to London. where I arrived on 
Monday, March 15, and next morning, at a iate hour, found Dr, 
‘Johnson sitting over his tea, attended by Mrs. Desmoulins, Mr. Lev. 

} He sent a set elegantly bound and git, which was received as ® very handsows 


preseat, 
v4. 


\ 
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ett, and a clergyman, who had come to submit some poetical pieces 
to his revision. It is wonderful what a number and variety of writ- 
ers, some of them even unknown to him, prevailed on his good 
nature to look over their works, and suggest corrections and 
improvements. My arrival interrupted, for a little while, the impor- 
tant business of this true representative of Bayes ; upon this being 
resumed, I found that the subject under immediate consideration 
was a translation, yet in manuscript, of the ‘Carmen Seculare” of 
Horace, which had this year been set to music, and performed as a 
public entertainment in London, for the joint benefit of Monsieur 
Philidor * and Signor Baretti. When Johnson had done reading, 
the author asked him bluntly, “If upon the whole it was a good 
translation?” Johnson, whose regard for truth was uncommonly 
strict, seemed to be puzzled for a moment what answer to make, as 
he certainly could not honestly commend the performance : with 
exquisite address he evaded the question thus, “Sir, I do not say 
that it may not be made a very good translation.” Here nothing 
whatever in favour of the performance was affirmed, and yet the 
writer was not shocked. A printed “ Ode to the Warlike Genius 
of Britain” came next in review. The bard* was a lank bony 
figure, with short black hair ; he was writhing himself in agitation, 
while Johnson read, and, showing his teeth in a grin of earnestness, 
“exclaimed in broken sentences, and in a keen sharp tone, “Is that 
poetry, Sir ?—Is it Pindar?” Joxnson. “ Why, Sir, there is here 
® great deal of what is called poetry.” Then, turning to me, the 
poet cried, “‘ My muse has not been long upon the town, and (point- 
ing to the Ode) it trembles under the hand of the great critic.” 
Johnson, in a tone of displeasure, asked him, ‘ Why do you praise 
Anson ?” I did not trouble him by asking his reason for this ques- 
tion.” He proceeded :—‘“ Here is an error, Sir; you have made — 


- Andrew Philidor, a musician and chess-player of eminence. In 1777, he published 
© Analyse du Jeu des Echecs.” 

2 This was a Mur. Tasker. Mr. D’Israeli informs me that this portrait {s so accurately 
@rawn, that being, some years after the publication of this work, at a watering-place on the 
coast of Devon, he was visited by Mr. Tasker, whose name, however, he did not then know, 
Dut was so struck with his resemblance to Boswell’s picture, that he asked him whether he 
had not had an interview with Dr. Johnson, and it appeared that he was indeed the authot 
of “The Warlike Genius of Britain.”—O 

2 He disliked Lord Anson probably from loca! volitics. On one occasion he visited Lord 
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Genius feminine.” ‘“ Palpable, Sir (cried the enthusiast) ; I know 
it. But (in a lower tone) it was to pay a compliment to the 
Duchess of Devonshire, with which her grace was pleased. She is 
walking across Coxheath in the military uniform, and I suppose hus 
to be the genius of Britain.” Jonnson. “Sir, you are giving a rea: 
son for it; but that will not make it right. You may have a res 
son why two and.two should make five ; but they will still make 
but four.” 

Although I was several times with him in the course of the foi 
lowing days, such it seems were my occupations, or such my negli- 
gence, that I have preserved no memorial of his conversation till 
Friday, March 26, when I visited him. He said he expected to be 
attacked on account of his “ Lives of the Poets.” ‘ However,” 
said he, “I would rather be attacked than unnoticed. For the 
vorst thing you can do to an author is to be silent as to his works, 
An assault upon a town is a bad thing; but starving it is still 
worse ; an assault may be unsuccessful, you may have more men 
silled than you kill; but if you starve the town, you are sure of 
victory.” 

Talking of a friend of ours associating with persons of very dis- 
cordant principles and characters ; I said he was a very universal 
man, quite a man of the world. Jonson. “ Yes, Sir; but one 
may be so much a man of the world, as to be nothing in the world. 
Iremember a passage in Goldsmith’s ‘ Vicar of Wakefield,’ which he 
was afterwards fool enough to expunge. ‘I do not love a man who 
is zealous for nothing.’” Bosweit. “That was a fine passage.” 
Jounson. “‘ Yes, Sir; there was another fine passage too, which he 
struck out : ‘When I was a young man, being anxious to distin- 
guish myself, I was perpetually starting new propositions. But I 
soon gave this over ; for I found that generally what was new was 
false””* I said I did not like to sit with people of whom I had 


Anson’s seat, and although, as he confessed, “* well received and kindly treated, he, with the 
true gratitude of a wit, ridiculed the master of the house before he had left it an hour,” 
in the grounds there is a Temple of tke Winds, on which he made the following epigram: 


Gratum animum laudo ; Qui debuit omnia ventis, 
Quam bene ventorum surgere templa jubet !—Piozsi’s Anecdotes.—O, 


’ Dr. Burney, in a note introduced in a former page, has mentioned this circumstance con: 
ewnlng Goldsmith, as communicated to him by Dr, Johnson, not recollecting that it occurred 
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not a good opinion. Jounson. “ But you must not indulge you 
delicacy too much, or you will be a ¢éte-d-téte man all your life. 


Lerrer 889. TO MRS. THRALE. 
“March 18, 1779. 

“On Monday I came late to Mrs. Vesey. Mrs. Montagu was there; I called 
for the print, and got good words. The evening was not brilliant, but I had 
thanks for my company. The night was troublesome. On Tuesday I fasted, 
and went to the doctor: he ordered bleeding. On Wednesday I had the tea 
pot, fasted, and was blooded. Wednesday night was better. To-day I have 
dined at Mr. Strahan’s, at Islington,? with his new wife. To-night there will 
he opium; to-morrow the tea-pot; then heigh for Saturday. I wish the doc- 
tor would bleed me again. Yet everybody that I meet says that I look better 
than when I was last met.” 


During my stay in London this spring, I find I was unaccounta- 
bly negligent in preserving Johnson’s sayings, more so than at any 
time when I was happy enough to have an opportunity of hearing 
his wisdom and wit. There is no help for it now. I must content 
myself with presenting such scraps as 1 have. But I am neverthe- 
less ashamed and vexed to think, how much has been lost. It is 
not that there was a bad crop this year, but that I was not suffi- 
ciently careful in gathering it in. I therefore, in some instances, 
can only exhibit a few detached fragments. 

Talking of the wonderful concealment of the author of the cele- 
brated letters signed Junzus, he said, ‘‘ I should have believed Burke 
to be Junius, because I know no man but Burke who is capable of 
writing these letters; but Burke spontaneously denied it to me. 
The case would have been different, had I asked him if he was the 
author ; a man so questioned, as to an anonymous publication, may 
think he has a right to deny it.” 

He observed that his old friend, Mr. Sheridan, had been honoured 
with extraordinary attention in his own country, by having had an 


kere. His remark, however, is not wholly superfluous, as it ascertains that the words which 
Goldsmith had put into the mouth of a fictitious character in the “* Vicar of Wakefield,” and 
which, as we learn from Dr. Johnson, he afterwards expunged, related, like many other pas- 
sages in his novel, to himself,—M., 

1 Mrs. Montagu’s portrait.—O, 

3In Upper Street, nearly opposite the church, The house has undergone no exterin 
alteration. 

Brog.—Vol. 26—4 


78 LIFE OF JOHNSON. 1779, 


exception made in his favour in an Irish act of parliament concern- 
ing insolvent debtors. ‘Thus to be singled out,” said he, “by a 
legislature, as an object of public consideration and kindness, is @ 
proof of no common merit:” 

At Streatham, on Monday, March 29, at breakfast, he main- 
tained that a father had no right to control the inclinations of his 
daughter in marriage. 

On Wednesday, March 31, when I visited him, and confessed an 
excess of which I had very seldom been guilty—that I had spent a 
whole night in playing at cards, and that I could not look back on it 
with satisfaction—instead of a harsh animadversion, he mildly said, 
‘ Alas, Sir, on how few things ean we look back with satisfaction !”” 

On Thursday, April 1, he commended one of the Dukes of Devon- 
shire for “a dogged veracity.” He said, too, “ London is nothing 
to some people ; but to a man whose pleasure is intellectual, Lon- 
don is the place. And there is no place where economy can be so 
well practised as in London: more can be had here for the money, 
even by ladies, than any where else. You cannot play tricks with 
your fortune in a small place; you must make an uniform appear- 
ance. Here a lady may have well-furnished apartments, and elegant 
dress, without any meat in her kitchen.” 

I was amused by considering with how much ease and coolness 
he could write or talk to a friend, exhorting him not to suppose that 
happiness was not to be found as well in other places as in London; 
when he himself was at all times sensible of its being, compara- 
tively speaking, a heaven upon earth. The truth is, that by those 
who from sagacity, attention, and experience, have learnt the full 
advantage of London, its pre-eminence over every other place, not 
only for variety of enjoyment, but for comfort, will be felt with a 
philosophical exultation. The freedom from remark and petty cen- 
sure, with which life may be passed there, is a circumstance which a 
man who knows the teasing restraint of a narrow circle must relish 
highly. Mr. Burke, whose orderly and amiable domestic habits 
might make the eye of observation less irksome to him than to most 
men, said once very pleasantly, in my hearing, “ Though I have the 
honour to represent Bristol, I should not like to live there ; I should 
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be obliged to be so much wpon my good behaviour” In London, a 
man may live in splendid society at one time, and in frugal _retire- 
ment at another, without animadversion. There, and there alone, 
& man’s own house is truly his castle, in which he can be in perfecy 
safety from intrusion whenever he pleases. I never shall forget how 
well this was expressed to me one day by Mr. Meynell: “The chief 
advantage of London,” said he, “is, that a man is always so near 
his burrow.” 

He said of one of his old acquaintances, “He is very fit for 
travelling governor. He knows French very well. He is a man of 
good principles; and there would be no danger that a young 
gentleman should catch his manner ; for it is so very bad, that it 
must be avoided. In that respect he would be like the drunken 
Helot.” 

A gentleman has informed me, that Johnson said of the same per- 
son, “Sir, he has the most imvrted understanding of any man 
whom I have ever known.” 

On Friday, April 2, being Good Friday, I visited him in the 
morning as usual ; and finding that we insensibly fell into a train of 
ridicule upon the foibles of one of our friends, a very worthy man, 
I, by way of a check, quoted some good admonition from “The 
Government of the Tongue,” that very pious book. It happened 
also remarkably enough, that the subject of the sermon preached 
to us to-day by Dr. Burrows, the rector of St. Clement Danes, was 
the certainty that at the last day we must give an account of “ the 
deeds done in the body ;” and amongst various acts of culpability 
he mentioned evil-speaking. As we were moving slowly along in the 
crowd from church, Johnson jogged my elbow, and said, “ Did you 
attend to the sermon?” “Yes, Sir,” said 1; “it was very applica 
ble to us.” He, however, stood upon the defensive. “ Why, Sir 
the sense of ridicule is given us, and may be lawfully used. The 
author of ‘The Government of the Tongue’ would have us treat all 
men alike.” 

In tne interval between morning and evening service, he endea- 
voured to employ himself earnestly in devotional exercise ; and, as 
he has mentioned in his “ Prayers and Meditations,” gave me, ‘‘ Les 
Pensées de Paschal,” that I might not interrupt him. I preserve 
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the book with reverence. His presenting it to me is marked upon 
it with his own hand, and J have found in it a truly divine unction. 
We went to church again in the afternoon. 

On Saturday, April 3, I visited him at night, and found him sitting 
in Mrs. Williams’s room, with her, and one who he afterwards told 
me was a natural son‘ of the second Lord Southwell. The table had 
a singular appearance, being covered with a heterogeneous assem- 


> 


blage of oysters and porter for his company, and tea for himself, 
mentioned my having heard an eminent physician, who was himself 
a Christian, argue in favour of universal toleration, and maintain, 
that no man can be hurt by another man’s differing from him in 
opinion. Jonson. “Sir you are toa certain degree hurt by know- 
ing that even one man does not believe.” 


“ April 2.—Good Friday—I am now to review ® the last year, and find little 
but dismal vacuity, neither business nor pleasure; much intended, acd little 
done. My health is much broken; my tights afford me little rest. I uave 
tried opium, but its help is counterbalanced with great disturbance ; it prevents 
the spasms, but it hinders sleep. O God, have mercy on me! 

“Last week I published (the first part of ) the Lives of the Poets, written, I 
hope, in such a manner as may tend to the promotion of piety. 

“Tn this last year I have made very little acquisition; I have scarcely read 
anything. I maintain Mrs. * and her daughter. Other good of myself 
I know not where to find, except a little charity. But I am now in my seven- 
tieth year; what can be done, ought not to be delayed. 

“ April 3, 1779, 11 p.a.—Easter-eve.—This is the time of my annual review, 
and annual resolution. The review is comfortless; little done. Part of the Life 
of Dryden and the Life of Milton have been written; but my mind hag 
neither been improved nor enlarged. I have read little, almost nothing. 
And I am not conscious that I have gained any good, or quitted any evil 
habits. 

“ April 4, 1779, Easter-day.—I rose about half an hour after nine, tran: 
scribed the prayer written last night; and by neglecting to count time sat too 
long at breakfast, so that I came to church at the first lesson. I attended the 
Litany pretty well; but in the pew could not hear the communion service, and 
missed the prayer for the church militant. Before I went to the altar I prayed 


1 Mauritius Lowe, a painter, in whose favour Johnson, some years 
aft 
etter to Sir Joshua Reynolds,—M, y er, wrote a kind 


2 Dr. Johnson’s annual review of his conduct a 
ppears to have 
detailed and severe than usual.—O. . been this year more 


* No doubt Mrs, Desmoulins and her daughter.—Q, 


Me 
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the occasional prayer. At the altarI commended my 6 6,! and again prayed 
the prayer ; I then prayed the collects, and again my own prayer by memory. 
I left out a clause. I then received, I hope with earnestness; and while 
others received, sat down; but thinking that posture, though usual, improper, 
T rose and stood. I prayed again, in the pew, but with what prayer I have 
forgotten. When TI used the occasional prayer at the altar, I added to the 
general purpose,—To avoid idleness. I gave two shillings to the plate. 
“Before I went I used, I think my prayer, and endeavoured to calm my 
mind. After my return I used it again, and the collect for the day. Lord 
have mercy upon me! I have for some nights called Francis to prayers, and 
last night discoursed with him on the sacrament.’ (Pr. & Med., p. 171-175.) 


On Easter day, after solemn service at St. Paul’s, I dined with 
him. Mr. Allen, the printer, was also his guest. He was uncom- 
monly silent ; and I have not written down anything, except a sin 
gle curious fact, which, having the sanction of his inflexible veracity, 
may be received as a striking instance of human insensibility and 
consideration. As he was passing by a fishmonger who was skin- 
aing an eel alive, he heard him “ curse it, because it would not lie 
still.” 

On Wednesday, April 7, I dined with him at Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds’s. I have not marked what company was there. Johnson 
harangued upon the qualities of different liquors ; and spoke with 
great contempt of claret, as so weak that “a man would be 
drowned by it before it made him drunk.” He was persuaded to 
drink one glass of it, that he might judge, not from recollection, 
which might be dim, but from immediate sensation. He shook 
‘his head, and said, “‘ Poor stuff! No, Sir, claret is the liquor for 
boys ; port for men; but he who aspires to be a hero (smiling) 
must drink brandy. In the first place the flavour of brandy is 
most grateful to the palate ; and then brandy will do soonest for a 
man what drinking cam do for him. There are, indeed, few who are 
able to drink brandy. That is a power rather to be wished for 
shan attained. And yet,” proceeded he, “as in all pleasure hope is 
a considerable part, I know not but fruition comes too quick by 
brandy. Florence wine I think the worst ; it is wine only to the 


1 These letters (which Dr. Strahan seems not to have understood, p, 192), probably means, 
Ovnrot Pot, “ departed friends."—O. Some critics have objected to Ovnrai in this sense- 
but it is so used in Euripides. See Supp. v. 275.—O. 1835. 
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eye ; it is wine neither while you are drinking it, nor after you have 
drank it ; it neither pleases the taste, nor exhilarates the spirits.” 
E reminded him how heartily he and I used to drink wine together, 
when we were first acquainted ; and how I used to have the head- 
ache after sitting up with him. He did not like to have this 
recalled ; or, perhaps, thinking that I boasted improperly, resolved 
to have a witty stroke at me: “ Nay, Sir, it was not the wine that 
made your head ache, but the sense that I put into it.” Boswet1. 
“What, Sir ! will sense make the head ache?” Jonnson. “ Yes, 
Sir (with a smile), when it is not used to it.” No man who has a 
true relish of pleasantry could be offended at this ; especially if 
Johnson in a long intimacy had given him repeated proofs of his 
regard and good estimation. I used to say that as he had given me 
a thousand pounds in praise, he had a good right now and then to 
take a guinea from me. 

On Thursday, April 8, I dined with him at Mr. Allan Ramsay’s, 
with Lord Graham’ and some other company. We talked of 
Shakspeare’s witches. Jounson. “They are beings of his own 
creation ; they are a compound of malignity and meanness, without 
any abilities; and are quite different from the Italian magician. 
King James says in his ‘Demonology,’ ‘ Magicians command the 
devils ; witches are their servants.’ The Italian magicians are 
elegant beings.” Ramsay. ‘“ Opera witches, not Drury Lane 
witches.” Johnson observed that abilities might be employed 
in a narrow sphere, as in getting money, which he said he believed 
no man could do without vigourous parts, though concentrated to 
a point. Ramsay. “ Yes, like a strong horse in a mill; he pulls 
better.” 

Lord Graham, while he praised the beauty of Lochlomond, on 
he banks of which is his family seat, complained of the climate, 
and said he could not bear it. Joungon. “ Nay, my lord, don’t 
talk so: you may bear it well enough. Your ancestors have borne 
it more years than I can tell.” This was a handsome compliment 
to the antiquity of the house of Montrose. His lordship told me 
afterwards that he only affected to complain of the climate, lest, if 


‘The present (third) Duke of Montrose, bot® in 1755. He succeeded to the dubedom 
2 1790.—O. 
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he had spoken as favourably of his country as he really thought, 
Dr. Johnson might have attacked it. Johnson was very courteou 
to Lady Margaret Macdonald. “Madam,” said he, “when . 
was in the Isle of Skye, I heard of the people running to take 
the stones off the road lest Lady Margaret’s horse should 
stumble.” 

Lord Graham commended Dr. Drummond at Naples as a man of 
extraordinary talents; and added, that he had a great love 
of liberty. Jounson. “He is young,’ my lord (looking to his 
lordship with an arch smile) ; all boys love liberty, till experi- 
ence convinces them they are not so fit to govern themselves as they 
imagined. Weare all agreed as to our own liberty ; we would have 
as much of it as we can get ; but we are not agreed as to the liberty 
of others : for in proportion as we take, others must lose. I believe 
we hardly wish that the mob should have liberty to govern us. 
When that was the ease some time ago, no man was at liberty 
not to have candles in his windows.” Ramsay. “ The result is, that 
order is better than confusion.” Jounson. ‘‘The result is, that 
order cannot be had but by subordination.” 

On Friday, April 16, I had been present at the trial of the un 
fortunate Mr. Hackman, who, in a fit of frantic jealous love, had 
shot Miss Ray, the favourite of a nobleman.” Johnson, in whose 
company I dined to-day with some other friends, was much interest- 
ed by my account of what passed, and particularly with his praye~ 
for the mercy of Heaven. He said, in a solemn fervid tone, “1 
hope he shall find mercy.” 

This day a violent altercation arose between Johnson and Bean- 
clerk, which having made much noise at the time, I think it pro- 
per, in order to prevent any future misrepresentation, to give a 
minute account of it. © 

In talking of Hackman, Johnson argued, as Judge Blackstone 
had done, that his being furnished with two pistols was a proof 
that he meant to shoot two persons. Mr. Beauclerk said, “ No ; 
for that every wise man who intended to shoot himself took two 
pistols that he might be sure of doing it at once. Lord ———' 


+ His lordship was twenty-four.—O. 2 John, sixth Earl of Sandwich.—O, 


84 LIFE OF JOHNSON. 178, 


cook shot himself with one pistol, and lived ten days in great 
agony. Mr. , who loved buttered muffins, but durst not 
eat them because they disagreed with his stomach, resolved to shoot 
himself : and then he eat three buttered muffins for breakfast before 
shooting himself, knowing that he should not be troubled with indiges- 
tion ; he had two charged pistols ; one was found lying charged upon 
the table by him, after he had shot himself with the other.”—“ Well,” 
said Johnson, with an air of triumph, “‘ you see here one pistol was 
sufficient.” Beauclerk replied smartly, ‘‘ Because it happened to 
kill him.” And either then or a very little afterwards, being piqued 
at Johnson’s triumphant remark, added, “‘ This is what you don’t 
know, and I do.” There was then a cessation of the dispute ; and 
some minutes intervened, during which, dinner and the glass went 
on cheerfully ; when Johnson suddenly and abruptly exclaimed, 
“Mr. Beauclerk, how came you to talk so petulantly to me, as 
‘This is what you don’t know, but what I know? One thing J 
know which you don’t seem to know, that you are very uncivil.” 
BeavcterK. ‘‘ Because you began by being uncivil (which you 
always are). The words in parentheses were, I believe, not heard 
by Dr. Johnson. Here again there was a cessation of arms. 
Johnson told me, that the reason why he waited at first some time 
without taking any notice of what Mr. Beauclerk said, was because 
he was thinking whether he should resent it. But when he con- 
sidered that there were present a young lord and an eminent travel- 
ler, two men of the world, with whom he had never dined before, he 
was apprehensive that they might think they had a right to take 
such liberties with him as Beauclerk did, and therefore resolved he 
would not let it pass ; adding, “that he would not appear a cow- 
ard.” A little while after this, the conversation turned on the vio- 
lence of Hackman’s temper. Johnson then said, “It was his busi- 
ness to command his temper, as my friend, Mr. Beauclerk, should 
have done some time ago.” Bxavotzrx. “I should learn of you, 


‘Some thought that Mr. Damer (whose suicide is recorded in the Gentleman’s Maga- 
sine for 1776, p. 888), was here meant; but I have since learned that it was Johnson’s 
old friend, Mr. Fitzherbert, who terminated his own life, January 2, 1772. This corres 
tion is so far important, that perhaps Mr, Beauclerk’s levity in mentioning an event which 
was probably very painful to Johnsoa, may have disposed him to the subsequent, and, iz 
such case, pardonable asperity.—O. 1885. ; 
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Sir.” Jonnson. “ Sir, you have given me opportunities enough of 
learning, when I have been in your company. No man loves to be 
treated with contempt.” Braucterx (with a polite inclination 
towards Johnson). “Sir, you have known me twenty years, and 
however I may have treated others, you may be sure I could never 
treat you with contempt.” Jounson. “Sir, you have said more 
than was necessary.” Thus it ended ; and Beauclerk’s coach not 
having come for him till very late, Dr. Johnson and another gentle- 
man sat with him a long time after the rest of the company were 
gone ; and he and I dined at Beauclerk’s on the Saturday se’nnight 
following. ' 

After this tempest had subsided, I recollect the following particu- 
lars of his conversation : 

“T am always for getting a boy forward in his learning ; for 
that is a sure good. I would let him at first read any English 
book which happens to engage his attention; because you have 
done a great deal, when you have brought him to have entertain- 
ment from a book. He'll get better books afterwards.” 

“ Mallet, I believe, never wrote a single line of his projected life 
of the Duke of Marlborough. He groped for materials, and thought 
of it, till he had exhausted his mind. Thus it sometimes happens 
that men entangle themselves in sheir own schemes.” 

“To be contradicted in order to force you to talk is mighty unpleas- 
ing. You shone, indeed ; but it is by being grownd.” 

Of a gentleman who made some figure among the literati of his 
time (Mr. Fitzherbert), he said, ‘“‘ What eminence he had was by a 
felicity of manner : he had no more learning that what he could not 
help.” 

On Saturday, April 24, I dined with him at Mr. Beauclerk’s with 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. Jones (afterwards Sir William), Mr. Lang- 
ton, Mr. Steevens, Mr. Paradise and Dr. Higgins. I mentioned that 
Mr. Wilkes had attacked Garrick to me, as a man who had no friend. 
Joungon. “I believe he is right, Sir. Oc peace, ov piAoc—He had 
friends, but no friend. Garrick was so diffused, he had no man to 
whom he wished to unbosom himself. He found people always 
ready to applaud him, and that always for the same thing ; so he 
saw fife with great uniformity.” I took upon me, for once, to fight 
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with (oliah’s weapons, and play the sophist.—“ Garrick did not 
need a friend, as he got from everybody all he wanted. Whatisa 
friend? One who supports you, and comforts you, while others do 
not. Friendship, you know, Sir, is thy cordial drop, ‘to make the 
nauseous draught of life go down ?’ but if the draught be not nause- 
ous, if it be all sweet, there is no occasion for that drop.” JoHNe 
son. “Many men would not be content to live so. I hopeI should 
not. They would wish to have an intimate friend, with whom they 
might compare minds, and cherish private virtues.” One of the 
company mentioned Lord Chesterfield, as a man who had no friend. 
Jounson. ‘There were more materials to make friendship in Gar- 
rick, had he not been so diffused.” Boswrtz. ‘“ Garrick was pure 
gold, but beat out to thin leaf. Lord Chesterfield was tinsel.”? 
Jounson. “ Garrick was a very good man, the cheerfullest man of 
his age ; a decent liver in a profession which is supposed to give 
indulgence to licentiousness; and a man who gave away freely 
money acquired by himself. He began the world with a great hun- 
ger for money ; the son of a half-pay officer, bred in a family whose 
study was to make four-pence do as much as others made four-pence- 
halfpenny do. But when he had got money, he was very liberal.” 
I presumed to animadvert on his eulogy on Garrick, in his ‘ Lives 
of the Poets.” “‘ You say, Sir, his death eclipsed the gaiety of na- 
tions.” Joxnson. “TI could not have said more nor less. It is the 
truth ; eclepsed, not extinguished ; and his death did eclipse ; it was 
like a storm.” Boswe... “But why nations? Did his gaiety ex- 
tend further than his own nation?” Jonnson. “ Why, Sir, some 
exaggeration must be allowed. Besides, nations may be said, if we 
allow the Scotch to be a nation, and to have gaiety—which they 
have not. Yow are an exception, though. Come, gentlemen, let us 
candidly admit that there is one Scotchman who is cheerful.” Brav- 
cueRK. “ But he is a very unnatural Scotchman” I, however, com 
tinued to think the compliment to Garrick hyperbolically untrue. 
His acting had ceased some time before his death ; at any rate, he 


? Boswell did not here mean (as it has been sometimes misunderstood) to eall Lord Ohester: 
field’s talents and acquirements tinsel; the allusion was to the pretence—the tinsel profes 


sion—of friendship, with which Johnson reproached Lord Chesterfield, and which Bosrveli, 
to please the Doctor, thus repeats.—O, 
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had acted in Ireland but a short time, at an early period of his life, 
and never in Scotland. I objected, also, to what appears an anti- 
climax of praise, when contrasted with the preceding panegyric— 
“and diminished the public stock of harmless pleasure !” Is not 
harmless pleaswre very tame?” Jonnson. “N ay, Sir, harmless plea- 
sure is the highest praise. Pleasure is a word of dubious import ; 
pleasure is in general dangerous, and pernicious to virtue; to be 
able therefore to furnish pleasure that is harmless, pleasure pure and 
unalloyed, is as great a power as man can possess.” This was, per 
haps, as ingenious a defence as could be made ; still, however, . 
was not satisfied. 

A celebrated wit’ being mentioned, he said, ‘“‘ One may say of 
him as was said of a French wit, IJ n’a de esprit que contre Deu. 1 
have been several times in company with him, but never perceived 
any strong power of wit. He produces a general effect by various 
means ; he has a cheerful countenance and a gay voice. Besides, 
his trade is wit. It would be as wild in him to come into company 
without merriment, as for a highwayman to take the road without 
his pistols.” 

Talking of the effects of drinking, he said, “Drinking may be 
practised with great prudence ; a man who exposes himself when 
he is intoxicated has not the art of getting drunk ; a sober man 
who happens occasionally to get drunk, readily enough goes into a 
new company, which a man who has been drinking should never do. 
Such a man will undertake anything ; he is without skill in inebri- 
ation. I used to slink home when I had drunk too much. A man 
accustomed to self-examination will be conscious when he is drunk, 
though an habitual drunkard will not be conscious of it. I knewa 
physician,’ who for twenty years was not sober ; yet in a pamphlet 
which he wrote upon fevers, he appealed to Garrick and me for hi 
vindication from a charge of drunkenness. A book-seller,’ (naming 


> It has been suggested that Mr. George Selwyn is here meant; but I cannot trace any 
acquaintance between Selwyn and Johnson, nor does the picture of this wit, drawn by 
Johnson, resemble Mr. Selwyn. I believe Horace Walpole was meant.—O. 

2 Dr. James, the inventor of the celebrated fever powders. 

8 This was Andrew Miller, of whom, when talking one day of the patronage the great some 
times affect to give to literature and literary mem, Johnson said, ‘‘ Andrew Miller is the Jfece 
nas of the age."—Hawk. Apoph. p. Wd--—™. 
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him) who got a large fortune by trade, was so habitually and 
equably drunk, that his most intimate friends never perceived that 
he was more sober at one time than another.” 

Talking of celebrated and successful irregular practisers in physic, 
he said, “‘Taylor’ was the most ignorant man I ever knew, but 
sprightly ; Ward,’ the dullest. Taylor challenged me once to talk 
Latin with him,” laughing. ‘I quoted some of Horace, which he 
took to be a part of my own speech. He said a few words well 
enough.” BzaucierK. “I remember, Sir, you said, that Taylor was 
an instance how far impudence could carry ignorance.” Mr. Bean- 
clerk was very entertaining this day, and told us a number of short 
stories in a lively elegant manner, and with that air of the world 
which has I know not what impressive effect, as if there were some 
thing more than is expressed, or than perhaps we could perfectly 
understand. As Johnson and I accompanied Sir Joshua Reynolds 
in his coach, Johnson said, “ There is in Beauclerk a predominance 
over his company, that one does not like. But he is aman who has 
lived so much in the world, that he has a short story on every oc- 
casion ; he is always ready to talk, and is never exhausted.” 

Johnson and I passed the evening at Miss Reynolds’s, Sir Joshua’s 
sister. I mentioned that an eminent friend of ours, talking of the 
common remark, that affection descends, said, that “this was wisely 
contrived for the preservation of mankind ; for which it was not so 
necessary that there should be affection from children to parents, as 
from parents to children ; nay, there would be no harm in that 
view, though children should at a certain age eat their parents.” 
Jounson. “ But, Sir, if this were known generally to be the case, 
parents would not have affection for children.” Boswett. “ True, 
Sir ; for it is in expectation of a return that parents are so atten- 
tive to their children ; and I know a very pretty instance of a little 
girl of whom her father was very fond, who once, when he was in 
a melancholy fit, and had gone to bed, persuaded him to rise in good 
humour by saying, ‘My dear papa, please to get up, and let me 


- The Chevalier Taylor, the celebrated oculist.—M, 


? Dr. Joshua Ward, the celebrated quack, first began to practise physic about the 
year 
1788, and combated, for some time, the united efforts of wit, learning, argument, and ridicule 
He died in 1761, 
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help you on with your clothes, that I may learn to do it when you 
are an old man.’”? 

Soon after this time a little incident occurred, which I will uot 
suppress, because I am desirous that my work should be, as much 
as is consistent with the strictest truth, an antidote to the false and 
injurious notions of his character, which have been given by others, 
and therefore I infuse every drop of genuine sweetness into my bio- 
graphical cup. 


LetrEr 840. FROM MR. BOSWELL. 
“South Audley Street,? Monday, April 96, 
“My Dear Srz,—I am in great pain with an inflamed foot, and obliged to 
keep my bed, so am prevented from having the pleasure to dine at Mr. Ram: 
say’s to-day, which is very hard; and my spirits are sadly sunk. Will you be 
so friendly as to come and sit an hour with mein the evening? I am ever 
yours, &c. Jauzs Bosweut.” 


Letter 841. TO MR. BOSWELL. 
“ Harley Street. 


“Mer. Jounson laments the absence of Mr. Boswell, and will come to him.” 


He came to me in the evening, and brought Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
I need scarcely say, that their conversation, while they sat by my 
bedside, was the most pleasing opiate to pain that could have been 
administered. 

Johnson being now better disposed to obtain information concern- 
ing Pope than he was last year, sent by me to my Lord Marchmont 
a present of those volumes of his “ Lives of the Poets” which were 
at this time published, with a request to have permission to wait on 
him ; and his lordship, who had called on him twice, obligingly 
appointed Saturday, the Ist of May, for receiving us. 

On that morning Johnson came to me from Streatham, and after 
drinking chocolate at General Paoli’s in South Audley Street, we 
proceeded to Lord Marchmont’s in Curzon Street. His lordship met 
us at the door of his library, and with great politeness said to Jobn- 
son, “I am not going to make an encomium upon myself, by telling 
you the high respect I have for you, Sir.” Johnson was exceed 


1 Mr. Boswell bimseif.—0, 3 The residence of General Paoli.—O 
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ingly cvurteous ; and the interview, which lasted about two hours, 
during which the earl communicated his anecdotes of Pope, was as 
agreeable as I could have wished! When we came out, I said 
to Johnson, “ that, considering his lordship’s civility, I should have 
been vexed if he had again failed to come.” “Sir,” said he, “I 
would rather have given twenty pounds than not have come.” I 
accompanied him to Streatham, where we dined, and returned to 
town in the evening. 

On Monday, May 3, I dined with him at Mr. Dilly’s. I pressed 
him this day for his opinion on the passage in Parnell, concerning 
which I had in vain questioned him in several letters, and at length 
obtained it in due form of law. 


“CASE FOR DR. JOHNSON’S OPINION; 
May 8, 1779. 
“ Parnell, in his ‘ Hermit,’ has the following passage :—= 


‘To clear this doubt, to know the world by sight, 
To find if books and swains report it right 
(For yet by swains alone the world he knew, 
Whose feet came wand’ring o’er the nightly dew.) 


Is there not a contradiction in its being jirst supposed that the Hermn uhew 
both what books and swains reported of the world; yet afterwards said, that 
he knew it by swains alone #” 


“I think it an inaccuracy. He mentions two instructors in the first line, 
and says he had only one in the next.” ? 


1 His first question, as he told Sir J, Hawkins, was, “ What kind of a man was Mr. Pope fn 
his conversation?” His lordship answered, “That if the conversation did not take some- 
thing of a lively or epigrammatic turn, he fell asleep, or, perhaps, pretended to be so.”—0, 

2 “T do not,” says Mr. Malone, “see any difficulty in this Passage, and wonder that Dr, 
Johnson should have acknowledged it to be inaccurate. The Hermit, it should be observed, 
had no actual experience of the world whatsoever: all his knowledge concerning it had 
been obtained in two ways; from books, and from the relations of those country swains who 
had seen a little of it. The plain meaning, therefore is, ‘To clear his doubts concerning 
Providence, and to obtain some knowledge of the world by actual experience; to see 
whether the accounts furnished by books, or by the oral communications of swains, were 
just representations of it ;’ [I say seoaéns,] for his oral or vivd voce information had been 
obtained from that part of mankind alone, &c. The word alone here does not relate to 
the whole of the preceding line, as has been supposed, but, by a common licence, to the 
words, of all mankind, which are understood, and of which it is restrictive.” Mr. Malone, 
it must be owned, has shown much critical ingenuity in his explanation of this Passage, 
His interpretation, however, seems to me much too recondite. The meaning of the pas 
sage may be certain enough ; but surely the expression is confused, and one part of it con- 
tradictory to the other.—B. It is odd enough that these critics did not think it worth thelr 
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This evening I set out for Scotland. 


Lerrer 842. TO MRS. ASTON. 
“May 4, 1779. 

“ Dear Mapam,—When I sent you the little books, I was not sure that you 
were well enough to take the trouble of reading them, but have lately heard 
from Mr. Greeves that you are much recovered. I hope you will gain more 
and more strength, and live many and many years, and I shall come again to 
Stowhill, and live as I used to do, with you and dear Mrs. Gastrel. 

“T am not well: my nights are very troublesome, and my breath is short; 
but I know not that it grows much worse. I wish to see you. Mrs. Harvey 
has just sent to me to dine with her, and I have promised to wait on her to- 
morrow. 

“Mr. Green comes home loaded with curiosities,’ and will be able to give 
his friends new entertainment. WhenI come, it will be great entertainment to 
me if I can find you and Mrs. Gastrel well, and willing to receive me. I am, 
dearest Madam, &c., Sam. Jounson.” 


Lerrer 843. TO MRS. LUCY PORTER. 
“ May 4, 1779, 


“Dzar MapamM,—Mr. Green has informed me that you are much better; I 
hope I need not tell you that I am glad of it. I cannot boast of being much 
better; my old nocturnal complaint still pursues me, and my respiration is dif- 
ficult, though much easier than when I left you the summer before last. Mr. 
and Mrs. Thrale are weli; Miss has been a little indisposed, but she is got well 
again. They have, since the loss of their boy, had two daughters ; but they 
seem likely to want a son. 

“T hope you had some books which I sent you. I was sorry for poor Mrs, 
Adey’s death, and am afraid you will be sometimes solitary; but endeavour, 
whether alone or in company, to keep yourself cheerful. My friends likewise 


die very fast; but such is the state of man. I am, dear love, your, &c., 
“Sam. Jonson.” 


He had, before I left London, resumed the conversation concern- 
ing the appearance of a ghost at Newcastle-upon-Tyne, which Mr. 
John Wesley believed, but to which Johnson did not give credit. 
I was, however, desirous to examine the question closely, and at the 


while to consult the original for the exact words on which they were exercising eaae 
ingenuity. Parnell’s words are not ‘if bocks anD swains,” but “if books oR swaine, 

which might mean, not that books and swains agreed, but thas they differed, and that 
the Hermit’s doubt was excited by the difference between his authorities: This, however, 
would make no great alteration in the question, on which Dr. Johnson’s decision seems 


t.—C. i 
at Mr. Green, it will be recollected had a musewm at Lichfield. —O. 


5 al 
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same time wished to be made acquainted with Mr. John Wesley; for 
though I differed from him in some points, I admired his various 
talents, and ioved his pious zeal. At my request, therefore, Dr. 
Johnson gave me a letter of introduction to him. 


Lerrer 844, TO THE REV. MR. JOHN WESLEY. 
“ May 5, 1779. 


“Srr,—Mr. Boswell, a gentleman who has been long known to me, is desir 
ous of being known to you, and has asked this recommendation, which I give 
him with great willingness, because I think it very much to be wished that 
worthy and religious men should be acquainted with each other. I am, Sir, &c., 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Mr. Wesley being in the course of his ministry at Edinburgh, I 
presented this letter to him, and was very politely received. I 
begged to have it returned to me, which was accordingly done. 
His state of the evidence as to the ghost did not satisfy me. 


Lerrer 845. TO MRS. THRALE.? 
“Lichfield, May 29, 1779. 


“IT have now been here a week, and will try to give you my journal, or such 
parts of it as are fit, in my mind, for communication. 

“On Friday, we set out about twelve, and lay at Daventry. 

“On Saturday, we dined with Rann at Coventry. He intercepted us at tne 
town’s end. I saw Tom Johnson, who had hardly life to know that I was with 
him. I hear he is since dead. In the evening I came to Lucy, and walked 
to Stowhill. Mrs. Aston was gone, or going to bed. I did not see her. 

“Sunday. —After dinner I went to Stowhill, and was very kindly received. 
At night I saw my old friend Brodhurst—you know him—the playfellow of my 
infancy, and gave him a guinea. 

‘‘Monday.—Dr, Taylor came, and we went with Mrs. Cobb to Greenhill 
Bower. I had not seen it, perhaps, for fifty years. It is much degenerated. 
Everything grows old. Taylor is to fetch me next Saturday. Mr. Green 
came to see us, and I ordered some physic. 

“‘ Tuesday.— Physic, and a little company. I dined, I think, with Lucy both 
Monday and Tuesday. 

“Wednesday, Thursday.—I had a few visits, from Peter Garrick- among the 
rest, and dined at Stowhill. My breath very short. 

“Friday.—I dined at Stowhill. I have taken physie four days together. 

“ Saturday.—Mrs, Aston took me out in her chaise, and was very kind, ] 


1 Dr. Johnson made this year his usual excursion into the midland counties ; but his visif 
was sh ortened by the alarming illness of Mr. Thrale.—O. 
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dined with Mrs. Cobb, and came to Lucy, with whom I found, asI had done 
the first day, Lady Smith and Miss Vyse.” 


Lerrer 346 TO THE SAME. 
** Ashbourne, June 14, 1779. 

“Your account of Mr. Thrale’s illness ' is very terrible; but when I remem- 
ber that he seems to have it peculiar to his constitution—that whatever dis- 
temper he has, he always has his head affected—I am less frighted. The 
seizure was, I think, not apoplectical, but hysterical, and therefore not danger- 
ous to life. I would have you, however, consult such physicians as you think 
you can best trust. Bromfield seems to have done well, and, by his practice, 
seems not to suspect an apoplexy. That is a solid and fundamental comfort. 
I remember Dr. Marsigli, an Italian physician, whose seizure was more violent 
than Mr. Thrale’s, for he fell down helpless; but his case was not considered 
as of much danger, and he went safe home, and is now a professor at Padua. 
His fit was considered as only hysterical.” 


LETTER 347 TO THE SAME. 
“ Ashbourne, June 17, 1779. 

_ “Tt is certain that your first letter did not alarm me in proportion to the 
danger, for indeed it did not describe the danger as it was. I am glad that 
you have Heberden; and hope his restoratives and his preservatives will both 
be effectual. In the preservatives, dear Mr. Thrale must concur; yet what can 
he reform ? or what can he add to his regularity and temperance? He canonly 
sleep less. We will do, however, all we can. I go to Lichfield to-morrow, 
with intent to hasten to Streatham. 

“Both Mrs. Aston and Dr, Taylor have had strokes of the palsy. The lady 
was sixty-eight, and at that age has gained ground upon it; the doctoris, you 
know, not young, and he is quite well, only suspicious of every sensation in 
the peccant arm. I hope my dear master’s case is yet slighter, and that, as 
his age is less, his recovery will be more perfect. Let him keep his thoughts 
diverted and his mind easy.” 


Lerrer 348. TO HENRY THRALE, ESQ. 
“ Lichfield, June 28, 1779. 

‘“‘ Dear S1r,—To show you how well I think of your health, I have sent you 
an hundred pounds to keep for me. It will come within one day of quarter- 
day, and that day you must give me. I came by it in a very uncommon mar 
ner, and would not confound it with the rest. 

“My wicked mistress talks as if she thought it possible for me to be indif: 
ferent or negligent about your health or hers. If I could have done any good, 


1 A serious apoplectic attack, which was the precursor of another of the same nature, 
which terminated his existence in the course of the ensuing year.—0, 
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I had not delayed an hour to come to you, and I will come very soon to try 
if my advice can be of any use, or my company of any entertainment. 

“What can be done, you must do for yourself. Do not Jet any uneasy 
thought settle in your mind. Cheerfulness and exercise are your great reme- 
dies. Nothing is for the present worth your anxiety. Vivere leti is one of 
the great rules of health. I believe it will be good to ride often, but never to 
weariness; for weariness is itself a temporary resolution of the nerves, and is 
therefore to be avoided. Labour is exercise continued to fatigue; exercise is 
labour used only while it produces pleasure. 

“‘ Above all, keep your mind quiet. Do not think with earnestness even of 
your health, but think on such things as may please without too much agita- 
tion; among which, I hope, is, dear Sir, your, &c., 

“Sam. JOHNSON” 


Lerrer 349, TO MISS REYNOLDS. 
“ June 27, 1779, 
‘Dear Mapam,—I have sent what I can for your German friend.’ At this 
time it is very difficult to get any money, and I cannot give much. I am, 
Madam, your most affectionate and most humble servant, 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


1 It is due to the memory of Dr. Johnson’s inexhaustible charity to insert this otherwise 
Insignificant note. When he says that he cannot give much, let it be recollected, that his 
only fixed income was his pension of £800 a year, and that he had four or five eloemo 
synary inmates in his house.—O_ 


CHAPTER V. 
1779. 


Experiments on the Constancy of Friends—Colonel James Stuart—Ohoice of Guardians ~ 
Adventurers to the East Indies—Poor of London—Pope’s “ Essay on Man”—Lord Boling: 
broke—Johnson’s Residences in London—Conjugal Infidelity—Roman Oatholics— -Helps te 
the Study of Greek—Middlesex Election—House of Commons—Right of Expulsion—George 
Whitfield—Philip Astley—Keeping company with Infidels—Irish Union—Vulgar Prosperity 
—“ The Ambassador says well ”—Correspendence. 


I pip not write to Johnson, as usual, upon my return to my family ; 
but tried how he would be affected by my silence. Mr. Dilly sent 
me a copy of a note which he received from him on the 18th of 


July, in these words :— 


LerreR 350. TO MR. DILLY. 


“«Srr,—Since Mr. Boswell’s departure, I have never heard from him. Please 
to send word what you know of him, and whether you have sent my books to 
his lady. Iam, &. Sam. JOHNSON.” 


My readers will not doubt that his solicitude about me was very 
flattering. 


LrrtEer 351. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. Prine 


“Dear Srr,—What can possibly have happened, that keeps us two such 
strangers to each other? I expected to have heard from you when you came 
home; I expected afterwards. I went into the country and returned; and 
yet there is no letter from Mr. Boswell. No ill, I hope, has happened; and if 
ill should happen, why should it be concealed from him who loves you? Is it 
a fit of humour, that has disposed you to try who can hold out longest without 
writing? If it be, you have the victory. But I am afraid of something bad ; 
set me free from my suspicions. 

“My thoughts are at present employed in guessing the reason of your 
mience: you must not expect that I should tell you anything, if I had anything 
to tell. Write, pray write to me, and let me know what is or what has been 
the cause of this long interruption. I am, dear Sir, your most affectionate 


tumble servant, Sam. Jonnson.” 
05 
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Lerrer 382 TO DR. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 
“Edinburgh, Jaly 17, 1779. 
““My pgar Srr,—What may be justly denominated a supine indolence of 
mind has been my state of existence since I last returned to Scotland. Ina 
livelier state I had often suffered severely from long intervals of silence on 
your part; and I had even been chid by you for expressing my uneasiness. 
I was willing to take advantage of my insensibility, and while I could bear the 
experiment, to try whether your affection for me would, after an unusual 
silence on my part, make you write first. This afternoon I have had a very 
high satisfaction by receiving your kind letter of inquiry, for which I most 
@ratefully thank you. I am doubtful if it was right to make the experiment; 
though I have gained by it. I was beginning to grow tender, and to upbraid 
myself, especially after having dreamt two nights ago that I was with you. I, 
and my wife, and my four children, are all well. I would not delay one post 
to answer your letter; but as it is late, I have not time to do more. You 
shall soon hear from me, upon many and various particulars; aed I shall never 
egain put you to any test. I am, with veneration, my dear Sir, your, &c. 
“James BosweEtu.” 


On the 22d of July, I wrote to him again; and gave him an 
account of my last interview with my worthy friend, Mr. Edward 
Dilly, at his brother’s house at Southill in Bedfordshire, where he 
died soon after I parted from him, leaving me a very kind remem- 
brance of his regard. : 

T informed him that Lord Hailes, who had promised to furnish 
him with some anecdotes for his ‘“ Lives of the Poets,” had sent me 
three instances of Prior’s borrowing from Gombauld, in Recueil des 
Poétes, tome 3, Epigram “To John I owed great obligation,” p. 25, 
“To the Duke of Noailles,” p. 32. “Sauntering Jack and idle 
Joan,” p. 35. 

My letter was a pretty long one, and contained a variety of parti- 
culars ; but he, it should seem, had not attended to it ; for his next 
to me was as follows ; 


Lerree 858. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 


“Streatham, Sept. 9, 1779. 
“My pear Sir,—Are you playing the same trick again, and trying who can 
keep silence’ longest? Remember that all tricks are either knavish or child- 
ish; and that it is as foolish to make experiments upon the constancy of a 
friend, as upon the chastity of a wife. $ dy 
“What can be the cause of this second fit of silence, I cannot conjecture; 


Brae. 7. TARY. 07 


but after one trick, I will not be cheated by another, nor will harass my 
thoughts with conjectures about the motives of a man who, probably, acts only 
by caprice. I therefore suppose you are well, and that Mrs. Boswell is weli 
too, and that the fine summer has restored Lord Auchinleck. I am much bet- 
ter than you left me; I think I am better than when I was in Scotland. 

’ “T forgot whether I informed you that poor Thrale has been in great danger. 
Mrs. Thrale likewise has miscarried, and been much indisposed. Everybody 
else is well. Langton isin camp. I intend to put Lord Hailes’s description of 
Dryden’ into another edition, and, as I know his accuracy, wish he would con- 
sider the dates, which I could not always settle to my own mind. 

“Mr. Thrale goes to Brighthelmstone, about Michaelmas, to be jolly and 
ride a-hunting. I shall go to town, or perhaps to Oxford. Exercise and 
gaiety, or rather carelessness, will, I hope, dissipate all remains of his malady ; 
and I likewise hope, by the change of place, to find some opportunities of 


growing yet better myself. Iam, dear Sir, your, &. 
“Sam. JoHNSON.” 


My readers will not be displeased at being told every slight cir- 


cumstance of the manner in which Dr. Johnson contrived to amuse 
his solitary hours. He sometimes employed himself in chemistry, 


sometimes in watering and pruning a vine, sometimes in small 
experiments, at which those who may smile should recollect that 
there are moments which admit of being soothed only by trifles.” 


1 Which I communicated to him from his Lordship, but it has not yet been published. I 
have a copy of it.—B. The few notices concerning Dryden, which Lord Hailes had collected, 
the author afterwards gave me,—M. 

2 In one of his manuscript Diaries, there is the following entry, which marks his curious 
minute attention :—‘ July 26, 1768. I shaved my nail by accident in whetting the knife, 
about an eighth of an inch from the bottom, and about a fourth from the tov. This I mea 
sure that I may know the growth of nails; the whole is about five-eighths of an inch.”” Ano- 
ther of the same kind appears August 7, 1779: ‘‘ Partem brachii dewtri carpo prowimam 
et cutem pectoris circa mamillam dewtram rasi, ut notum fieret quanto temporis pilé 
renovarentur.” And, “ August 15, 1788 :—I cut from the vine 41 leaves, which weighed five 
oz. and a half, and eight scruples: I lay them upon my bookcase, to see what weight they will 
lose by drying.” —B. . Dr. Johnson was always exceeding fond of chemistry ; and we made up a 
sort of laboratory at Streatham one summer, and diverted ourselves with drawing essences and 
colouring liquors. But the danger in which Mr. Thrale found his friend one day, when I 
was driven to London, and he had got the children ap” zervants assembled round him to see 
some experiments performed, put an end to all our entertainment; as Mr. Thrale was per- 
suaded that bis short sight would have occasioned his destruction in a moment, by bringing 
him close to a fierce and violent flame. Indeed, it was a perpetual miracle that he did not 
set himself on fire reading abed, as was his constant custom, when quite unable even to keep 
clear of mischief with our best help ; and accordingly the foretops of all his wigs were burned by 
the candle down to the very network. Future experiments in chemistry, however, were toe 
dangerous, and Mr. Thrale insisted that we should do no more towards finding the philoso 


pher’s stone.—Piozz 
YOL. IV. & 
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On the 20th of September I defended myself against his suspicion 
of me, which I did not deserve ; and added, “ Pray let us write fre- 
quently. A whim strikes me, that we should send off a sheet once 
a week, like a stage-coach, whether it be full or not; nay, though 
it should be empty. The very sight of your handwriting would 
comfort me ; and were a sheet to be thus sent regularly, we should 
much oftener convey something, were it only a few kind words.” 

My friend, Colonel James Stuart,’ second son of the Earl of Bute, 
who had distinguished himself as a good officer of the Bedfordshire 
militia, had taken a public-spirited resolution to serve his country in 
its difficulties, by raising a regular regiment, and taking the com- 
mand of it himself. This, in the heir of the immense property of 
Wortley, was highly honourable. Having been in Scotland recruit- 
ing, he obligingly asked me to accompany him to Leeds, then the 
head-quarters of his corps ; from thence to London for a short time, 
and afterwards to other places to which the regiment might be 
ordered. Such an offer, at a time of the year when I had full 
leisure, was very pleasing ; especially as I was to accompany a man 
of sterling good sense, information, discernment, and conviviality, 
and was to have a second crop, in one year, of London and John- 
son. Of this I informed my illustrious friend in characteristical 
warm terms, in a letter dated the 30th of September, from Leeds. 

On Monday, October 4, I called at his house before he was up. 
He sent for me to his bedside, and expressed his: satisfaction at this 
incidental meeting, with as much vivacity as if he had been in the 
gaiety of youth. He called briskly, “ Frank, go and get coffee, and 
let us breakfast in splendour.” 

During this visit to London I had several interviews with him, 
which it is unnecessary to distinguish particularly. I consulted him as 
to the appointment of guardians to my children in case of my death. 
“Sir,” said he, “do not appoint a number of guardians. When 
there are many, they trust one to another, and the business is 
neglected. I would advise you to choose only one ; let him be a 
man of respectable character, who, for his own credit, will do what 
is right ; let him be a rich man, so that he may be under no temp- 


1 Who assumed successively the names of Wortley and Mackenzie, but was best known as 
M Stuart Wortlsy. He was the father of Lord Wharncliffe, and died in 1814.6 
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tation to take advantage ; and let him be a man of business, who is 
used to conduct affairs with ability and expertness, to whom, there- 
fore, the execution of the trust will not be burthensome..” 


Lerrer 854. TO MRS, THRALE. 4S6GRe 


“Oct. 5, 1779.—When Mr. Boswell waited on Mr. Thrale in Southwark, I 
directed him to watch all appearances with close attention, and bring me his 
Observations. At his return he told me, that without previous intelligence he 
should not have discovered that Mr. Thrale had been lately ill. 


“Oct. 8, 1779.—On Sunday the gout left my ankles, and I went very com- 
modiously to church. On Monday night I felt my feet uneasy. On Tuesday 
I was quite lame; that night I took an opiate, having first taken physic and 
fasted. Towards morning on Wednesday the pain remitted. Bozzy came to 
me, and much talk we had. I fasted another day; and on Wednesday night 
could walk tolerably. On Thursday, finding myself mending, I ventured on my 
dinner, which I think has a little interrupted my convalescence. To-day I have 
again taken physic, and eaten only some stewed apples. I hope to starve it 
away. It is now no worse than it was at Brighthelmstone.” 


On Sunday, October 10, we dined together at Mr. Strahan’s, 
The conversation having turned on the prevailing practice of going 
to the East Indies in quest of wealth ;—Jonnson. “A man had 
better have ten thousand pounds at the end of ten years passed in 
England, than twenty thousand pounds at the end of ten years 
passed in India, because you must compute what you gzve for money ; 
and the man who has lived ten years in India has given up ten years 
of social comfort, and all those advantages which arise from living in 
England. The ingenious Mr. Brown, distinguished by the name of 
Capabihty Brown, told me, that he was once at the seat of Lord 
Clive, who had returned from India with great wealth ; and that he 
showed him at the door of his bed-chamber a large chest, which he 
said he had once had full of gold; upon which Brown observed. ‘1 
am glad you can bear it so near your bed-chamber.’ ” 

We talked of the state of the poor in London. Joxnson. 
“Saunders Welch, the justice, who was once high-constable of Hol- 
born, and had the best opportunities of knowing the state of the 
poor, told me, that I under-rated the number, when I computed thas 
twenty a week, that is, above a thousand a year, died of hunger . 
not absolutely of immediate hunger, but of the wasting and othet 
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diseases which are the consequence of hunger. This happens only 
in so large a place as London, where people are not known. What 
we are told about the great sums got by begging is not true 3; the 
trade is overstocked. And, you may depend upon it, there are 
many who cannot get work. A particular kind of manufacture fails: 
those who have been used to work at it can, for some time, work at 
nothing else. You meet a man begging ; you charge him with 
idleness : he says, “I am willing to labour. Will you give me 
work ?—*T cannot.’—‘ Why, then, you have no right to charge me 
with idleness,’ ” 

We left Mr. Strahan’s at seven, as Johnson had said he intended 
to go to evening prayers. As we walked alone, he complained of a 
little gout in his toe, and said, ‘I sha’n’t go to prayers to-night : I 
shall go to-morrow : whenever I miss church on @ Sunday, I resolve 
to go another day. But I do not always do it.” This was a fair 
exhibition of that vibration between pious resolations and indolence, 
which many of us have too often experienced. 

I went home with him, and we had a long quiet conversation. 

I read a letter from Dr. Hugh Blair concerning Pope (in writing 


whose life he was now employed), which I shall insert as a literary 
curiosity.’ 


Lerrer 865. DR. BLAIR TO MR. BOSWELL. 


“ Broughton Park, Sept. 21, 1779. 
“Drar Sir,—In the year 1768, being at London, I was carried by Dr. John 
Blair, Prebendary of Westminster, to dine at old Lord Bathurst's, where we 
found the late Mr. Mallet, Sir James Porter, who had been ambassador at Con 
stantinople, the late Dr. Macaulay, and two or three more. The conversation 
turning on Mr. Pope, Lord Bathurst told us, that the ‘Essay on Man’ wag 
originally composed by Lord Bolingbroke in prose, and that Mr. Pope did no 


1 The Rev. Dr. Law, Bishop of Carlisle, in the preface to his valuable edition of Archbishop 
King’s ‘‘ Essay on the Origin of Evil,” mentions that the principles maintained in it had been 
adopted by Pope in his “ Essay on Man ;” and adds, ‘* The fact, notwithstanding such denial 
(Bishop Warburton’s), might have been strictly verified by an unexceptionable testimony, viz, 
that of the late Lord Bathurst, who saw the very same system of the ro BsX\rov (taken from 
the Archbishop) in Lord Bolingbroke’s own hand, lying before Mr, Pope, while he was com- 
posing his Essay.” This is respectable evidence: but that of Dr. Blair is more direct from the 
fountain-head, as well as more full. Let me add to it that of Dr, Joseph Warton: “The late 
Lord Bathurst repeatedly assured me that he had read the whole scheme of the ‘Essay on 
Man,’ in the handwriting of Bolingbroke, and drawn up in aseries of Propositions, which Pope 
was to versify and illustrate.”—Hesay on the Genius and Writings of Pope, vol. ii. Pp. 62, 


— 
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more than put it into verse; that he had read Lord Bolingvroke 8 manuscript 
in his own handwriting; and remembered well, that he was at a loss whether 
most to admire the elegance of Lord Bolingbroke’s prose, or the beauty of Mr. 
Pope’s verse. When Lord Bathurst told this, Mr. Mallet bade me attend, and 
remember this remarkable piece of information; as, by the course of nature, I 
might survive his lordship, and be a witness of his having said so. The con- 
versation was indeed too remarkable to be forgotten. A few days after, meet- 
ing with you, who were then also at London, you will remember that I men 
tioned to you what had passed on this subject, as I was much struck with this 
anecdote. But what ascertains my recollection of it, beyond doubt, is, that 
being accustomed to keep a journal of what passed when I was at London, 
which I wrote out every evening, I find the particulars of the above informa. 
tion, just as I have now given them, distinctly marked ; and am thence enabled 
to fix this conversation to have passed on Friday, the 22d of April, 1763. 

“T remember also distinetly (though I have not for this the authority of my 
journal), that the conversation going on concerning Mr. Pope, I took notice 
of a report which had been sometimes propagated that he did not understand 
Greek. Lord Bathurst said to me that he knew that to be false; for that part 
of the Iliad was translated by Mr. Pope in his house in the country; and that 
in the morning when they assembled at breakfast, Mr. Pope used frequently 
to repeat, with great rapture, the Greek lines which he had been translating, 
and then to give them his version of them, and to compare them together. 

“Tf these circumstances can be of any use to Dr. Johnson, you have my 
full liberty to give them to him. I beg you will, at the same time, present to 
hsm my most respectful compliments, with best wishes for his success and fame 
in all his literery undertakings. I am, with great respect, my dearest Sir, 


your most affectionate and obliged humble servant, 
“ Huen Bair.” 


Jounson. “Depend upon it, Sir, this is too strongly stated. Pope 
may have had from Bolingbroke the philosophic stamina of his Essay; 
and admitting this to be true, Lord Bathurst did not intentionally 
falsify. But the thing is not true in the latitude that Blair seems 
to imagine ; we are sure that the poetical imagery, which makes a 
great part of the poem, was Pope’s own. It is amazing, Sir, what 
deviations there are from precise truth, in the account which is given 
of almost everything. I told Mrs. Thrale, ‘You have so little 
anxiety about truth, that you never tax your memory with the ex: 
act thing.’ Now what is the use of the memory to truth, if one is 
careless of exactness? Lord Hailes’s ‘ Annals of Scotland’ are very 
exact ; but they contain mere dry particulars. They are to be con- 

Brog. —Vol 26—5 
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sidered as a Dictionary. You know such things are there; and 
may be looked at when you please. Robertson paints; but the 
misfortune is, you are sure he does not know the people whom ie 
paints ; so you cannot suppose a likeness. Characters should never 
be given by an historian, unless he knew the pecple whom he des- 
cribes, or copies from those who knew them.” 

Boswetu. ‘“ Why, Sir, do people play this trick which I observe 
now, when I look at your grate, putting the shovel against it to 
make the fire burn?” Jounson. ‘“ They play the trick, but it does 
not make the fire burn.’ There is a better (setting the poker per- 
pendicularly up at right angles with the grate). In days of super- 
stition they thought, as it made a cross with the bars, it would 
drive away the witch.” 

Boswet. “ By associating with you, Sir, I am always getting an 
accession of wisdom. But perhaps a man, after knowing his own 
character—the limited strength of his own mind—should not be de- 
sirous of having too much wisdom, considering, guid valeant humeri, 
how little he can carry.” Jonnson. “Sir, be as wise as you can; 
let a man be altis letus, sapiens sili : 


‘Though pleased to see the dolphin’s play, 
I mind my compass and my way.’ ® 


You may be wise in your study in the morning, and gay in company 
at a tavern in the evening. Every man is to take care of his own 
wisdom and his own virtue, without minding too much what others 
think.” 

He said, ‘‘ Dodsley first mentioned to me the scheme of an Eng- 
lish Dictionary ; but I had long thought of it.” Boswent. “ You 
did not know what you were undertaking.” Jonnson. “ Yes, Sir, 1 
knew very well what I was undertaking, and very well how to do it, » 
and have done it very well.” Boswett. “An excellent climax | 
and it Aas availed you. In your preface you say, ‘What would it 
avail me in this gloom of solitude ?” You have been agreeably mis- 
taken.” 


1 It certainly does make the fire burn: by repelling the air, it throws a blast on the me 
and so performs the part in some degree of a blower or bellows.—KEARNRY, 
3“ The Spleen,” a poem by Matthew Green. 


eee. Te: CONJUGAL INFIDELITY. \ 
i 
In his life of Milton, he observes, “I cannot but remark a ead 
respect, perhaps unconsciously paid to this great man by bh 
biographers : every house in which he resided is historically mer 
tioned, as if it were an injury to neglect naming any place that he 
honoured by his presence.” I had, before I read this observation, 
been desirous of showing that respect to Johnson, by various in- 
quiries. Finding him this evening in a very good humour, I pre- 
vailed on him to give me an exact list of his places of residence, 
since he entered the metropolis as an author, which I subjoin ina 
note.! -- lai 
I mentioned to him a dispute between a friend of mine and his 
lady, concerning conjugal infidelity, which my friend had maintained 
was by no means so bad in the husband as in the wife. Jonnson. 
“Your friend was in the right, Sir. Between a man and his Maker 
it is a different question: but between a man and his wife, a hus- 
band’s infidelity is nothing. They are connected by children, by for- 
tune, by serious considerations of community. Wise married women 
don’t trouble themselves about infidelity in their husbands.” Bos- 
WELL. “ To be sure there is a great difference between the offence 
of infidelity in a man and that of his wife.” Jounson. “The differ- 
ence is boundless. The man imposes no bastards upon his wife.” 
Here it may be questioned, whether Johnson was entirely in the 
right. I suppose it will not be controverted, that the difference in 
the degree of criminality is very great, on account of consequences : 


1 4. Exeter Street, off Catharine Street, Strand (1737). 
2. Greenwich (1737). 
8. Woodstock Street, near Hanover Square (1787). 
4. Oastle Street, Cavendish Square, No. 6 (2788) 
5. Boswell Court. 
6, Strand. 
%. Strand again. 
8. Bow Street. 
9. Holtoin. 
10. Fetter Lane. 
11. Holborn again (at the Golden Anchor, Holborn Bars, 1763), 
12. Gough Square (1748). 
18, Staple Inn (1758), 
14, Gray’s Inn. 
15. Inner Temple Lane, No.1 (1760). 
16. Johnson Court, Fleet Street; No. 7 (1765). 
17. Bolt Court, Fleet Street, No. 8 (1776). 
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Sut still it may be maintained, that, independent of moray obliga 
‘jon, infidelity is by no means a light offence in a husband ; because 
it must hurt a delicate attachment, in which a mutual constancy is 
implied, with such refined sentiments as Massinger has exhibited in 
his play of “The Picture.” Johnson probably at another time 
would have admitted this opinion. And let it be kept in remem- 
brance, that he was very careful not to give any encouragement to 
rregular conduct. A gentleman, not adverting to the distinction 
made by him upon this subject, supposed a case of singular perverse- 
“ness in a wife, and heedlessly said, “That then he thought a hus- 
band might do as he pleased with a safe conscience.” JOHNSON. 
“Nay, Sir, this is wild indeed (smiling) ; you must consider that 
fornication is a crime in a single man, and you cannot have more 
liberty by being married.” 

He this evening expressed himself strongly against the Roman 
Catholics, observing, “In everything in which they differ from us, 
they are wrong.” He was even against the invocation of saints ; in 
short, he was in the humour of opposition. 

Having regretted to him that I had learnt little Greek, as is too 
generally the case in Scotland ; that I had for a long time hardly 
applied at all to the study of that noble language, and that I was 
desirous of being told by him what method to follow ; he recom- 
mended as easy helps, Sylvanus’s “ First Book of the Iliad ;” Daw- 
son’s “‘ Lexicon to the Greek New Testament” and “ Hesiod,” with 
“Pasoris Lexicon” at the end of it. 


Lerrer 856. TO MRS. THRALE. 

=F “ London, Oct. 11, 1779. 

0 not see why you should trouble yourself with physicians while Mr. 
Thrale grows better. Company and bustle will, I hope, complete his cure 
Let him gallop over the Downs in the morning, call his friends about him to 
dinner and frisk in the rooms at night, and outrun time wd outface misfor- 
tune. Notwithstanding all authorities against bleeding, Mr. Thrale bled him- 
self well ten days ago. 

“You will lead a jolly life, and perhaps think little of me; but I have been 
invited twice to Mrs. Vesey’s conversation, but have not gone. The gout that 
was in my ankles, when Queeny criticised my gait, passed into my toe, but I 
have hunted it, and starved it, and it makes no figure. It has drawn some at- 
tention, for Lord and Lady Lucan sent to inquire after me. This is all the 
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news that I have to tell you. Yesterday I dined with Mr. Strahan, and Bow 
well was there. We shall be both to-morrow at Mr. Ramsay’s.” 


On Tuesday, October 12, I dined with him at Mr. Ramsay’s, with 
Lord Newhaven,’ and some other company, none of whom I recol- 
lect. but a beautiful Miss Graham,” a relation [niece] of his Lord- 
ship’s, who asked Dr. Johnson to hob or nob with her. He was 
flattered by such pleasing attention, and politely told her, he never 
drank wine ; but if she would drink a glass of water, he was much 
at her service. She accepted. ‘Oho, Sir !” said Lord Newhaven, 
“you are caught.” Jonnson. “ Nay, Ido not see how I am caught ; 
but if I am caught, I don’t want to get free again. If I am caught, 
I hope to be kept.” Then when the two glasses of water were 
brought, smiling placidly to the young lady, he said, ‘“ Madam, let 
us reciprocate.” 

Lord Newhaven and Johnson carried on an argument for some- 
time concerning the Middlesex election. Johnson said, “ Parliament 
may be considered as bound by law, as a man is bound where there 
is nobody to tie the knot. As itis clear that the House of Com- 
mons may expel, and expel again and again, why not allow of the 
power to incapacitate for that parliament, rather than have a per- 
petual contest kept up between parliament and the people.” Lord 
Newhaven took the opposite side ; but respectfully said, ‘I speak 
with great deference to you, Dr. Johnson ; I speak to be instructed.” 
This had its full effect on my friend. He bowed his head almost as 
low as the table to a complimenting nobleman, and called out, “ My 
lord, my lord, I do not desire all this ceremony ; let us tell our 
minds to one another quietly.” After the debate was over, he said, 
“T have got lights on the subject to-day, which I had not before.” 
This was a great deal from him, especially as he had written a 
pamphlet upon it. 

He observed “The House of Commons was originally not a 
privilege of the people, but a check, for the crown, on the House of 


1 William Mayne, Esq. was created a Baronet in 1768; a privy counsellor in Ireland in 1766; 
and in 1776 advanced to the Irish peerage by the title of Baron Newhaven. He took a busy 
part in the intrigues, jabs, and squabbles which constituted the ‘rish politics of his day.—O, 

2.Now the lady of Sir Henry Dashwood, Bart—" .0 whom she was married im 


July, 1780.—O. 
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Lords. I remember, Henry VIII. wanted them to do something ; 
they hesitated in the morning, but did it in the afternoon. He told 
them, ‘ It is well you did ; or half your heads should have been upon 
Temple Bar.’ But the House of Commons is now no longer under 
the power of the crown, and therefore must be bribed.” He added, 
“T have no delight in talking of public affairs.” 

Of his fellow collegian,’ the celebrated Mr. George Whitefield, 
he said, ‘‘ Whitefield never drew as much attention as a mountebank 
does : he did not draw attention by doing better than others, but 
by doing what was strange. Were Astley* to preach a sermon 
standing upon his head on a horse’s back, he would collect a multi- 
tude to hear him; but no wise man would say he had made a 
better sermon for that. I never treated Whitefield’s ministry with 
contempt ; I believe he did good. He had devoted himself to the 
lower classes of mankind, and among them he was of use. But 
when familiarity and noise claim the praise due to knowledge, art, 
aud elegance, we must beat down such pretensions.” 

What I have preserved of his conversation during the remainder 
of my stay in London at this time is only what follows :—I told him 
that when I objected to keeping company with a notorious infidel, a 
celebrated friend of ours said to me, “I do not think that men who 
live laxly in the world, as you and I do, can with propriety assume 
such an authority ; Dr. Johnson may, who is uniformly exemplary 
in his conduct. But it is not very consistent to shun an infidel to- 
day, and get drunk to-morrow.” Jounson. “ Nay, Sir, this is sad 
reasoning. Because a man cannot be right in all things, is he to be 
right in nothing? Because a man sometimes gets drunk, is he there- 
fore to steal? * This doctrine would very soon bring a man to the 
gallows.” 


‘ George Whitfield, or Whitefield, did not enter at Pembroke College before November, 
1789, more than twelve months after Johnson’s name was off the books, and nearly three 
years after he had ceased to be resident at Oxford; so that, strictly speaking, they were not 
fellow collegians, though they were both of the same college.—HALL. 

* Philip Astley, a celebrated horse-rider, who first exhibited equestrian pantomimes, in 
which his son (who survived his father but a short time) rode with great grace and agility. 
Astley had at once theatres in Paris, London, and Dublin, and migrated with his actors, 
biped and quadruped, from one to the other.—O©. The remains of both father and son are 
deposited in the cemetery of Pére la Chaise. 

* Surely this is not a fair statement of the question, The celebrated friend (Mr. Burke ts 
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After all, however, it is a difficult question how fer sincere Christ 
ians should associate with the avowed enemies of religion ; for, in 
the first place, almost every man’s mind may be more or less “ cor- 
rupted by evil communications ;” secondly, the world may very 
naturally suppose that they are not really in earnest in religion, who 
can easily bear its opponents ; and thirdly, if the profane find them- 
selves quite well received by the pious, one of the checks upon an 
open declaration of their infidelity, and one of the probable chances 
of obliging them seriously to reflect, which their being shunned 
would do, is removed. 

He, I know not why, showed upon all occasions an aversion to go 
to Ireland, where I proposed to him that we should make a tour. 
Jounson. “ It is the last place that I should wish to travel.” Bos- 
WELL. “ Should you not like to see Dublin, Sir?” Jounson. “ No, 
Sir; Dublin is only a worse capital.” Boswet. “Is not the 
Giant’s Causeway worth seeing?” Jounson. ‘‘ Worth seeing? 
yes ; but not worth going to see.” 

Yet he had a kindness for the Irish nation ; and thus generously 
expressed himself to a gentleman from that country, on the subject 
of an union which artful politicians have often had in view: ‘Do 
not make an union with us, Sir. We should unite with you only to 
rob you. We should have robbed the Scotch, if they had anything 
of which we could have robbed them.” 

Of an acquaintance of ours, whose manners and everything about 
him, though expensive, were coarse, he said, “ Sir, you see in him 
valgar prosperity.” 

A foreign minister of no very high talents, who had been in his 
company for a considerable time quite overlooked, happened luckily 
to mention that he had read some of his “ Rambler” in Italian, 
and admired it much. This pleased him greatly ; he observed that 


the person usually so designated in these volumes) only modestly said, that none but a per- 
son wniformly exemplary, and above all possibility of reproach for arrogance or incom 
sistency, could venture to assume such an authority over society as to attempt to exclude a 
person for theoretical opinions. Johnson himself never did so: the strongest expression of 
his feeling on this point that I remember, was his refusing to be introduced to (Hannah 
More says to shake hands with) the Abbé Raynal; and we know that when Boswell consulted 
him about refusing to do law business of a Sunday, Johnson advised him to comply with the 
practice of the world, till he should become so considerable as to be authorised to set an 


example.—O, 1885. 
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the title had been translated [2 Genio errante, though I have been 
told it was rendered more ludicrously 17 Vagabondo; and finding 
that this minister gave such a proof of his taste, he was all atten- 
tion to him, and on the first remark which he made, however sim- 
ple, exclaimed, “The ambassador says well; his Excellency ob- 
serves ;” and then he expanded and enriched the little that 
had been said in so strong a manner, that it appeared something of 
consequence. This was exceedingly entertaining to the company 
who were present, and many a time afterwards it furnished a plea- 
sant topic of merriment. ‘‘ The ambassador says well” became a 


laughable term of applause when no mighty matter had been ex- 
pressed. 


Lerrer 857. TO MRS. THRALE, 
* Oct. 16, 1779. 

“My foot gives me very little trouble ; but it is not yet well. I have dined, 
ince you saw me, not so often as once in two days. But I am told how well 
I look; and I really think I get more mobility. I dined on Tuesday with 
Ramsay, and on Thursday with Paoli, who talked of coming to see you, till I 
told him of your migration. 

“Mrs, Williams is not yet returned; but discord and discontent reign in 
my humble habitation as in the palaces of monarchs. Mr. Levet and Mrs. 
Desmoulins have vowed eternal hate. Levet is the more insidious, and wants 
me to turn her out. Poor Williams writes word that she is no better, and has 
left off her physic. Mr. Levet has seen Dr. Lewis, who declares himself hope- 
less of doing her any good. Lawrence desponded some time ago. I thought 
I had a little fever some time, but it seems to be starved away. Bozzy says he 
never saw me so well.” 


Lerrer 858. TO MISS REYNOLDS. 
“Oct. 19, 1779. 
‘Dearest Mapam,—You are extremely kind in taking so much trouble. 


My foot is almost well; and one of my first visits will certainly be to Dover 
Street." You will do me a great favour if you will buy for me the prints of 
Mr. Burke, Mr. Dyer, and Dr. Goldsmith, as you know good impressions. If 
any of your own pictures are engraved, buy them for me. Iam fitting upa 
little room with prints. I am, dear Madam, your most humble servant, 


“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


I left London on Monday, October 18, and accompanied Colonel) 
Stuart to Chester, where his regiment was to lie for some time 


. 1 Where Miss Reynolds lived.—O, 
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Lerrer 859, FROM MR. BOSWELL. 
Chester, Oct. 20, 1779. 


*My pear Sir,—It was not till one o’clock on Monday morning that Colo. 
nel Stuart and I left London; for we chose to bid a cordial adieu to Lord 
Mountstuart, who was to set out on that day on his embassy to Turin. We 
drove on excellently and reached Lichfield in good time enough that night. 
The colonel had heard so preferable a character of the George, that he 
would not put up at the Three Crowns, so that I did not see our host, 
Wilkins. We found at the George as good accommodation as we could wish 
to have, and I fully enjoyed the comfortable thought that I was in Liehfiel 
again. Next morning it rained very hard; and as I had much to do in 
little time, I ordered a post-chaise, and between eight and nine sallied forth 
to make a round of visits. I first went to Mr. Green, hoping to have had him 
to accompany me to all my other friends; but he was engaged to attend the 
Bishop of Sodor and Man, who was then lying at Lichfield very ill of the 
gout. Having taken a hasty glance at the additions to Green’s museum, from 
which it was not easy to break away, I next went to the Friary, where I 
at first occasioned some tumult in the ladies, who were not prepared to 
zeceive company so early; but my name, which has by wonderful felicity 
come to be closely associated with yours, soon made all easy; and Mrs. Cobb 
and Miss Adey re-assumed their seats at the breakfast-table, which they had 
quitted with some precipitation. They received me with the kindness of an 
old acquaintance: and, after we had joined in a cordial chorus to your praise, 
firs. Cobb gave me the high satisfaction of hearing that you said, ‘ Boswell is 
a man who I believe never left a house without leaving a wish for his return.’ 
And she afterwards added, that she bid you tell me, that if ever I came to 
Lichfield, she hoped I would take a bed at the Friary. From thence I drove 
to Peter Garrick’s,? where I also found a very flattering welcome. He ap- 
peared to me to enjoy his usual cheerfulness; and he very kindly asked me 
to come when I could, and pass a week with him. From Mr. Garrick’s I went 
to the Palace to wait on Mr. Seward. I was first entertained by his lady and 
daughter, he himself being in bed with a cold, according to his valetudinary 
custom. But he desired to see me; and I found him dressed in his black 
gown, with a white flannel night-gown above it; so that he looked like a 
Deminican friar, Ee was good-humoured and polite; and under his roof toc 
my reception was very pleasing, I then proceeded to Stowhill, and first paid 
my respects to Mrs. Gastrell, whose conversation Iwas not willing to quit. 
But my sand-glass was now beginning to run low, as I could not trespass toe 


1 Mrs. Cobb was the daughter of Mr. Hammond, an apothecary, and the widow of a mer 
cer, who had retired from business, and resided at the Friary. Miss Adey was her niece, daugh. 
ter of the town-clerk of Lichfield: she married William Sneyd, Esq. of Belmont House, neaz 
Qheadle, and died 1829, xt. 87.—Harwoop, 

3 Peter Garrick died at Lichfield, December 12, 1795, at the age of eighty-six. 
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cong on the colonel’s kindness, who obligingly waited for me; so I hastened 
te Mrs. Aston’s, whom I found much better than I feared I should; and there 
I met a brother-in-law of these ladies, who talked much of you, and verv 
well too, as it appeared to me. It then only remained to visit Mrs. Lucy 
Porter, which I did, I really believe, with sincere satisfaction on both 
sides. I am sure I was glad to see her again: and asI take her to be very 
honest, I trust she was glad to see me agaih, for she expressed herself so that 
I could not doubt of her being in earnest. What a great keystone of kind 
ness, my dear Sir, were you that morning; for we were all held together by our 
common attachment to you! I cannot say that I ever passed two hours with 
more self-complacency than I did those two at Lichfield. Let me not entertain 
any suspicion that this is idle vanity. Will you not confirm me in my persuae 
sion, that he who finds himself so regarded has just reason to be happy ? 

““We got to Chester about midnight on Tuesday ; and here again J amina 
state of much enjoyment. Colonel Stuart and his officers treat me with all 
the civility I could wish; and I play my part admirably. Letus aliis, sapiens 
sbi, the classical sentence which you, I imagine, invented the other day, is 
exemplified in my present existence. The Bishop,? to whom I had the 
honour to be known several years ago, shows me much attention: and I am 
edified by his conversation. I must not omit to tell you, that his lordship 
admires, very highly, your prefaces to the Poets. I am daily obtaining an 
extension of agreeable acquaintance, so that I am kept in animated vari- 
ety; and the study of the place itself, by the assistance of books and of the 
Bishop, is sufficient occupation. Chester pleases my fancy more than any 
town I ever saw. But I will not enter upon it at all in this letter. 

“ How long I shall stay here I cannot yet say. I told a very pleasing 
young lady," niece to one of the prebendaries at whose house I saw her, ‘I 
have come to Chester, Madam, I cannot tell how ; and far less can I tell how 
Tam to get away from it.’ Do not think me too juvenile. I beg it of you, 
my dear Sir, to favour me with a letter while I am here, and add to the hap- 
piness of a happy friend, who is ever, with affectionate veneration, most sin- 
cerely yours, “James BosweE.. 


“If you do not write directly, so as to catch me here, I shall be disap- 
cinted. Two lines from you will keep my lamp burning bright,” 


Lutrer 860. TO MRS. ASTON. 
“Bolt Court, Oct. 25, 1779, 
“Dearest Mapam,—Mrs. Gastrell is so kind as to write to me, and yet I al 
ways write to you; but I consider what is written to either as written to both, 
Public affairs do not seem to promise much amendment, and the nation is now 


} Doctor Porteus, afterwards Bishop of London ; in which see he died, May 14, 1608, in hie 
peventy-eighth year.—O, ; 
2 Miss Letitia Barnston, 


. 
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full of distress, What will be the event of things none can tell. We may 
still hope for better times. 

“My health, which I began to recover when I was in the country, con 
tinues still in a good state; it costs me, indeed, some physic and something 
of abstinence, but it pays the cost. I wish, dear Madam, I could hear a little 
of your improvements. 

“Here is no news. The talk of the invasion seems to be over. But a very 
turbulent session of parliament is expected; though turbulence is not likely 
to do any good. Those are happiest who are out of the noise and tumult 
There will be no great violence of faction at Stowhill; and that it may be fre 
from that and all other inconvenience and disturbance is the sincere wish cf 


all your friends. Iam, dear Madam, your, &. 
“ Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Lerrer 361, TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“ London, Oct. 27, 1779. 

“Dear Srr,—Why should you importune me so earnestly to write? Of 
what importance can it be to hear of distant friends, to a man who finds him- 
self welcome wherever he goes, and makes new friends faster than he can 
want them? If to the delight of such universal kindness of reception any- 
thing can be added by knowing that you retain my good-will, you may indulge 
yourself in the full enjoyment of that small addition. 

“T am glad that you made the round of Lichfield with so much success. The 
oftener you are seen, the more you will be liked. It was pleasing to me to 
read that Mrs. Aston was so well, and that Lucy Porter was so glad to see 
you. 

“In the place where you now are, there is much to be observed; and you 
will easily procure yourself skilful directors. But what will you do to keep 
away the black dog that worries you at home? If you would, in compliance 
with your father’s advice, inquire into the old tenures and old charters of 
Scotland, you would certainly open to yourself many striking scenes of the 
manners of the middle ages. The feudal system, in a country half-barbarous, 
is naturally productive of some anomalies in civil life. The knowledge of 
past times is naturally growing less in all cases not of public record; and th 
past time of Scotland is so unlike the present, that it is already difficult for 
Scotchman to imagine the economy of his grandfather. Do not be tardy no 
negligent; but gather up eagerly what can yet be found.’ 

“We have, I think, once talked of another project, a history of the late 
insurrection in Scotland, with all its incidents. Many falsehoods are passing 


1 J have a valuable colleccion made by my father, which, with some additions and fllustra- 
tions of my own, I intend to publish. I have some hereditary claim to be an antiquary ; not 
only from my father, but as being descended, by the mother’s side, from the able and learned 
Sir John Skene, whose merit bids defiance to all the attempts which have been made te 
essen his fame. 
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into uncontradicted history. Voltaire, who loved @ striking story, bas told 
what he could not find to be true. 

‘You may make collections for either of these projects, or for both, as 
Opportunities occur, and digest your materials at leisure. The great direction 
which Burton has left to men disordered like you is this, Be not solitary, be 
not idle ; which I would thus modify :—If you are idle, be not solitary; if 
you are solitary, be not idle. 


“There is a letter for you from your humble servant, “Sau. J - 
. JOHNSON. 


TTER 362, TO MRS. ASTON. 
“ Bolt Court, Nev. &, 177%. 


Dearxst Mapam,—Having had the pleasure of hearing from Mr. Boswell 
that he found you hetter than he expected, I will not forbear to tell how much 
I was delighted with the news. May your health increase and increase till you 
are as well as you can wish yourself, or I can wish you! 3 

‘‘ My friends tell me that my health improves too. It is certain that I use 
both physic and abstinence ; and my endeavours have been blessed with more 
success than at my age I could reasonably hope. I please myself with the 
thoughts of visiting you next year in so robust a state, that I shall not be 
afraid of the hill between Mrs. Gastrell’s house and yours, nor think it neces- - 
sary to rest myself between Stowhill and Lucy Porter's. 

“Of public affairs I can give you no very comfortable account. The inva. 
sion has vanished for the present, as I expected. I never believed that any 
invasion was intended 

“But whatever we have escaped, we have done nothing, nor are likely to do 
better another year. We, however, whe ave no part of the nation’s welfare 
intrusted to our management, have nothing to do but to serve God, and leave 
the world submissively in his hands. 

“All trade is dead, and pleasure is scarce alive. Nothing almost is pur 
chased but such things as the buyer cannot do without; so that a general 
sluggishness and general discontent are spread over the town. All the trades 
of luxury and elegance are nearly at a stand. What the parliament, when it 
meets, will do, and indeed what it ought to do, is very difficult to say. 

“Pray set Mrs. Gastrell, who is a dear good lady, to write to me from time 
to time; for I have great delight in hearing from you, especially when I hear 
any good news of your health. I am, dear Madam, you most humble servant, 

“Sam. JOHNSON,” 
Lerrer 863. FROM MR. BOSWELL. 
“ Carlisle, Nov. 7, 1779, 

“My pear S1r,—That I should importune you to write to me at Chester ig 
not wonderful, when you consider what an avidity I have for delight ; and that 
the amor of pleasure, like the amor nummi, increases in proportion with the 
quantity which we possess of it. Your letter so full of polite kindness and mas. 
terly counsel, came like a large treasure upon me, while already glittering witi 
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riches. I was quite enchanted at Chester, so that I could with difficulty quit 
*t. But the enchantment was the reverse of that of Circé; for so far was 
there from being anything sensual in it, that I was ali mind. I do not mean 
all reason only ; for my fancy was kept finely in play. And why not? If you 
please I will send you a copy or an abridgment of my Chester journal, whica 
is truly a log-book of felicity. 

““The Bishop treated me with a kindness which was very flattering. I told 
him that you regretted you had seen so little of Chester. His Lordship bade 
me tell you, that he should be glad to show you more of it. I am proud to 
find the friendship with which you honour me is known in so many places. 

“T arrived here late last night. Our friend the Dean! has been gone from 
hence some months; but I am told at my inn, that he is very populous (popu- 
lar). However, I found Mr. Law, the Archdeacon, son to the Bishop,? and 
with him I have breakfasted and dined very agreeably. I got acquainted with 
him at the assizes here, about a year anda half ago. He isa man of great 
variety of knowledge, uncommon genius, and, I believe sincere religion. I 
teceived the holy sacrament in the cathedral in the morning, this being the 
first Sunday in the month; and was at prayers there in the evening. It i¢ 
divinely cheering to me to think that there is a cathedral so near Auchinleck ; 
end I now leave Old England in such a state of mind as I am thankful to God 
for granting me. 

“The black dog that worries me at home I cannot but dread; yet as I have 
been for some time past in a military train, I trust I shall repulse him. To 
hear from you will animate me like the sound of a trumpet; I therefore hope, 
that soon after my return to the northern field, I shall receive a few lines from 

ou. 

: “Colonel Stuart did me the honour to escort me in his carriage to show me 
Liverpool, and from thence back again to Warrington, where we parted.* In 
justice to my valuable wife, I must inform you she wrote to me, that as I waa 
go happy, she would not be so selfish as to wish me to return sooner than 
business absolutely required my presence. She made my clerk write to mea 
post or two after to the same purpose, by commission from her; and this day 
a kind letter from her met me at the post-office here, acquainting me that she 
and the little ones were well, and expressing all their wishes for my return 
beme. I am, more and more, my dear Sir, your affectionate and obliged 
humble servant, Jamrs RoswE tu.” 


4 Dr. Percy.—O. ry 

2 Dr, Edmond Law, master of St. Peter’s Cottege, Cambridge, Bishop of Carlisle, in which 
pee he died in 1787.—O. 

3 His regiment was afterwards ordered to Jamaica, where he accompanied it, and almost 
fest his life by the climate. This impartial order I should think a sufficient refutation of the 
idle rumour ‘bat “there was still something behind the throne greater tban the throne 
aselt,” 
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LerrEr 864, TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“ London, Noy. 18, 1779. 

“ Dear Sir,—Your last letter was not only kind, but fond. But I wish you 
to get rid of all intellectual excesses, and neither to exalt your pleasures, nor 
aggravate your vexations, beyond their real and natural state. Why should 
you not be as happy at Edinburgh as at Chester? Jn culpa est animus, gui se 
non effugit usquam. Please yourself with your wife and children, and stvdies, 
and practice 

“I have sent a petition? from Lucy Porter, with which I leave it to your 
discretion whether it is proper to comply. Return me her letter, which I have 
sent, that you may know the whole case, and not be seduced to anything that 
you may afterwards repent. Miss Doxy perhaps you know to be Mr. Garrick’s 
niece. ; 

“Tf Dean Percy can be popular at Carlisle, he may be very happy. He has 
in his disposal two livings, each equal or almost equal in value to the deanery; 
he may take one himself, ard give the other to his son. 

“How near is the cathedral to Auchinleck, that you are so much delighted 
with it? It is, I suppose, at least an hundred and fifty miles off. However, if 
you are pleased, it is so far well. Let me know what reception you have from 
your father, and the state of his health. Please him as much as you can, and 
add no nain to his last years. 

“Of our friends here I can recolleet nothing to tell you. I have neither 
seen nor heard of Langton. Beauclerk is just returned from Brighthelmstone, 
I am tojd, much better. Mr. Thrale and his family are still there; and his 
health is said to be visibly improved. He has not bathed, but hunted. At 
Bolt Court there is much malignity, but of late little open hostility. I have 
had a cold, but it is gone. Make my compliments to Mrs. Boswell, &. I am, 


&eo. Sam. Jounson,” 


On November 22 and December 21, I wrote to him from Edin- 
burgh, giving a very favourable report of the family of Miss Doxy’s 
lover ;—that after a good deal of inquiry I had discovered the sister 
of Mr. Francis Stewart, one of his amanuenses when writing his 
Dictionary ;—that I had, as desired by him, paid her a guinea for 
an old pocket-book of her brother’s, which he had retained ;—and 
that the good woman, who was in very moderate circumstances, but 
contented and placid, wondered at-his scrupulous and liberal honesty, 
and received the guinea as if sent her by Providence ;—that I had 
repeatedly begged of him to keep his promise to send me his letter 


1 Requesting me to inquire con 


cerning the family of a gentleman who was then paying 
his addresses to Miss Doxy, 
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to Lord Chesterfield ; and that this memento, like Delenda est Car- 


thago, must be in Stary letter that I should write to him, till I had 
obtained my object. 


Lerrer 3665. TO MRS. THRALE. ' 
“London, Oct. 25, 1779. 

“On Saturday I walked to Dover Street and back. Yesterday I dined with 
Sir Joshua. There was Mr. Eliot} of Cornwall, who inquired after my master. 
At night I was bespoken by Lady Lucan; but she was taken ill, and the 
assembly was put off. I am to dine with any to-morrow. Some old gentle- 
women at the next door are in very great distress. Their little annuity comes 
from Jamaica, and is therefore uncertain, and one of them has had a fall, and 
both are very helpless; and the poor have you to help them. Persuade my 
master to let me give them something for him. It will be bestowed upon real 
want.” 


4 First Lord Eliot, See post, ewb 80 March, 1781,—0. 


CHAPTER VI. 
1780. 


Lives of the Poets ” completed—Dr. Lawrence—Loss of a Wife—Death of Topham Beauclerk 
—Letter-writing—Mr. Melmoth—Fitzosborne’s Letters—Somerset-House Exhibition—Riote 
in London—Lord George Gordon—Mr. Akerman—Correspondence—Dr. Beattie—Davies’s 
“Life of Garrick ””—Advice toa Young Clergyman—Composition of Sermons—Borough 
Election—Lady Southwell—Mr. Alexander Macbean—Lord Thurlow—Langton’s Collec: 
tanea—Dr. Franklin’s ‘“‘ Demonax.” 


Iv 1780, the world was kept in impatience for the completion of his 
“Lives of the Poets,” upon which he was employed so far as his in- 
dolence allowed him to labour. 

I wrote to him on January 1 and March 18, sending him my 
notes of Lord Marchmont’s information concerning Pope ;—complain- 
ing that I had not heard from him for almost four months, though 
he was two letters in my debt ; that I had suffered again from 
melancholy ;—hoping that he had been in so much better company 
(the Poets’), that he had not time to think of his distant friends ; 
for if that were the case, ‘I should have some recompence for my 
uneasiness ;—that the state of my affairs did not admit of my com- 
ing to London this year; and begging he would return me Gold- 
smith’s two poems, with his lines marked. 

His friend Dr. Lawrence having now suffered the greatest afflic- 
tion to which a man is liable, and which Johnson himself had felt 
in the most severe manner, Johnson wrote to him in an admirable 
strain of sympathy and pious consolation. 


Lerrer 366. TO DR. LAWRENCE. 
“ Jan, 20, 1780, 

“Dear Srr,—At a time when all your friends ought to show their kindness, 

and with a character which ought to make all that know you your friends, you 

may wonder that you have yet heard nothing from me. I have been hindered 

by a vexatious and incessant cough, for which within these ten days I have 

u6 
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been bled once, fasted four or five times, taken physic five times, and opiates, 
I thr, six. This day it seems to remit. 

“The loss, dear Sir, which you have lately suffered, I felt many years ago, 
and know therefore how much has been taken from you, and how little help 
can be had from consolation. He that outlives a wife whom he has long loved, 
sees himself disjoined from the only mind that has the same hopes, and fears, 
and interest ; from the only companion with whom he has shared much good 
or evil; and with whom he could set his mind at liberty, to retrace the past 
or anticipate the future. The continuity of being is lacerated; the settled 
coxrse of sentiment and action is stopped; and life stands suspended and 
motionless, till it is driven by external causes into a new channel. But the 
time of suspense is dreadful. 

“Our first recourse in this distressed solitude is, perhaps for want of habitual 
piety, to a gloomy acquiescence in necessity. Of two mortal beings, one must 
lose the other. But surely there is a higher and better comfort to be drawn 
from the consideration of that Providence which watches over all, and a belief 
that the living and the dead are equally in the hands of God, who will reunite 
those whom he has separated, or who sees that it is best not to reunite. T 
am, dear Sir, &c. L Sam Jounson.” 


Lerrgr 367. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“ April 8, 1780, 


“ Dear Sir,—Well, I had resolved to send you the Chesterfield letter, but I 
will write once again without it. -Never impose tasks upon mortals. To re- 
quire two things is the way to have them both undone. 

“For the difficulties which you mention in your affairs, I am sorry; but 
difficulty is now very general: it is not therefore less grievous, for there is 
less hope of help. I pretend not to give you advice, not knowing the state of 
your affairs; and general counsels about prudence and frugality would do you 
litle good. You are, however, in the right not to increase your own per- 
plexity by a journey hither; and I hope that by staying at home you will 
please your father. : 

“Poor dear Beauclerk—nee, ut soles, dabis joca. His wit and his folly, his 
acuteness and maliciousness, his merriment and reasoning, are now over, 
Buch another will not often be found among mankind. He directed him- 


1“ His conversation could scarcely be equalled. He possessed an exquisite taste, 
various accomplishments, and the most perfect good breeding. He was eccentric—ofter 
querulous—entertaining a contempt for the generality of the world, which the polite- 
ness of his manners could not always conceal; but to those whom he liked, most gene- 
rous and friendly. Devoted at one moment to pleasure, and at another to literature, 
sometimes absorbed in play, and sometimes in books, he was, altogether, one of the most 
accomplished, and, when in good humour, and surrounded by those who suited his fancy, 
one of the most agreeable men that could possibly exist.”—Lorp Cuariemont, Zi/é, vol. } 


Dba, 
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self to be buried by the side of his mother; an instance of tenderness which I 
hardly expected. He has left his children to the care of Lady Di, and if she 
dies, of Mr. Langton, and of Mr. Leicester his relation, and a man of good 
character. His library has been offered to sale to the Russian Ambassador.! 

“Dr. Percy, notwithstanding all the noise of the newspapers, has had no 
literary loss,?_ Clothes and moveables were burnt to the value of about one 
hundred pounds; but his papers, and I think his books, were all preserved. 

Poor Mr. Thrale has been in extreme danger from an apoplectical disorder, 
and recovered, beyond the expectation of his physicians; he is now at Bath, 
that his mind may be quiet, and Mrs. Thrale and Miss are with him. 

“Having told you what has happened to your friends, let me say something 
to you of yourself. You are always complaining of melancholy, and I xr 
clude from those complaints that you are fond of it. No man talks of that 
which he is desirous to conceal, and every man desires to conceal that of which 
he is ashamed. Do not pretend to deny it; manifestum habemus furem. Make 
it an invariable and obligatory law to yourself, never to mention your own 
mental diseases. If you are never to speak of them, you will think on them 
but little ; and if you think little of them, they will molest you rarely. When 
you talk of them, it is plain that you want either praise or pity: for praise 
there is no room, and pity will do you no good; therefore, from this hour 
speak no more, think no more, about them. 

“Your transaction with Mrs. Stewart gave me great satisfaction. I am 
much obliged to you for your attention. Do not lose sight of her. Your 
countenance may be of great credit, and of consequence of great advantage 
to her. The memory of her brother is yet fresh in my mind: he was an in- 
genious and worthy man. Please to make my compliments to your lady and te 
the young ladies. I should like to see them, pretty loves! I am, dear Sir, 
yours affectionately, Sam. Jonnson.” 


LETTER 368. TO MRS. THRALE. 


“London, April 6, 1780. 
“Thave not quite neglected my Lives. Addison is a long one, but it is 
one. Prior is not short, and that is done too. Iam upon Rowe, which can- 
not fill much paper. Seward (Mr. William) called on me one day and read 
Spence.® I dined yesterday at Mr. Jodrell’s ina great deal of company. On 
Sunday I dine with Dr. Lawrence, and at night go to Mrs. Vesey. I have had 


a little cold, or two, or three; but I did not much mind them, for they were 
oot very bad.” 


? His library was sold by public auction in April and May, 1781, for £5,011.—M. 
* By a fire in Northumberland House, where he had an apartment in which I have passed 
many an agreeable hour. 


* Spence’s very amusing anecdotes, which had been lent Johnson in manuscript : they were 
aot printed till 1820,—0, 


a _ 
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LErrer 869, TO MRS. LUCY PORTER. 
“London, April 8, 1780. 

“Dear Mapam,—I am indeed but a sluggish correspondent, and know not 
whether I shall much mend: however, I will try. I am glad that your oysters 
proved good, for I would have everything good that belongs to you; and 
would have your health good, that you may enjoy the rest. My health is bet- 
ter than it has been for some years past; and, if I see Lichfield again, I hope 
to walk about it. 

“Your brother’s request I have not forgotten. I have bought as many 
volumes as contain about an hundred and fifty sermons, which I will put in 
box, and get Mr. Mathias to send him. I shall add a letter. 

“We have been lately much alarmed at Mr. Thrale’s. He has had a stroke, 
like that of an apoplexy; but he has at last got so well as to be at Bath, out of 
the way of trouble and business, and is likely to be in a short time quite well. 
I hope all the Lichfield ladies are quite well, and that everything is prosperous 
nmoag them. 

“« A few weeks ago I sent you a little stuff gown, such as is all the fashion at 
this time. Yours is the same with Mrs. Thrale’s, and Miss bought it for us. 
These stuffs are very cheap, and are thought very pretty. 

“Pray give my compliments to Mr. Pearson, and to everybody, if any such 
body there be, that cares about me. 

“T am now engaged about the rest of the Lives, which I am afraid will take 
some time, though I purpose to use despatch ; but something or other always 
hinders. I have a great number to do, but many of them will be short. 

““T have lately had colds: the first was pretty bad, with a very troublesome 
and frequent cough ; but by bleeding and physic it was sent away. I havea 
cold now, but not bad enough for bleeding. 

“For some time past, and indeed ever since I left Lichfield last year, I have 
abated much of my diet, and am, I think, the better for abstinence. I can 
breathe and move with less difficulty ; and J am as well as people of my age 
’ commonly are. I hope we shall see one another again some time this year. 
I am, dear love, your humble servant, Sam. JOHNSON,” 


Letter 370. TO MRS. THRALE. 
“ April 11, 1780, 


“On Sunday I dined with poor Lawrence, who is deafer than ever. When 
he was told that Dr. Moisy visited Mr. Thrale, he inquired for what, and said 
that there was nothing to be done which Nature would not do for herseif. On 
Sunday evening I was at Mr. Vesey’s, and there was inquiry about my master ; 
but I told them all good. There was Dr. Barnard of Eton, and we madea 
noise all the evening; and there was Pepys,! and Wraxall? till I drove them 


1 Afterwards Sir W. W. Pepys, a master in Chancery; a great friend of Mrs. Thrale’s, and 
what is more to his honour, of Hannah More,—C. 
2Nathaniel Wraxall, who published some yolumes of traveis and history, and latterly 
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away. .... Burney said she would write—she told you a ‘ib. She writes 
O0thing to me. She can write home fast enough. I have a good mind not to 
let her know that Dr. Barnard, to whom I had recommended her novel, speaks 
of it with great commendation; and that the copy which she lent me has been 
vead by Dr. Lawrence three times over. And yet what a gipsy itis! She no 
more minds me than if I were a Brangton. 

“You are at all places of high resort, and bring home hearts by dozens; 
while I am seeking for something to say of men about whom I know nothing 
but their verses, and sometimes very little of them. Now I have begun, how- 
ever, I do not despair of making an end. Mr. Nicholls holds that Addison is 
the most taking of all that I have done. I doubt they will not be done before 
you come away. 

“Now you think yourself the first writer in the world for a letter about no- 
thing. Can you write such a letter as this? so miscellaneous, with such noble 
disdain of regularity, like Shakspeare’s works? such graceful negligence of 
transition, like the ancient enthusiasts? The pure voice of nature and of 
friendship. Now of whom shall I proceed to speak? Of whom but Mrs. Mon- 
tagu? Having mentioned Shakspeare and Nature, .does not the name of Mons 
tagu force itself upon me?? Such were the transitions of the ancients, which 
now seem abrupt because the intermediate idea is lost to modern understand 
ings.” 

“ April 15, 1780. 

“T thought to have finished Rowe’s Life to-day, but I have had five or six 
visiters who hindered me; andI have not been quite well. Next week I hope to 
despatch four or five of them.” 

“ April 18, 1780.—You make verses, and they are read in public, and I 
know nothing about them. This very crime, I think, broke the link of amity 
between Richardson and Miss M ———,? after a tenderness and confidence of 
many years.” 

“ April 25, 1780.—How do you think I live? On Thursday I dined with 
Hamilton,” and went thence to Mrs. Ord.* On Friday, with much company, at 


Memoirs of his own Life; for a passage in which, reflecting on Count Woronzow, he was 
convicted of a libel, and imprisoned in Newgate. He was born in 1751, and created a 
Baronet in 1818.—0. 

? Compare this with two former phrases, in which Shakspeare and Mrs. Montagu are men- 
tioned, and wonder at the inconsistencies to which the greatest genius and the highest spirit 
may be reduced |—C. 

2 Miss Mulso, afterwards Mrs. Chapone, one of Richardson’s female céterie. When about 
three and twenty, she had been one of the few contributors to the Rambler. She was born 
in 1727, married Mr. Chapone in 1760, and died in 1801. She was much connected with Mrs, 
Oarter and Mrs, Montagu, and all the Blues. 

3 Probab'y the Right Hon. W. G. Hamilton.—0. 

‘This lady (a celebrated blwe stocking of her day) was Miss Anne Dillingham, the 
only daughter of an eminent surgeon. She was early married to Mr. Ord of Northum- 


berland, who left her very large property. She died in May, 1908, at the age of eighty: 
two.—O, 
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Mrs. Reynolds’s. On Saturday at Dr. Bell’s. On Sunday at Dr. Burney’s, with 
your two sweets from Kensington, who ar@ both well; at night came Mrs. 
Ord, Mr. Harris, and Mr. Greville, &¢. On Monday with Reynolds; at night 
with Lady Lucan; to-day with Mr. Langton; to-morrow with the Bishop of 
Bt. Asaph; on Thursday with Mr. Bowles; Friday ; Saturday at the 
Academy ;+ Sunday with Mr. Ramsay. I told Lady Lucan how long it was 
aince she sent to me; but she said I must consider how the world rolls about 
ter. I not only scour the town from day to day, but many visiters come to 
me in the morning, so that my work makes no great progress, but I will try 
é© auicken it. I should certainly like to bustle a little among you, but I am 
unwilling to quit my post till I have made an end.” 


Mrs. Thrale now being at Bath with her husband, the correspon- 
dence between Johnson and her was carried on briskly. I shall 
present my readers with one of her original letters to him at this 
time, which will amuse them probably more than those well-written 
but studied epistles which she has inserted in her collection, because 
it exhibits the easy vivacity of their literary intercourse. It is also 
of value as a key $o Johnson’s answer, which she has printed by 
itself, and of which I shall subjoin extracts.” * 


errer 371. FROM MRS. THRALE. 
Bath, Friday, April 28, 

“JT hada very kind letter from you yesterday, dear Sir, with a most cir- 
gumstantial date.2 You took trouble with my circulating letter, Mr. Evans 
writes me word, and I thank you sincerely for so doing; one might do mis- 
chief else, not being on the spot. 

“Yesterday's evening was passed at Mrs. Montagu’s. There was Mr. Mel- 
moth.* I do not like him though, nor he me. It was expected we should 
have pleased each other; he is, however, just Tory enough to hate the Bis- 
hop of Peterborough® for Whiggism, and Whig enough to abhor you for 
Toryism. 

“‘Mrs. Montagu flattered him finely; so he had a good afternoon on’t. 


1 The annual dinner on opening the Exhibition.—O. 

2 This insinuation against Mrs, Thrale is quite unfounded : her letters are certainly any- 
thing but studied epistles ; and that one which Mr. Boswell has published is not more easy 
and unaffected, nor in any respect of a different character from those she herself has 
given.—O. 

3 'This alludes to Johnson’s frequent advice to her and Miss Thrale to date thelr letters, a 
laudable habit, which, however, he himself did not always practise.—C. 

4 William Melmoth, the aathor of Fitzosborne’s Letters, and the translator of the Let- 
ters of Pliny and Cicero, and some of the minor works of the latter. He died in 1799, 
stat. 89.—O. . 

® Dr. John Hinchliffe. 
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This evening we spent at a concert. Poor Queeney’s sore eyes nave just re- 
leased her: she had a long confinement, and could neither read nor write, so 
my master treated her, very good-naturedly, with the visits of a young wo- 
man in this town, a tailor’s daughter, who professes music, and teaches so a8 
to give six lessons a day to ladies, at five and threepence a lesson. Miss Bur- 
ney says she is a great performer; and 1 respect the wench for getting her 
living so prettily. She is very modest and pretty-mannered, and not seven- 
teen years old. 

“You live in a fine whirl indeed. If I did not write regularly, you would 
half forget me, and that would be very wrong, for I felé my regard for you in 
my face last night, when the criticisms were going on. 

“This morning it was all connoisseurship. We went to see some pictures 
painted by a gentleman-artist, Mr. Taylor, of this place. My master makes 
one everywhere, and has got a good dawdling companion to ride with him 
now. . .. . . ~- He looks well enough, but I have no notion of health 
for a man whose mouth cannot be sewed up. Burney and I and Queeney 
tease him every meal he eats, and Mrs. Montagu is quite serious with him; but 
what cadh one do? He will eat, I think; and if he does eat, I know he will 
not live. It makes me very unhappy, but I must bear it. Let me always 
have your friendship. I am, most sincerely, dear Sir, your faithful servant, 

CHL 
Lerrer 372. TO MRS. THRALE. 
“London, May 1, 1780. 

“Dyarest Mapam,—Mr. Thrale never will live abstinently, till he can per- 
euade himself tolivebyrule * * *.? Encourage, as you can, the musical girl. 

“ Nothing is more common than mutual dislike, where mutual approbation 
is particularly expected. There is often on both sides a vigilance not over- 
benevolent; and as attention is strongly excited, so that nothing drops une 
heeded, any difference in taste or opinion, and some difference where there is 
no restraint will commonly appear, immediately generates dislike. 

‘‘Never let criticisms operate on your face or your mind ; it is very rarely 
that an author is hurt by his critics. The blaze of reputation cannot be blown 
out, but it often dies in the socket. A very few names may be considered as 
perpetual lamps that shine unconsumed. From the author of ‘ Fitzosborne’s 
Letters’ I cannot think myself in much danger. I met him only once about 
thirty years ago, and in some small dispute reduced him to whistle. Having 
not seen him since, that is the last impression. Poor Moore, the fabulist, was 
one of the company. 

“Mrs. Montagu’s long stay, against her own inclination, is very convenient, 
You would, by your own confession, want a companion ; and she is par plu 
gibus. Conversing with her you may find variety in one.* 


4 I have taken the liberty to leave out a few linea 
§ Line of a song in the Spectator, No. 470.—O, 
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“ At Mrs. Ord’s I met one Mrs. B , a travelled lady, of great spirit, 
and some consciousness of her own abilities. We had a contest of gallantry 
an hour long, so much to the diversion of the company, that, at Ramsay’s, last 
night, in a crowded room, they would have pitted us again. There were 
Smelt* and the Bishop of St. Asaph, who comes to every place; and Lord 
Monboddo, and Sir Joshua, and ladies out of tale. 

“The exhibition, how will you do, either to see or not to see! ‘The exhibi- 
tion is eminently splendid. There is contour, and keeping, and grace, and 
sxpression, and all the varieties of artificial excellence. The apartments were 
éruly very noble. The pictures, for the sake of a skylight, are at the top of 
the house: there we dined, and I sat over against the Archbishop of 
York.” 

“ May 7, 1780.—I dined on Wednesday with Mr. Fitzmaurice, who almost 
made me promise to pass part of the summer at Llewenny. To-morrow I dine 
with Mrs. Southwel; and on Thursday with Lord Lucan. To-night I go to 
Miss Monkton’s.? Then I scramble, when you do not quite shut me up: but 
I am miserably under petticoat government, and yet am not very weary nor 
much ashamed.” 

“May 8, 1780.—I dine on Thursday at Lord Lucan’s, and on Saturday at 
Lady Craven’s; and I dined yesterday with Mrs. Southwel. As to my looks 
at the Academy, I was not told of them; and as I remember, I was very well, 
and am well enough now.” 

“May 9, 1780.—My Lives creep on. I have done Addison, Prior, Rowe, 
Granville, Sheffield, Collins, Pitt, and almost Fenton. I design to take Con- 
greve next into my hand. I hope to have done before you can come home, 
and then whither shall I go?—Did I tell you that Scott and Jones* both offer 
themselves to represent the University in the place of Sir Roger Newdigate ? 
They are struggling hard for what others think neither of them will obtain.” 


1 Mrs. Buller, of whom Mrs. D’Arblay writes, ‘‘ Mrs. Buller is tall and elegant in her per 
son, genteel and ugly in her face, and abrupt and singular in her manners. She is very 
clever, sprightly, witty, and much in vogue—a Greek scholar and a celebrated traveller— 
having had the maternal heroism to accompany her son on the Grand Tour.” —Mem, of Bur- 
ey, vol. ii. p. 291. —O. 

2 Leonard Smelt, Esq., sub-governor to the sons of George III. He was much in the bive- 
stocking circle of the day ; he died in 1800, at an advanced age.—O. 

8 The Hon. Mary Monkton, daughter of the first Viscount Galway, born April, 1747 ; mar- 
ried in 1786 to Edmund, seventh Earl of Corke and Orrery, Lodge’s Irish Peerage dates her 
birth 1737, but this is a mistake for an elder sister of the same name. Now in her eighty-ninth 
year, Lady Corke still entertains and enjoys society with extraordinary health, spirits, and 
vivacity, and Boswell’s description of her fifty-four years ago, as “‘ the lively Miss Monkton, 
who used always to have the finest bit-of blwe at her parties,” is characteristic to this day,— 
@. 1835. 

4Lord Stowell and Sir William Jones, On this occasion Sir W. Dolben was chosen, but 
Lord Stowell was elected for the University of Oxford in 1801, and represented it till his pro 
Motion to the peerage in 1821.—O. 
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On the 2d of May I wrote to him, and requested that we might 
have another meeting somewhere in the north of England in the 
autumn of this year. 

From Mr. Langton I received soon after this time a letter, of 
which I extract a passage, relative both to Mr. Beauclerk and Dr. 
Johnson. - 


“The melancholy information you have received concerning Mr. Beauclerk’s 
death is true. Had his talents been directed in any sufficient degree as they 
ought, I have always been strongly of opinion that they were calculated to 
make an illustrious figure; and that opinion, as it had been in part formeé 
upon Dr. Johnson’s judgment, receives more and more confirmation by hearing, 
what, since his death, Dr. Johnson has said concerning them, A few even- 
ings ago he was at Mr. Vesey’s, where Lord Althorpe,! who was one of » 
numerous company there, addressed Dr. Johnson on the subject of Mr. Beau- 
clerk’s death, saying, ‘Our Club has had a great loss since we met last. He 
replied, ‘ A loss that perhaps the whole nation could not repairf’ The doctor 
then went on to speak of his endowments, and particularly extolled the won 
derful ease with which he uttered what was highly excellent. He said, ‘ that 
no man ever was so free, when he was going to say a good thing, from a look 
that expressed that it was coming; or, when he had said it, from a look that 
expressed that it had come.’ At Mr. Thrale’s, some days before, when we were 
talking on the same subject, he said referring to the same idea of his wonder. 
ful facility, ‘That’ Beauclerk’s talents were those which he had felt himself 
more disposed to envy, than those of any whom he had known.’ 

‘“‘On the evening I have spoken of above, at Mr. Vesey’s, you would 
have been much gratified, as it exhibited an instance of the high importance 
in which Dr. Johnson’s character is held, I think even beyond any I ever 
before was witness to. The company consisted chiefly of ladies; among 
whom were the Duchess Dowager of Portland,® the Duchess of Beaufort, whom, 


1 John George, second Earl Spencer, who has been so kind as to answer some of my inqui- 
Sies relative to the socéety, of which he and Lord Stowell are now almost the only survivors. 
—O. He died November 10, 1884—the possessor of one of the choicest private libraries 
{n the world.—0. 1885. 

* Lady Margaret Cavendish Harley, only child of the second Harl of Oxford and Mortimer; 
married in 1784 to the second Duke of Portland. She was the heiress of three great families : 
herself of the Harleys; her mother (the Lady Harriet of Prior) was the heiress of John 
Holles, Duke of Newcastle ; and her mother again, the heiress of Henry Cavendish, Duke of 
Newcastle, “* The Duchess of Portland inherited,” says the Peerage, “ the spirit of her ances. 
tors in her patronage of literature and the arts.” Her birth was congratulated by Swift, and 
her childhood celebrated by Prior in the well-known nursery lines beginning 


“My noble, lovely, little Peggy.” 
The duchess died in 1785,—0. 
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I auppose, from her rank, I must name before her motser, Mrs. Boscawen,t 
and her eldest sister, Mrs. Lewson who was likewise there ; Lady Lucan,? Lady 
Clermont,’ snd others of note both for their station and understandings. 
Among otber gentlemen were Lord Althorpe, whom I have before named, 
Lord Macartney, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Lord Lucan, Mr. Wraxal, whose book 
you have probably seen, the ‘Tour to the Northern Parts of Europe,’ a very 
agreeable, ingenious man, Dr. Warren, Mr. Pepys, the master in chancery, 
whom, I believe, you know, and Dr. Barnard, the provost of Eton.* As soon 
as Dr. Johnson was come in, and had taken the chair, the company began to 
collect round him till they became not less than four, if not five deep; those 
behind standing, and listening over the heads of those that were sitting neat 
Sim. The conversation for some time was chiefly between Dr. Johnson and 
the provost of Eton, while the others contributed occasionally their remarks, 
Without attempting to detail the particulars of the conversation, which, pere 
haps, if I did, I should spin my account out to a tedious length, I thought, 
my dear Sir, this general account of the respect with which our valued friend 
was attended to might be acceptable.” 


Lerrer 373. TO MR. THOMAS WARTON.® 
* Bolt Court, Fleet Street, May 9, 1780. 


‘‘Srr,—I have your pardon to ask for an involuntary fault. In a parcel sent 
from Mr. Boswell I found the enclosed letter, which, without looking on the 
direction, I broke open; but, finding I did not understand it, soon saw it 
belonged to you. I am sorry for this appearance of a fault, but believe me it 


1 Mrs. Boscawen and her daughters, Mrs. Leveson (spelled in the text, as it is pronounced, 
Lewson) Gower and the Duchess of Beaufort, are celebrated in Miss Hannah More’s poem 
entitled “ Sensibility,” who, speaking of Mrs. Boscawen, says that the 

“ ___ views, enamoured, in her beauteous race, 
All Leveson’s sweetness and all Beaufort’s grace.”—O. 


2 Margaret Smith; married in 1760 the first Lord Lucan.—O, 

3 Frances Murray ; married in 1752 to the first Lord Clermont.—O, 

4 See Johnson’s own account of this evening. The gentle and good-natured Langton does 
not hint at his having driven away the very agreeable and ingenious Mr. Wraxal.” 

5 The formal style of this letter, compared with that of his forme: correspondence with Mr, 
Thomas Warton, plainly proves that a coolness or misunderstanding had taken place 
between them. In Dr. Wooll’s Memoirs of Dr. Warton we find the following statement: 
“ The disagreement which took place after a long and warm friendship between Johnson and 
{Joseph] Warton is much to be lamented: it occurred at the house of Sir Joshua Reynolds as 
Iam told by one of the company, who only overheard the following conclusion of the dis- 
pute: Jonnson. ‘Sir, I am not used to be contradicted.’ Warton. ‘ Better for yourself and 
friends, Sir, if you were: our admiration could not be increased, but our love might,’ The 
party interfered, and the conversation was stopped. A coolness, however, from that time 
took place, and was increased by many trifling circumstances, which, before Ais dispute, 
would, perhaps, have not been attended to.” The style, however, of the second letter to Dr, 
Warton, written so late in Dr. Johnson’s life, leads us to hope that the difference recorded by 
Dr. Wooll was only transient.—® 
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is only the appearance. I did not read enough of the letter to know its pur 


port. I am, Sir, your most humble servant, Pager ee eg 


N. 
Lerrer 874. TO DR. WARTO ergs 


“Dear Str,—It is unnecessary to tell you how much I was obliged by your 
wseful memorials. The shares of Fenton and Broome in the Odyssey I had 
before from Mr. Spence. Dr. Warburton did not know them. I wish to be 
old, as the question is of great importance in the poetical world, whence you 
had your intelligence: if from Spence, it shows at least his consistency ; if 
from any other, it confers corroboration. If anything useful to me should occur, 
I depend upon your friendship. Be pleased to make my compliments to the 
ladies of your house, and to the gentlemen that honoured me with the Greek 
Epigrams, when I had, what I hope sometime to have again, the pleasure of 
spending a little time with you at Winchester. Iam, dear Sir, your most 
obliged and most humble servant, 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Lerrer 875. TO MRS. THRALE. 
“ May 28, 1780. 

“But [Mrs. Montagu] and you have had, with all your adulation, nothing 
finer said of you than was said last Saturday night of Burke and me. We 
were at the Bishop of —— ‘(a bishop little better than your bishop , 
and towards twelve we fell into talk, to which the ladies listened. just as they 
do to you; and said, as I heard, There is no rising unless somebody will ery 
Fire? I was last night at Miss Monkton’s; and there were Lady Craven and 
Lady Cranburne, and many ladies and few men. Next Saturday I am to 
be at Mr. Pepys’s, and in the intermediate time am to provide for myself as I 
can.” 

“May 25.—Congreve, whom I despatched at the Borough while I was 
attending the election, is one of the best of the little Zives ; but then I had 
your conversation. 


Lerrer 876. TO THE REV. DR. FARMER. 
“ May 25, 1780, 

“S1r,—I know your disposition to second any literary attempt, and there- 
fore venture upon the liberty of intreating you to procure from college or 
university registers all the dates or other informations which they can supply 
relating to Ambrose Philips, Broome, and Gray, who were all of Cambridge, 
and of whose lives I am to give such accounts as I can gather. Be pleased te 
forgive this trouble from, Sir, your most humble servant, 


“Sam, JoHnson.” 


4 The Bishop of St, Asaph’s, of whose too constant appearan je in general society Dr. John 
@on disapproved.—O, 
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While Johnson was thus engaged in preparing a delightful liter 
ary entertainment for the world, the tranquillity of the metropolis 
of Great Britain was unexpectedly disturbed by the most horrid 
series of outrage that ever disgraced a civilized country. A relaxa- 
tion of some of the severe penal provisions against our fellow-sub- 
jects of the Catholic communion had been granted by the legisla- 
ture, with an opposition so inconsiderable, that the genuine mildness 
of Christianity, united with liberal policy, seemed to have become 
general in this island. But a dark and malignant spirit of persecu- 
tion soon showed itself, in an unworthy petition for the repeal of 
the wise and humane statute. That petition was brought forward 
by a mob, with the evident purpose of intimidation, and was justly 
rejected. But the attempt was accompanied and followed by such 
daring violence as is unexamplediin history. Of this extraordinary 
tumult, Dr. Johnson has given the following concise, lively, and just 
account in his “ Letters to Mrs. Thrale ;”*— 


“June 9, 1780.—On Friday, the good protestants met in Saint George's 
Fields, at the summons of Lord George Gordon; and marching to Westmin- 
ster, insulted the lords and commons, who all bore it with great tameness. At 
night the outrages began by the demolition of the mass-house by Lincoln’s 
Inn. 

“An exact journal of a week’s defiance of government I cannot give you. 
On Monday Mr. Strahan, who had been insulted, spoke to Lord Mansfield, who 
had I think been insulted too, of the licentiousness of the populace; and his 
lordship treated it as a very slight irregularity. On Tuesday night they pulled 
down Fielding’s house and burnt his goods in the street. They had gutted on 
Monday Sir George Savile’s house, but the building was saved. On Tuesday 
evening, leaving Fielding’s ruins, they went to Newgate to demand their 
companions, wko had been seized demolishing the chapel. The keeper could 
not release them but by the mayor’s permission, which he went to ask: at his 
return he found all the prisoners released, and Newgate in a blaze. They ther 
went to Bloomsbury, and fastened upon Lord Manstield’s house, which they 
pulled down ; and as for his goods, they totally burnt them. They have since 
gone to Caenwood, but a guard was there before them. They plundered some 
papists, I think, and burnt a mass-house, in Moorfields, the same night. 

“On Wednesday I walked with Dr. Scot, to look at Newgate, and found it 
in ruins, with the fire yet glowing. As I went by, the protestants were plun- 


2 L have selected passages from several letters, without mentioning dates.—B, 1 have 
jestored tne dates and a remarkable omission.—O. 
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dering the sessfons-house at the Old Bailey. There were not, I believe, a 
hundred; but they did their work at leisure, in full security without sentinels, 
without trepidation, as men lawfully employed in full day. Such is the coward- 
ice of a commercial place. On Wednesday they broke open the Fleet, and 
the King’s Bench, and the Marshalsea, and Wood Street Compter, and Clerken- 
well Bridewell, and released all the prisoners. 

“ At night they set fire to the Fleet, and to the King’s Bench, and I know 
not how many other places; and one might see the glare of conflagration fill 
the sky from many parts. The sight was dreadful. Some people were threat. 
ened: Mr. Strahan advised me to take care of myself. Such a time of terror 
you have been happy in not seeing. 

‘The king said in council, ‘that the magistrates had not done their duty, 
but that he would do his own;’ and a proclamation was published, directing us 
to keep our servants within doors, as the peace was now to be preserved by 
force. The soldiers were sent out to different parts, and the town is now at 
quiet. 

““What has happened at your house you will know; the harm is only a few 
butts of beer; and, I think, you may be sure that the danger is over. There 
is a body of soldiers at St. Margaret’s Hill.” 

‘June 10,—The soldiers are stationed so as to be everywhere within call. 
There is no longer any body of rioters, and the individuals are hunted to their 
holes, and led to prison. Lord George was last night sent to the Tower. 
Mr. John Wilkes was this day in my neighbourhood, to seize the publisher of 
a seditious paper. 

“Several chapels have been destroyed, and several inoffensive papists have 
been plundered ; but the high sport was to burn the gaols. This was a good 
rabble trick. The debtors and the criminals were all set at liberty ; but of the 
criminals, as has always happened, many are already retaken ; and two pirates 
have surrendered themselves, and it is expected that they will be pardoned. 

“Government now acts again with its proper force; and we are all under the 
protection of the king and the law. I thought that it would be agreeable to 
you and my master to have my testimony to the public security; and that you 
would sleep more quietly when I told you that you are safe.” 

“June 12.—The public has escaped a very heavy calamity. The rioters at- 
tempted the Bank on Wednesday night, but in no great number: and like 
other thieves, with no great resolution, Jack Wilkes headed the party that 
drove them away. It is agreed, that if they had seized the Bank on Tuesday, 
at the height of the panic, when no resistance had been prepared, they might 
have carried irrecoverably away whatever they had found. Jack, who was 
always zealous for order and decency,? declares, that if he be trusted with 


1 At this ironical allusion to Mr. Wilkes’s own proceedings in former times, he would have 
been the first to smile. To a gentleman who, at a still later period, was alluding to the tur- 
bulent days of Wilkes and Liberty, and appealed for confirmation of some opinion to 
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power, he will not leave a rioter alive. There is, however, now no longer any 
need for heroism or bloodshed ; no blue riband! is any longer worn. 

“All danger here is apparently over: but a little agitation still continues. 
We frighten one another with 70,000 Scots? te come hither with the Dukes of 
Gordon and Argyll, and eat us, and hang us, or drown us; but we are all at 
quiet.” 

“‘June 14.—There has, indeed, been an universal panic, from which the king 
was the first that recovered. Without the concurrence of his ministers, or the 
assistance of the civil magistrates, he put the soldiers in motion, and saved the 
town from calamities, such as a rabble’s government must naturally produce.” 


Such was the end of this miserable sedition, from which London 
was delivered by the magnanimity of the sovereign himself. What 
ever some may maintain, I am satisfied that there was no combina- 
tion or plan, either domestic or foreign ; but that the mischief 
spread by a gradual contagion of frenzy, augumented by the quanti- 
ties of fermented liquors of which the deluded populace possessed 
themselves in the course of their depredations. 

I should think myself very much to blame, did I here neglect to 
do justice to my esteemed friend * Mr. Akerman, the keeper of New- 
gate, who long discharged a very important trust with an uniform 
and intrepid firmness, and at the same time a tenderness and a liberal 
charity which entitle him to be recorded with distinguished honour. 

Upon this occasion, from the timidity and negligence of magis- 
tracy on the one hand, and the almost incredible exertions of the 
mob on the other, the first prison of this great country was laid 
open, and the prisoners set free ; but that Mr. Akerman, whose 
honse was burnt, would have prevented all this, had proper aid been 
sent him in due time, there can be no doubt. 

Many years ago, a fire broke out in the brick part which was 


Mr. Wilkes, the latter, with a serious pleasantry, replied, “‘ My dear Sir, I never was a 
Wilkite.”—C. 

1 Lord George Gordon and his followers, during these outrages, wore hlue ribands in thely 
Lats.—M. 

2 Mr. Boswell seems not to have relished this allusion to a Scottish invasion, and instead 
of laughing, as Johnson appears to have done, at this absurd rumour, chose to omit the pas- 
sage altogether.—C. 

3 Why Mr. Boswell should call the keeper of Newgate his ‘‘ esteemed friend” has puzzled 
many readers; but besides his natural desire to make the acquaintance of everybody who was 
eminent or remarkable, or even notorious, his strange propensity for witnessing executien 
probably brought him tnto more immediate intercourse with the kecper of Nowgate,—@. 


130 LIFE OF JOHNSON, ea, 


built as an addition to the old gaol of Newgate. The prisoners 
were in consternation and tumult, calling out, “‘ We shall be burnt, 
we shall be burnt ! Down with the gate !—down with the gate |” 
Mr. Akerman hastened to them, showed himself at the gate, and 
having, after some confused vociferations of ‘‘ Hear him! hear 
him !” obtained a silent attention, he then calmly told them, that 
the gate must not go down ; that they were under his care, and 
that they should not be permitted to escape; but that he could 
assure them they need not be afraid of being burnt, for that the 
fire was not in the prison, properly so called, which was strongly 
built with stone ; and that if they would engage to be quiet, he 
himself would come in to them, and conduct them to the further 
end of the building, and would not go out till they gave him leave. 
To this proposal they-agreed ; upon which Mr. Akerman, having 
first made them fall back from the gate, went in, and with a deter. 
mined resolution ordered the outer turnkey upon no account to open 
the gate, even though the prisoners (though he trusted they would 
not) should break their word, and by force bring himself to order it. 
“Never mind me,” said he, “should that happen.” The prisoners 
peaceably followed him, while he conducted them through passages 
of which he had the keys to the extremity of the gaol, which was 
most distant from the fire. Having by this very judicious conduct 
fully satisfied them that there was no immediate risk, if any at all, 
he then addressed them thus: ‘“ Gentlemen, you are now convinced 
that I told you true. I have no doubt that the engines will soon 
extinguish this fire: if they should not, a sufficient guard will come, 
and you shall be all taken out and lodged in the compters. I 
assure you, upon my word and honour, that I have not a farthing 
nsured, I have left my house that I might take care of you. I 
will keep my promise, and stay with you if you insist upon it ; but 
if you will allow me to go out and look after my family and pro- 
perty, I shall be obliged to you.” Struck with his behaviour, they 
called out, “ Master Akerman, you have done bravely ; it was very 
kind in you; by all means go and take care of your own concerns,” 
He did so accordingly, while they remained, and were all preserved 
Johnson has been heard to relate the substance of this story with 
aigh praise, in which he was joined by Mr. Burke. My illustrious 
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friend, speaking of Mr. Akerman’s kindness to his prisoners, pro 
nounced this eulogy upon his character :—‘“‘ He who has long had 
constantly in his view the worst of mankind, and is yet eminent for 
the humanity of his disposition, must have had it originally in a 
great degree, and continued to cultivate it very carefully.” 


Letrer 877. “ TO MRS. THRALE. 
* June 15, 1780. 


“T was last week at Renny’s conversatione, and Renny got her room prett 
well filled; and there were Mrs. Ord, and Mrs. Horneck, and Mrs. Bunbury, 
and other illustrious names, and much would poor Renny have given to have 
had Mrs. Thrale too, and Queeney, and Burney; but human happiness is 
never perfect; there is always wne vuide affreuse, as Maintenon complained, 
there is some craving void left aking in the breast. Renny is going to Rams- 
gate; and thus the world drops away, and I am left in the sultry town, to see 
the sun in the Crab, and perhaps in the Lion, while you are paddling with the 
Nereids.” 

“ July 4.I have not seen or done much since I had the misfortune of see- 
ing you go away. I was one night at Burney’s. There were Pepys, and Mrs. 
Ord, and Paradise, and Hoole, and Dr. Dunbar of Aberdeen, and I know not 
how many more; and Pepys and I had all the talk.” 

/ 
Lerrer 378. TO MISS REYNOLDS. 
“ Bolt Court, June 16, 1780. 

“Dzar Mapam,—I answer your letter as soon as I can, for I have just 
received it. I am very willing to wait on you at all times, and will sit for the 
picture, and, if it be necessary, will sit again, for whenever I sit I shall be 
always with you. 

“Do not, my love, burn your papers. I have mended little but some bad 
rhymes. I thought them very pretty, and was much moved in reading them. 
The red ink is only lake and gum, and with a moist sponge will be washed 
off. 

“JT have been out of order, but by bleeding and other means, am now better, 
Let me know on which day I shall come to you. I am, &. 

“Sam. JOHNSON. 

“ To-day I am engaged, and only to-day.” 


3 TO MRS. THRALE. 
Lerrer 879 “ London, July 10, 1780, 


« Last week I saw flesh but twice, and I think fish once: the rest was peas. 
{ou are afraid, you say, lest I extenuate myself too fast, and are au esemy te 
riolence: but did you never hear nor read, dear Madam, that every man hag 
tis genius; and that the great rule by which all excellence is attained, and all 
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success procured, is to follow genius; and have you not observed in all our 
conversation that my genius is always in extremes—that I am very noisy or 
very silent, very gloomy or very merry, very sour or very kind? And would 
you have me cross my genéus, when it leads me sometimes to voracity, and 
sometimes to abstinence ? You know that the oracle said, Follow your genius. 
When we get together again (but when, alas! will that be ?) you can manage 
me, and spare me the solicitude of managing myself. 

“I stay at home to work, and yet do not work diligently ; nor can tell when 
I shall have done; nor perhaps does anybody but myself wish me to have 
done; for what can they hope I shall do better? Yet I wish the work was 
over, and I was at liberty. Would I go to Mrs. Aston and Mrs. Porter, and 
eee the old places. and sigh to find that my old friends are gone? Would I 
recal plans of life which I never brought into practice, and hopes of excellence 
which I once presumed, and never have attained? Would I compare what I 
now am, with what I once expected to have been? Is it reasonable to wish 
for suggestions of shame, and opportunities of sorrow ?” 

“July 27.—I dined yesterday at Sir Joshua’s with Mrs. Cholmondeley, and 
she told me I was the best critic in the world, and I told her that nobody in 
the world could judge like her of the merit ofa critic. On Sunday I was with 
Dr. Lawrence and his two sisters-in-law, to dine with Mr. @ » at Putney. 
The doctor cannot hear in a coach better than in a room, and it was but a dull 
day.” 

“‘ August 1,.—I sent to Lord Westcote! about his brother’s Life ; but he 
says he knows not whom to employ, and is sure I shall do him no injury. 
There is an ingenious scheme to save a day’s work, or part of a day, utterly 
defeated. Then what avails it to be wise? The plain and the artful man 
must both do their own work. But I think I have got a Life of Dr. Young.”? 


In the course of this month my brother David* waited upon Dr. 
Johnson, with the following letter of introduction, which I had 
taken care should be lying ready on his arrival in London. 


Lerrer 880. TO DR. JOHNSON, 


“ Edinburgh, April 29, 1780, 
“My prar S1r,—This will be delivered to you my brother David on his 
return from Spain. You will be glad to see the man who vowed to ‘stand by 
the old castle of Auchinleck with heart, purse, and sword; 


” that romantic fam- 
ily solemnity devised by me, of which you and I talked wi 


th complacency upon 


! Brother to the first Lord Lyttelton, by which title he was afterwards himself created en 
English peer.—0O, 
? From Mr. (afterwards Sir) Herbert Croft. He died at Paris, April 27, 1816.—0. 


* Now settled in London.—B, As Inspector of Seamen’s Wills in the Navy Pay Office « 
from which situation he retired in 1828, and died in 1826,—0. 
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the spot. I trust that twelve years of absence have not lessened his feudal 
attachment, and that you will find him worthy of being introduced to your 
acquaintance. I have the honour to be, with affectionate veneration, my dear 
Sir, your most faithful humble servant, James Boswe...” 


Johnson received him very politely, and has thus menticned him 
in a letter to Mrs. Thrale ? :— S 

“T have had with me a brother of Boswell’s, a Spanish merchant, whom the 
war has driven from his residence at Valencia. He is gone to see his friends 
and will find Scotland but a sorry place after twelve years’ residence in a hap 
pier climate. He is a very agreeable man, and speaks nc Scotch.” ® 


Lerrer 381. TO MRS. THRALE. 
Aug. 14, 1780. 


“IT hope you have no design of stealing away to Italy before the election, nor 
of leaving me behind you; though I am not only seventy but seventy-one. 
Could not you let me lose a year in round numbers? Sweetly, sweetly, sings 


Dr. Swift,— 


*Some dire misfortune to portend, 
No enemy can match a friend.’ 


But what if I am seventy-two? I remember Sulpitius saya of Saint Martin— 
(now that’s above your reading)—Hst animus victor annorum, et senectuti 
cedere nescius. Match me that among your own folks. If you try to plague 
me, I shall tell you that, according to Galen, life begins to decline from thirty 
five. © 


Larrer 382. TO DR. BEATTIE, 


At Aberdeen. 
* Bolt Court, Fleet Street, Aug. 21, 1780. 


‘“Srr,—More years * than I have any delight to reckon have past since you 
and I saw one another; of this, however, there is no reason for making any 
reprehensory complaint :—Sie fata ferunt. But methinks there might pass 


1 Mrs. Piozzi has omitted the name, she best knows why. 

2 Dr. Johnson had, for the last year, felt some alleviation of a troublesome disease which 
had long affected him; this relief he thus gratefully and devoutly acknowledged : “ Sunday, 
June 18.—In the morning of this day last year, I perceived the remission of those convul- 
sions in my breast which had distressed me for more than twenty years. I returned thanks 
at church for the mercy granted me, which has now continued a year.” Pr. and Med. 
x eaters Piozzi at her last birth-day must have been thirty-nine, and as she had known Dr. 
Johnson since she was twenty-four or twenty-five, he could hardly so much mistake her 
years. Yet certainly the point of this pleasantry seems somewhat blunted by its not exactly 
fitting the lady’s age. —O. 

4 J had been five years absent from London,—BzarTtis. 
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some small interchange of regard between us, If you say that I ought to have 
written, I now write ; and I write to tell you, that I have much kindness for 
you and Mrs. Beattie; and that I wish your health better, and your life long. 
Try change of air, and come a few degrees southwards. A softer climate may 
do you both good. Winter is coming in; and London will be warmer, and 
gayer, and busier, and more fertile of amusement than Aberdeen. 

“My health is better, but that will be little in the balance when I tell 
you that Mrs. Montagu has been very ill, and is, I doubt, now but weakly. 
Mr. Thrale has been very dangerously disordered; but is much better, and I 
hope will totally recover. He has withdrawn himself from business the whole 
summer. Sir Joshua and his sister are well; and Mr. Davies has got great 
success as an author,’ generated by the corruption of a bookseller? More 
news I have not to tell you, and therefore you must be contented with hearing, 
what I know not whether you much wish to hear,* that I am, Sir, &e. 

“Sam. JoHNson.” 
Lerrer 383. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“London, Aug. 21, 1780. 

“Dear S1r,—I find you have taken one of your fits of taciturnity, and 
have resolved not to write till you are written to; it is but a peevish humour, 
but you shall have your way. © 

“T have sat at home in Bolt Court all the summer, thinking to write the 
Lives, and a great part of the time only thinking. Several of them, however, 
are done, and [ still think to do the rest. 

“Mr. Thrale and his family have, since his illness, passed their time first at 
Bath, and then at Brighthelmstone; but I have been at neither place. I 
would have gone to Lichfield if I could have had time, and I might have had 
time if I had been active; but I have missed much and done little. 


1 Meaning his entertaining ‘* Memoirs of David Garrick, Esq.” of which Johnson (as Davies 
informed me) wrote the first sentence; thus giving, as it were, the key-note to the perform- 
ance. It is, indeed, very characteristical of its author; beginning with a maxim, and pro- 
ceeding to illustrate. ‘ All excellence has a right to be recorded. I shall, therefore, think 
it superfluous to apologise for writing the life of a man, who, by an uncommon assemblage 
of private virtues, adorned the highest eminence in a public profession ” 

2 What the expression ‘“ generated by the corruption of a bookseller ” means, seems not 
quite clear; perhaps it is an allusion to the generation of a class of insects, as if Davies, from 
his adversity as a bookseller, had burst into new and gaudier life as an author.—C, The 
service which this figure has performed is multifarious. It alludes evidently to the dogma 
of the physiologists, ‘‘ Corruptio unius est generatio alterius.” Dryden makes use of it in his 
letters ; and in Congreve’s Remarks on Collier, I find, “ The corruption of a rotten divine is 
the generation of a sour critic.” But the allusion is to be found still earlier in the first of 
Quevedo’s Visions—t The corruption of mankind is the generation of a catchpole;" -where 
the word “corruption” has an appropriate application (figuratively at least), witch, E pre. 
sume is what Mr, Croker sought in vain in Johnson’s use of it.—FonnerKAv, 

5 I wish he had omitted the suspicion expressed here, though I believe he meant nothing 


but jocularity ; for, though he and I differed sometimes in o knew 
pinion, ke well ; 
I loved and revered him.—Baarris, : ae 
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“Tn the late disturbances, Mr. Thrale’s house and stock were in great dan: 
ger. The mcb was pacified at their first invasion with about fifty pounds in 
drink and meat; and at their second were driven away by the soldiers. Mr. 
Strahan got a garrison into his house, and maintained them a fortnight; he 
was 80 frighted, that he removed part of his goods. Mrs. Williams took shel- 
ter in the country. 

“T know not whether I shall get a ramble this autumn. It is now about 
the time when we were travelling. I have, however, better health than I had 
then, and hope you and I may yet show ourselves on some part of Europe, 
Asia, or Africa. In the meantime let us play no trick, but keep each otherg 
kindness by all means in our power. 

“The bearer of this is Dr. Dunbar of Aberdeen, who has written and pub- 
lished a very ingenious book,? and who I think has a kindness for me, and 
will, when he knows you, have a kindness for you. ~ 

“T suppose your little ladies are grown tall; and your son has become a 
learned young man. I love them all, and I love your naughty lady, whom I 
never shall persuade to love me. When the Lives are done, I shall send them 
to complete her collection, but must send them in paper, as, for want of a 
pattern, I cannot bind them to fit the rest. Iam, Sir, yours most affection- 
ately, Sam. JoHNson.” 


Letrer 384. TO MRS. THRALE. 
“London, Aug, 25, 1780. 

“T have not dined out for some time but with Renny or Sir Joshua; and 
next week Sir Joshua goes to Devonshire, and Renny to Richmond, and I am 
left by myself. I wish I could say nunguam minus,’ &c., but I am not dili- 
gent. I am afraid that I shall not see Lichfield this year, yet it would please me 
to show my friends how much better Iam grown; but I am not grown, I am 
afraid, less idle; and of idleness I am now paying the fine by having no 


leisure.” 


This year he wrote to a young clergyman‘ in the country the 


1 It will no doubt be remarked how he avoids the rebellious land of America, This puta 
me in mind of an anecdote, for which I am obliged to my worthy, social friend, Governé, 
Richard Penn, “At one of Miss E. Hervey’s assemblies, Dr. Johnson was following her « 
and down the room; upon which Lord Abington observed to her, ‘Your great friend is ver, 
fond of you; you can go nowhere without him.’ ‘ Ay,’ said she, ‘ he would follow me to any 
part of the world.’ ‘Then,’ said the Earl, ‘ask him to go with you to America,’”—B. This 
lady was Miss Elizabeth Hervey, daughter of William, brother of Johnson’s two friends, Tho- 
mas and Henry Hervey. She was born in 1780, and died at a very advanced age, unmare 
ried.—O. 

2 ‘‘Rssays on the History of Mankind.” See some account of this professor, in the fires 
volume of the Memoirs of his pupil, Sir James Mackintosh, 1885. 

3 *¢ Never less alone than when alone.”—C. 

4 Probably ais friend, the Reverend George Strahan, who published his Prayers and Medi 


tations.—O. 


136 LIFE OF JOHNSON. XiBO- 


following very 2xcellent letter, which contains valuable advice to 
divines in general :— 


Lerrer 385. TO A YOUNG CLERGYMAN. 


“ Bolt Oourt, Aug. 80. 1760. 

“Dear Srr,—Not many days ago Dr. Lawrence showed me a letter, in 
which you make mention of me: I hope, therefore, yon will not be displeased 
that I endeavour to preserve your goodwill by some observations which your 
letter suggested to me. 

“You are afraid of falling into some improprieties in the daily service by 
reading to an audience that requires no exactness, Your fear, I hope, se- 
cures you from danger. They who contract absurd habits are such as have 
no fear. It is impossible to do the same thing very often without some pecue 
liarity of manner ; but that manner may be good or bad, and a little care will 
at least preserve it from being bad; to make it good, there must, I think, be 
something of natural or casual felicity, which cannot be taught. 

“Your present method of making your sermons seems very judicious. 
Few frequent preachers can be supposed to have sermons more their own 
than yours will be. Take care to register, somewhere or other, the authors 
from whom your several discourses are borrowed; and do not imagine that 
you shall always remember, even what, perhaps, you now think it impossible 
to forget. j 

‘My advice, however, is, that you attempt, from time to time, an original 
sermon; and, in the labour of composition, do not burden your mind with too 
much at once; do not exact from yourself at one effort of excogitation, pro- 
priety of thought and elegance of expression. Invent first, and then embel- 
lish. The production of something, where nothing was before, is an act of 
greater energy than the expansion or decoration of the thing produced. Set 
down diligently your thoughts as they rise in the first words that occur; and 
when you have matter yon will easily give it form; nor, perhaps, will this 
method be always necessary ; for, by habit, your thoughts and diction will flow 
together. 

“The composition of sermons is not very difficult: the divisions not only 
help the memory of the hearer, but direct the judgment of the writer: they 
supply sources of invention, and keep every part in its proper place. 

“What I like least in your letter is your account of the manrers of your 
parish ; from which I gather, that it has been long neglected by the parson, 
The Dean of Carlisle (Dr. Percy), who was then a little rector in N orthampton- 
shire, told me, that it might be discerned whether or no there was a clergy- 
man resident in a parish, by the civil or savage manner of the people. Such 
a congregation as yours stands in need of much reformation : and I would not 
have you think it impossible to reform them. A very Savage parish wae 
civilised by a decayed gentlewoman, who came among them to teach a petty 


‘ 
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school. My learned friend, Dr. Wheeler, of Oxford, when he was a young 
man, had the care of a neighbouring parish for fifteen pounds a year, which 
he was never paid; but he counted it a convenience, that it compelled him to 
make a sermon weekly. One woman he could not bring to the communion; 
and when he reproved or exhorted her, she only answered, that she was no 
scholar. He was advised to set some good woman or man of the parish, a lit- 
tle wiser than herself, to talk to her in a language level to her mind. Such 
honest, I may call them holy, artifices must be practised by every clergyman; 
for all means must be tried by which souls may be saved. Talk to your pea 
ple, however, as much as you can; and you will find, that the more frequently 
jou converse with them upon religious subjects, the more willingly they will 
attend, and the more submissively they will learn. A clergyman’s diligence 
always makes him venerable. I think I have now only to say, that, in the 
momentous work you have undertaken, I pray God to bless you. I am, Sir, 
&c. “Sam. JoHNON.” 


My next letters to him were dated 24th August, 6th September, 
and ist October, and from them I extract the following pas- 
sages :— 


““My brother David and I find the long-indulged fancy of our comfortable 
meeting again at Auchinleck so well realised, that it in some degree confirms 
the pleasing hope of O/ preclarum diem! in a future state. 

“JT beg that you may never again harbour a suspicion of my indulging a 

evish humour, or playing tricks; you will recollect that when I confessed 
to you that I had once been intentionally silent to try your regard, I gave 
you my word and honour that I would not do so again. 

“I rejoice to hear of your good state of health; I pray God to continue it 
tong. I have often said that I would willingly have ten years added to my 
life, to have ten taken from yours; I mean, that I would be ten years older 
to have you ten years younger. But let me be thankful for the years during 
which I have enjoyed your friendship, and please myself with the hopes of en- 
joying it many years to come in this state of being, trusting always, that in 
another state, we shall meet never to be separated. Of this we can form no 
notion; but the thought, though indistinct, is delightful, when the mind is 
ealm and clear. : 

“The riots in London were certainly horrible; but you give me no account 
of your own situation during the barbarous anarchy. A description of it by 
Dr. Johnson would be a great painting;’ you might write another ‘London, a 
Poem.’ 

“JT am charmed with your condescending affectionate expression, ‘let us 
keep each other’s kindness by all the means in our power :’ my revered friend! 


1] had not seen his letters to Mrs, Thrale, 
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how elevating is it to my mind, that I am found worthy to be a companion to 
Dr. Samuel Johnson! All that you have said in grateful praise of Mr. Walms- 
ley, I have leng thought of you; but we are both Tories, which has a very 
general influence upon our sentiments. I hope that you will agree to meet me 
at York, about the end of this month; or if you will come to Carlisle, that 
would be better still, in case the dean be there. Please to consider, that to 
keep each other’s kindness, we should every year have that free and intimate 
communication of mind which can be had only when we are together. We 
should have both our solemn and our pleasant talk. ; 

“I write now for the third time, to tell you that my desire for our meeting 
this autumn is much increased. I wrote to Squire Godfrey Bosville, my 
Yorkshire chief, that I should, perhaps, pay hima visit, as I was to holda 
conference with Dr. Johnson at York. I give you my word and honour 
that I said not a word of his inviting you; but he wrote to me as fol- 
lows :— 

“*T need not tell you I shall be happy to see you here the latter end of this 
month, as you propose; and I shall likewise be in hopes that you will persuade 
Dr. Johnson to finish the conference here. It will add to the favour of your 
own company, if you prevail upon such an associate to assist your observa- 
tions. I have often been entertained with his writings, and I once belonged 
to a club of which he was a member, and I never spent an evening there, but 
I heard something from him well-worth remembering.’ 

“We have thus, my dear Sir, good comfortable quarters in the neighbour- 
hood of York, where you may be assured we shall be heartily welcome. J 
bray you then resolve to set out; and let not the year 1780 be a blank in our 
social calendar, and in that record of wisdom and wit, which I keep with se 

auch diligence, to your honour, and the instruction and delight of others,” 


Mr. Thrale had now another contest for the representation in 
parliament of the borough of Southwark, and Johnson kindly lent 


him his assistance, by writing advertisements and letters for him. 
I shall insert one as a specimen ?:— 


Mrs. Piozzi exhibits Dr. Johnson in a new and unexpected character, as taking a per- 
sonal part in one of Mr. Thrale’s contests for the borough. ‘ Dr. Johnson,” she says, ‘‘knew 
how to be merry with mean people, as well as to be sad with them ; he loved the lower ranks 
of humanity with a real affection: and though his talents and learning kept him always in 
the sphere of upper life, yet he never lost sight of the time when he and they shared pain and 
pleasure in common. A Borough election once showed me his toleration of boisterous mirth, 
and his content in the company of people whom one would have thought at first sight little 
calculated for his society. A rough fellow one day on such an occasion, a hatter by trade, 
seeing Dr. Johnson’s beaver in a state of decay, seized it suddenly with one hand, and clap 
ping him on the back with the other: ‘Ah, Master Johnson,’ says he, ‘this is no time to be 
thinking about hats.’ ‘ No, no, Sir,’ replies our Doctor in a cheerful tone, ‘hats are of no 


use now, as you say, except to throw up in the air and huzza with ;’ accompanying his 
words with the true election halloo,”—0, 
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“TO THE WORTHY ELECTORS OF THE BOROUGH OF SOUTHWARK. 


“ Southwark, Sept. 5, 1780. 

“ GENTLEMEN,—A new parliament being now called, I again solicit the hon- 
our of being elected for one of your representatives; and solicit it with the 
greater confidence, as I am not conscious of having neglected my duty, or of 
having acted otherwise than as becomes the independent representative of 
independent constituents; superior to fear, hope, and expectation, who has 
no private purposes to promote, and whose prosperity is involved in the pros- 
perity of his country. As my recovery from a very severe distemper is not 
yet perfect, I have declined to attend the hall, and hope an omission so neces- 
sary will not be harshly censured. 

““T can only send my respectful wishes, that all your deliberations may tend 
to the happiness of the kingdom, and the peace of the borough. I am, Gen- 


tlemen, your most faithful and obedient servant, 
“Henry THRALE.” 


Lerrer 386. TO THE RIGHT HON. LADY SOUTHWELL,' DUBLIN. 
“ Bolt Court, Fleet Street, Sept. 9, 1780, 


“‘Mapam,—Among the numerous addresses of condolence which your great 
loss must have occasioned, be pleased to receive this from one whose name 
perhaps you have never heard, and to whom your ladyship is known only by 
the reputation of your virtue, and to whom your lord was known only by his 
kindness and beneficence. 

“‘ Your ladyship is now again summoned to exert that piety of which you 
once gave, in a state of pain and danger, so illustrious an example; and your 
lord’s beneficence may be still continued by those, who with his fortune inhe- 
rit his virtues. 

“T hope to be forgiven the liberty which I shall take of informing your 
ladyship, that Mr. Mauritius Lowe, a son of your late lord’s father,” had, by 


1 Margaret, the second daughter, and one of the co-heiresses of Arthur Cecil Hamilton, Esq 
She was married in 1741 to Thomas George, the third Baron, and first Viscount, Southwell, 
and lived with him in the most perfect connubial felicity, till September 1780, when Lord 
Southwell died ; a loss which she never ceased to lament till the hour of her own dissolution, 
in her eighty-first year, August 16, 1802. The “ illustrious example of piety and fortitude” 
toe which Dr. Johnson alludes, was the submitting, when past her fiftieth year, to ew, 
extremely painful surgical operation, which she endured with extraordinary firmness ‘ ~<d 
composure, not aliowing herself to be tied to her chair, nor uttering a single moan, ‘Thy 
slight tribute of affection to the memory of these two most amiable and pxgollent persons, 
who were not less distinguished by their piety, beneficence, and unbounded charity, than by 
a suavity of manners which endeared them to all who knew them, it is hoped, will be forgiven 
from one who was honoured by their kindness and friendship from his ehildhapd 2M, 

2 Thomas, the second Lord Southwell, who was born Jan. 7, 1698-9, and died in London, 
Nov. 18, 1766. Johnson was well acquainted with this nobleman, and said, ‘‘he was the 
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tecommendation to your lord, a quarterly allowance of ten pounds, the last 
of which, due July 26, he has not received: he was in hourly hope of his 
remittance, and flattered himself that on October 26, he should have 
received the whole half-year’s bounty, when he was struck with the dreadful 
news of his benefactor’s death. 

“May I presume to hope, that his want, his relation, and his merit, which 
excited his lordship’s charity, will continue to have the same effect upon those 
whom he has left behind; and that, though he has lost one friend, he may not 
yet be destitute. Your ladyship’s charity cannot easily be exerted where it ia 
wanted more; and to a mind like yours, distress is a sufficient recommenda: 
tion. I hope to be allowed the honour of being Madam, &c. 

“Sam. Jounson.”! 


On his birthday, Johnson has this note :—“I am now beginning 
the seventy-second year of my life, with more strength of body and 
greater vigour of mind than I think is common at that age.” But 
still he complains of sleepless nights and idle days, and forgetfulness, 
or neglect of resolutions. He thus pathetically expresses himself :— 
“Surely I shall not spend my whole life with my own total dis- 
approbation.” (Pr. & Med., p. 185.) 

Mr. Macbean, whom I have mentionea more than once, as one of 
Johnson’s humble friends, a deserving but unfortunate man, being 
now oppressed by age and poverty, Johnson solicited the Lord 
Chancellor Thurlow to have him admitted into the Charter-house 
I take the liberty to insert his lordship’s answer, as I am eager to 
embrace every occasion of augmenting the respectable notion which 
should ever be entertained of my illustrious friend :— 


highest bred man, without Insolence, that he was ever in company with.” His younger bro- 
ther, Edmund Southwell, lived in intimacy with Johnson for many years.—0O. 

} Amongst Mr, Lowe’s papers was found, in Dr. Johnson’s handwriting, the following 
draft of a letter which, no doubt, Johnson had sketched for his poor friend, and which 
was probably addressed to the new Lord Southwell. It has been communicated to me by 
Mr. Markland :— 

“My Lorp,—The allowance which you are pleased to make me, I received on the 
by Mr. Puget. Of the joy which it brought your lordship cannot judge, because you canne: 
imagine my distress, It was long since I had known a morning without solicitude for noon 
or lain down at night without foreseeing, with terror, the distresses of the morning. My debe 
Were small, but many ; my creditors weré poor, and therefore troublesome. Of this misery 
your lordship’s bounty has given me an intermission. May your lordship live long to de 
@ach good, and to do for many what you have done for, my lord, your lordship’s, é&c. 


“M, Lown"=(, 
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Lerrer 887. FROM LORD THURLOW. . 
“ Londsn, Oct. 24, 1780. 

“Str,—I have this moment received your letter dated the 19th, and returned 
from Bath. In the beginning of the summer I placed one in the Chartreux, 
without the sanction of a recommendation so distinct and so authoritative as 
yours of Macbean; and I am afraid, that according to the establishment of the 
house, the opportunity of making the charity so good amends will not soon 
recur. But whenever a vacancy shall happen, if you'll favour me with 
notice of it, I will try to recommend him to the place, even though it should 
not be my turn to nominate. I am, Sir, with great regard, your most faithfal 


and obedient servant, 
“ THURLOW.” 


Mr. Macbean was however, on Lord Thurlow’s nomination, 
admitted into the Chartreux in April 1781 ; on which occasion Dr. 
Johnson, with that benevolence by which he was uniformly actuated, 
wrote the following letter, which, for the sake of connexion, may 
properly be introduced here : 


Lerrezr 888, TO THE REV. DR. VYSE. 
At Lambeth. 

“ Bolt Court, April 10, 1781. 
“Rev. Sir,—The bearer is one of my old friends, a man of great learning, 
whom the chancellor has been pleased to nominate to the Chartreux. He 
attends his grace the archbishop, to take the oath required; and being a 
modest scholar, will escape embarrassment, if you are so kind as to introduce 
him, by which you will doa kindness to a man of great merit, and add ano- 

ther to those favours which have already been conferred by you on, Sir, &, 

“ Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Lerrer 889. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. ey 


“ Dear Siz,—I am sorry to write you a letter that will not please you, and 
yet it is at last what I resolve todo. This year must pass without an inter- 
view; the summer has been foolishly lost, like many other of my summers 
and winters. I hardly saw a green field, but staid in town to work, without 
working much. 

“Mr. Thrale’s loss of health has lost him the election ; he is now going to 


1“Mrs. Thrale felt this very acutely. When, after Mr. Thrale’s death, a friend of Mr, 
Henry Thornton, then a candidate for Southwark, canvassed Mrs, Thrale for her interest, she 
replied, “I wish your friend success, and think he will have it :—he may probably come ia 
for two parliaments ; but if he tries fora third, were he an angel from heaven, the pec- 
ple of Southwark would cry, ‘Not this man, but Barabbas.’”—Miss Hawkins’s Mem, 


wel i. p. 66.—O. 
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Brighthelmstone, and expects me to go with him; and how long I shall 
stay, I cannot tell. Ido not much like the place, but yet I shall go and stay 
while my stay is desired. We must, therefore, content ourselves with know- 
ing what we know as well as man can know the mind of man, that we love 
one another, and that we wish each other’s happiness, and that the lapse of a 
year cannot lessen our mutual kindness. 

“T was pleased to be told that I accused Mrs. Boswell unjustly, in supposing 
that she bears me ill-will. I love you so much, that I would be glad to love 
all that love you, and that you love; and I have love very ready for Mrs. Bos- 
well, if she thinks it worthy of acceptance. I hope all the young ladies and 
gentlemen are well. 

“T take a great liking to your brother. He tells me that his father received 
him kindly, but not fondly: however, you seem to have lived well enough at 
Auchinleck, while you staid. Make your father as happy as you can. 

“You lately told me of your health: I can tell you in return, that my 
health has been for more than a year past better than it has been for many 
years before. Perhaps it may please God to give us some time together 
before we are parted. I am, dear Sir, yours, most affectionately, 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


LetrER 390. TO THE REV. DR. VYSE. 
“Deo. 80, 1780. 


“S1r,—I hope you will forgive the liberty I take, in soliciting your inter- 
Position with his grace the archbishop: my first petition was successful, and I 
therefore venture on a second. 

“The matron of the Chartreux is about to resign her place; and Mrs, 
Desmoulins, a daughter of the late Dr. Swinfen, and who was well known to 
your father, is desirous of succeeding her. She has been accustomed by keep- 
ing a boarding-school to the care of children, and I think is very likely to dis- 
charge her duty. She is in great distress, and therefore may probably receive 
the benefit of a charitable foundation. If you wish to see her, she will be 
willing to give an account of herself. 

“\f you shall be pleased, Sir, to mention her favourably to his grace, you 
will do a great act of kindness to, Sir, yours, &. 

“Sam. JOHNSON,” 


Being disappointed in my hopes of meeting Johnson this year, so 
that I could hear none of his admirable sayings, I shall compensate 
for this want by inserting a collection of them, for which I am in- 
debted to my worthy friend Mr. Langton, whose kind communica. 
tions have been separately interwoven in many parts of this work, 


“ 
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Very few articles of this collection were committed to writing by 
himself, he not having that habit ; which he regrets, and which 
those who know the numerous opportunities he had of gathering 
the rich fruits of Johnsonian wit and wisdom, must ever regret. I 
however found, in conversation with him, that a good store of 
JoHNSONIANA Was treasured in his mind; and I compared it to 
Herculaneum, or some old Roman field, which, when dug, fully re- 
wards the laboarer employed. The authenticity of every article ig 
unquestionable. For the expressions, I, who wrote them down in 
his presence, am partly answerable. 


“Theocritus is not deserving of very high respect as a writer; as to the 
pastoral part, Virgil is very evidently superior. He wrote when there had 
been a larger influx of knowledge into the world than when Theocritus lived, 
Theocritus does not abound in description, though living in a beautiful coun- 
try: the manners painted are coarse and gross. Virgil has much more des- 
cription, more sentiment, more of nature, and more of art. Some of the most 
excellent parts of Theocritus are, where Castor and Pollux, going with the 
other Argonauts, land on the Bebrycian coast, and there fall into a dispute 
with Amycus, the king of that country: which is as well conducted as Euripi- 
des could have done it; and the battle is well related. Afterwards they carry 
off 4 woman, whose two brothers come to recover her, and expostulate with 
Castor and Pollux on their injustice ; but they pay no regard to the brothers, 
and a battle ensues, where Castor and his brother are triumphant. Theocri- 
tus seems not to have seen that the brothers have their advantage in their 
argument over his Argonaut heroes. ‘The Sicilian Gossips’ is a piece of 
merit. 

“ Callimachus is a writer of little excellence. The chief thing to be learned 
fom hin is his account of Rites and Mythology; which, though desirable to be 
known for the sake of understanding other parts of ancient authors, is the 
‘east pleasing or valuable part of their writings. 

“Maittaire’s account of the Stephani is a heavy book. He seems to hay 
been a puzzle-headed man, with a large share of scholarship; but with littl 
geometry or logic in his head, without method and possessed of little genius 
He wrote Latin verses from time to time, and published a set in his old age, 
which he called ‘Senilia;’ in which he shows so little learning or taste in 
writing, as to make Carteret a dactyl. In matters of genealogy it is necessary 
to give the bare names as they are; but in poetry, and in prose of any ele- 
gance in the writing, they require to have inflection given to them. His book 
of the Dialects is a sad heap of confusion; the only way to write on them ig 
wo tabulate them with notes, added at the bottom of the page, ond refer. 
ences. 
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“Tt may be questioned, whether there_is not some mistake as to th¢ 
methods of employing the poor, seemingly on a supposition that there is a 
certain portion of work left undone for want of persons to do it; but if that 
is otherwise, and all the materials we have are actually worked up, or all the 
manufactures we can use or dispose of are already executed, then what is 
given to the poor, who are to be set at work, must be taken from some who 
now have it; as time must be taken for learning (according to Sir William 
Petty’s observation), a certain part of those very materials that, as it is, are 
properly worked up; must be spoiled by the unskilfulness of novices. We 
may apply to well-meaning, but misjudging persons in particulars of this 
nature, what Giannone said to a monk, who wanted what he called to convert 
him: ‘Zu sei santo ma tu non sei jilosopho.’ It is an unhappy circumstance 
that one might give away five hundred pounds a year,to those that importune 
in the streets, and not do any good. 

“There is nothing more likely to betray a man into absurdity than conde 
scension, when he seems to suppose his understanding too powerful for hig 
company. 

“Having asked Mr. Langton if his father and mother had sat for their 
pictures, which he thought it right for each generation of a family to do, and 
being told they had opposed it, he said, ‘Sir, among the anfractuosities of the 
human mind, I know not if it may not be one, that there is a superstitious 
reluctance to sit for a picture.’ 

“John Gilbert Cooper related, that soon after the publication of his Dic 
tionary, Garrick being asked by Johnson what people said of it, told him, that 
among other animadversions, it was objected that he cited authorities which 
were beneath the dignity of such a work, and mentioned Richardson. ‘Nay,’ 
said Johnson, ‘I have done worse than that; I have cited thee, David.’ 

“Talking of expense, he observed, with what munificence a great merchant 
will spend his money, both from his having it at command, and from his ene 
larged views by calculation of a good effect upon the whole. ‘ Whereas,’ said 
he, ‘ you will hardly ever find a country gentleman, who is not a good deal die 
concerted at an unexpected occasion for hie being obliged to tay out ten 
pounds,’ 

“When in good humour, he would talt uf his own writings with a wonder- 
ful frankness and candour, and would even. criticise them with the closest 
severity. One day, having read over one of his Ramblers, Mr. Langton asked 
him, how he liked that paper; he shook his head, and answered, ‘ too wordy. 
At another time, when one was reading his tragedy of ‘Irene,’ to a company 
at a house in the country, he left the room; and somebody having asked him 
the reason of this, he replied, ‘Sir, I thought it had been better. 

“Talking of a point of delicate scrupulosity of moral conduct, he said to Mr. 
Langton, ‘ Men of harder minds than ours will do many things from which you 
and I would shrink ; yet, Sir, they will, perhaps, do more good in life than we 
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But let us try to help one another. If there bea wrong twist, it may pe set 
right. It is not probable that two people can be wrong the same way.’ 

“Of the preface to Capel’s Shakspeare, he said, ‘If the man would have 
come to me, I would have endeavoured to “ endow his purposes with words ;” 
for as it is, he doth “ gabble monstrously.” ’! 

“He related that he had once in a dream a contest of wit with some other 
person, and that he was very much mortified by imagining that his opponent 
had the better of him. ‘Now,’ said he, ‘one may mark here the effect of 
sleep in weakening the power of reflection; for had not my judgment failed 
me, I should have seen, that the wit of this supposed antagonist, by whose su- 
periority I felt myself depressed, was as much furnished by me, as that which 
i thought I had been uttering in my own character.’ 

“ One evening in company, an ingenious and learned gentleman read to him 
a letter of compliment which he had received from one of the professors of a 
foreign university. Johnson, in an irritable fit, thinking there was too much 
ostentation, said, ‘I never receive any of these tributes of applause from 
abroad. One instance I recollect of a foreign publication, in which mention is 
made of Pillustre Lockman.’ * 

“Of Sir Joshua Reynolds, he said, ‘Sir, I know no man who has passed 
through life with more observation than Reynolds.’ 

“He repeated to Mr. Langton, with great energy, in the Greek, our Saviour’s 
gracious expression concerning the forgiveness of Mary Magdalene,* 'H rucric, 
ox céowké ce’ ropevov elc elpzynv. ‘Thy faith hath saved thee; go in peace.’ 
(Luke, vii. 50.)* He said, ‘The manner of this dismission is exceedingly 
affecting.’ 

“He thus defined the difference between physical and moral truth: ‘ Physi- 
cal truth is, when you tell a thing as it actually is. Moral truth is, when you 
tell a thing sincerely and precisely as it appears to you. Isay such a one 
walked across the street; if he really did so, I told a physical truth. If I 
thought so, though I should have been mistaken, I told a moral truth.* 

“ Huggins, the translator of Ariosto, and Mr. Thomas Warton, in the early 
part of his literary life, had a dispute concerning that poet, of whom Mr, 
Warton, in his ‘ Observations on Spenser’s Fairy Queen,’ gave some account 
which Huggins attempted to answer with violence, and said, ‘! will militate no 
longer against his nescience.’ Huggins was master of the subject, but wanted 


1‘¢ When thou wouldst gabble like a thing most brutish, I endowed thy purposes with 
words.”— Tempest, act i. sc. 2.—O. 

2 Secretary to the British Herring Fishery, remarkable for an extraordinary number of 
occasional verses, not of eminent merit.—B. He was an indefatigable translator for the book. 
sellers, “‘ having acquired a knowledge of the languages, as Dr. Johnson told Sir J. Hawkins, 
by living at coffee-houses frequented by foreigners. "_O, 

» It does not appear that the woman forgiven was Mary Magdalene.—KEARNEY. 

4 This account of the difference between mvral and physical truth is in Locke’s “ Essay on 


@aman Understanding,” and many other books.~ KmaRnay. 
VOL Iv. 
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expression. Mr. Warton’s knowledge of it was then imperfect, but his mannet 
lively and elegant. Johnson said, ‘It appears to me, that Huggins has ball 
without powder, and Warton powder without ball.’ 

“ Talking of the farce of ‘High Life below Stairs,’ he said, ‘Here is a farce 
which is really very diverting when you see it acted, and yet one may read it 
and not know that one has been reading anything at all.’ 

“He used at one time to go occasionally to the green-room of Drury-lane 
Theatre, where he was much regarded by the players, and was very easy and 
facetious with them. He had a very high opinion of Mrs. Clive’s comic powers, 
and conversed more with her than with any of them. He said, ‘ Clive, Sir, is 
a good thing to sit by; she always understands what you say.’ And she said 
of him, ‘I love to sit by Dr. Johnson; he always entertains me.” One night, 
when ‘The Recruiting Officer’ was acted, he said to Mr. Holland, who had 
been expressing an apprehension that Dr. Johnson would disdain the works of 
Farquhar, ‘ No, Sir, I think Farquhar a man whose writings have consider- 
able merit.’ 

“His friend Garrick was so busy in conducting the drama, that they could 
not have so much intercourse as Mr. Garrrck used to profess an anxious wish 
that there should be.'! There might indeed be something in the contemptuous 
severity as to the merit of acting, which his old preceptor nourished in himself, 
that would mortify Garrick after the great applause which he received from 
the audience. For though Johnson said of him, ‘Sir, a man who has a nation 
to admire him every night may well be expected to be somewhat elated ;? yet 
he would treat theatrical matters with a ludicrous slight. He mentioned one 
evening, ‘I met David coming off the stage, dressed in a woman’s riding-hood, 
when he acted in The Wonder; I came full upon him, and I believe he was not 
pleased.’ 

“Once he asked Tom Davies, whom he saw dressed in a fine suit of clothes, 
‘And what art thou to-night? Tom answered, ‘The Thane of Ross ;’ which 
it will be recollected is a very inconsiderable character. ‘ O, brave!’ said 
Johnson. 

“Of Mr. Longley,? at Rochester, a gentleman of considerable learning, whom 
Dr. Johnson met there, he said, ‘My heart warms towards him. I was sur 
surprised to find in him such a nice acquaintance with the metre in the learned 
anguages ; though I was somewhat mortified that I had it not so much to my- 
self as I should have thought.’ 

“Talking of the minuteness with which people will record the sayings of 
eminent persons, a story was told, that when Pope was on a visit to Spence at 
Oxford, as they looked from the window they saw a gentleman commoner, whe 


‘Tn a Ietter written by Johnson to a friend in Jan. 1742-8, he says, ““T never see 
Garrick.” —M, 

° A barrister—Recorder of Rochester, father of the present Master of Harrow. He dieg 
t» 1822.—0, 
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was just come in from riding, amusing himself with whipping at a post. Pope 
took occasion to say, ‘That young gentleman seems to have little to do.’ Mr, 
Beauclerk observed, ‘Then, to. be sure, Spence turned round and wrote that 
down ;’ and went on to say to Dr. Johnson, ‘ Pope, Sir, would have said the 
same of you, if he had seen you distilling.’ JoHNson. ‘Sir, if Pope had told 
me of my distilling, I would have told him of his grotto.”! 

“He would allow no settled indulgence of idleness upon principle, and 
always repelled every attempt to urge excuses for it. A friend one day sug: 
gested, that it was not wholesome to study soon after dinner. Jonson. ‘ Ah, 
Sir, don’t give way to such a fancy. At onetime of my life I had taken it inte 
my head that it was not wholesome to study between breakfast and din 
ner. 

“Mr. Beauclerk one day repeated to Dr. Johnson Pope’s lines, 


‘Let modest Foster, if he will, excel 
Ten metropolitans in preaching well ;? 


then asked the doctor, ‘ Why did Pope say this?” Jounson. ‘Sir he hoped it 
would vex somebody,’? 

“Dr. Goldsmith, upon occasion of Mrs. Lennox’s bringing out a play,* said 
to Dr. Johnson at the club, that a person had advised him to go and hiss it, 
because she had attacked Shakspeare in her book called ‘“Shakspeare Illus- 
trated.’ Jounson. ‘And did not you tell him that he was a rascal?’ Go.p- 
smitH. ‘No Sir, I did not. Perhaps he might not mean what he said.’ Joun- 
son. ‘ Nay, Sir, if he lied, it is a different thing.’ Colman slily said (but it is 
believed Dr. Johnson did not hear him), ‘Then the proper expression should 
have been,—Sir, if you don’t lie, you’re a rascal.’ 

‘“‘ His affection for Topham Beauclerk was so great, that when Beauclerk 
was labouring under that severe illness which at last occasioned his death, 


1 This would have been a very inadequate retort, for Johnson’s chemistry was a mere pase 
‘time, while Pope’s grotto was, although ornamented, a useful, and even necessary work, 
Johnson has explained his views of this point very copiously in his Life of Pope: where he says, 
“that being under the necessity of making a subterraneous passage to a garden on the other 
side of the road, Pope adorned it with fossil bodies, and dignified it with the title of a grotto—a 
p.ace of silence and retreat from which he endeavoured to persuade his friends and himself 
inat care and passions could be excluded. A grotto is not often the wish or pleasure of an 
Englishman, who has more frequent need to solicit than to exclude the sun ; Put Pope’s exca- 
vation was requisite as an entrance to his garden; and as some men try to be proud of their 
defects, he extracted an ornament from an inconvenience, and vanity produced a grotto 
where necessity enforced a passage.” —C, 

2 Dr, James Foster was an eminent preacher among the dissenters: and Pope professes te 
prefer his merit in so humble a station to the more splendid ministry of the metropolitans. 
Pope’s object certainly was to vex the clergy ; but Mr. Beauclerk probably meant to ask— 
shat is by no means so clear—how these two lines bear on the general design and argu- 
g@ent,—O. 

3 Probably ‘* The Sisters,” a comedy performed one night only, at Oovent Garden, in 1768 
?r. Goldsmith wrote an excellent epilogue to it.—M, 
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Johnson said (with a voice faltering with emotion), ‘Sir, I would walk 9 the 
extent of the diameter of the earth to save Beauclerk.’ ; 

“ One night at the club he produced a translation of an epitaph which Lord 
Elibank had written in English for his lady, and requested of Johnson to turn 
it into Latin for him.’ Having read Domina de North et Gray,* he said to 
Dyer, ‘ You see, Sir, what barbarisms we are compelled to make use of, when 
modern titles are to be specifically mentioned in Latin inscriptions.’ When 
he had read it once aloud, and there had been a general approbation expressed 
by the company, he addressed himself to Mr. Dyer in particular, and said, ‘ Sir, 
I beg to have your judgment, for I know your nicety. Dyerthen very properly 
desired to read it over again; which having done, he pointed out an incon: 
gruity in one of the sentences. Johnson immediately assented to the obsere 
vation, and said, ‘Sir, this is owing to an alteration of a part of the sentence 
from the form in which I had first written it; and I believe, Sir, you may 
have remarked, that the making a partial change, without a due regard to 
the general structure of the sentence, is a very frequent cause of error in 
composition.’ 

“Johnson was well acquainted with Mr. Dossie, author of a Treatise on 
Agriculture ;? and said of him, ‘Sir, of the objects which the Society of Arts 
have chiefly in view, the chymical effects of bodies operating upon other 
bodies, he knows more than almost any man.’ Johnson in order to give Mr. 
Dossie his vote to be a member of this society, paid up an arrear which had 
run on for two years. On this occasion he mentioned a circumstance, as 
characteristic of the Scotch. ‘One of that nation,’ said he, ‘who had been a 
candidate, against whom I had voted, came up to me with a civil salutation. 
Now, Sir, this is their way. An Englishman would have stomached it and been 
sulky, and never have taken further notice of you; but a Scotchman, Sir, 
though you vote nineteen times against him, will accost you with equal com- 
plaisance after each time, and the twentieth time, Sir, he will get your vote.’ 

“Talking on the subject of toleration, one day when some friends were 
with him in his study, he made his usual remark, that the state has a right to 
regulate the religion of the people, who are the children of the state. A 
clergyman having readily acquiesced in this, Johnson, who loved discussion, 
observed, ‘But, Sir, you must go round to other states than our own. You 
do not know what a Bramin has to say for himself.® In short, Sir, Ihave got 


1 Lord Elibank married a Dutch lady, Maria Margaret de Yonge, the widow of Lord North 
and Gray. Mr. Langton mistook the phrase, which is, in the epitaph, applied to the husband, 
Domino North et Gray, and not to the lady, Domina de North et Gray.—O, 

* Dossie also published, in two vols. 8vo., what was then a very useful work, entitled 
“The Handmaid to the Arts,” dedicated to the Society for the Encouragement of Arts, 
&c.— HA... 

* Here Lord Macartney remarks, “A Bramin, or any caste of the Hindoos, will neithes 
admit you to be of their religion, nor be converted to yours :—a thing which struck the Pos 
tuguese with the greatest astonishment when they first discovered the Bast Indies,” 


\ 
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no further than this: every man has a right to utter what he thinks truth, and 
every other man has a right to knock him down for it. Martyrdom is the 
test.’ 

“ A man, he observed, should begin to write soon; for, if he waits till hin 
judgment is matured, his inability, through want of practice, to express his con- 
ceptions, will make the disproportion so great between what he sees, and 
what he can attain, that he will probably be discouraged from writing at all. 
As a proof of the justness of this remark, we may instance what is related of 
the great Lord Granville ;! that after he had written his letter giving an 
account of the battle of Dettingen, he said, ‘Here is a letter, expressed in 
terms not good enough for a tallow chandler to have used.’ 

“Talking of a court-martial that was sitting upon a very momentous public 
occasion, he expressed much doubt of an enlightened decision; and said, that 
perhaps there was not a member of it, who, in the whole course of his life, 
had ever spent an hour by himself in balancing probabilities.” 

“Goldsmith one day brought to the club a printed ode, which he, with 
others, had been hearing read by its author in a public room, at the rate of 
five shillings each for admission. One of the company having read it aloud, Dr. 
Johnson said, ‘ Bolder words and more timorous meaning, I think, never were 
brought together.’ 

“Talking of Gray’s Odes, he said, ‘ They are forced plants, raised in a hot- 
bed ; and they are poor plants: they are but cucumbers after all.’ A gentleman 
present, who had been running down ode-writing in general, as a bad species 
of poetry, unluckily said, ‘Had they been literally cucumbers, they had been 
better things than odes.’ ‘ Yes, Sir,’ said Johnson, ‘ for a hog.’ 

“ His distinction of the different deyrees of attainment of learning was thus 
marked upon two occasions. Of Queen Elizabeth he said ‘She had learning 
enough to have given dignity to a bishop;’ and of Mr. Thomas Davies he said, 
‘Sir, Davies has learning enough to give credit to a clergyman.’ 

“ He used to quote, with great warmth, the saying of Aristotle recorded by 
Diogenes Laertius; that there was the same difference between one learned and 
unlearned, as between the living and the dead. 

“Tt is very remarkable, that he retained in his memory very slight and 
trivial, as well as important things. As an instance of this, it seems that an 
inferior domestic of the Duke of Leeds had attempted to celebrate his Grace’s 
marriage in such homely rhymes as he could make; and this curious composi 
tion having been sung to Dr. Johnson, he got it by heart, and used to repeat 
it in a very pleasant manner. Two of the stanzas were these :— 


‘When the Duke of Leeds shall married be. 
To a fine young lady of high quality, 


2 John, the first Earl Granville, who died January 2, 1763.—M. 
2 As Mr. Langton’s anecdotes are not dated, it isnot easy to determine what court-martial ttus 
was; prebably—as Sir James Mackintosh suggests—Admiral Keppel’s in 1780.—C. 
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How happy will that gentlewoman be 
In his Grace of Leeds’s good company 


‘She shall have all that’s fine and fair, 

And the best of silk and satin shall wearg; ¢ 
And ride in a coach to take the air. 

And have a house in St. James’s square.’ 2 


To hear a man of the weight and dignity of Johnson repeating such humble 
attempts at poetry had a very amusing effect. He, however, seriously observed 
of the last stanza vepeated by him, that it nearly comprised all the advantages 
that wealth can give. 

“An eminent foreigner, when he was shown the British Museum, was very 
troublesome with many absurd inquiries. ‘Now there, Sir,’ said he, ‘is the 
difference between an Englishman and a Frenchman. A Frenchman must be 
always talking, whether he knows anything of the matter or not; an English- — 
man is content to say nothing, when he has nothing to say.’ 

“His unjust contempt for foreigners was, indeed, extreme. One evening at 
Old Slaughter’s Coffee-house, when a number of them were talking loud about 
little matters, he said, ‘ Does not this confirm old Meynell’s observation, For 
anything I see, foreigners are fools ? 

“He said that once, when he had a violent toothach, a Frenchman accosted 
him thus: Ah, monsieur vous étudiez trop. 

“Having spent an evening at Mr. Langton’s with the Reverend Dr. Parr, he 
was much pleased with the conversation of that learned gentleman; and, after 
he was gone, said to Mr. Langton, ‘Sir, I am obliged to you for having asked 
me this evening. Parr is a fair man.? I do not know when I have had an 


1 The correspondent of the Gentleman’s Magazine who subscribes himself Sciolus furnishes 
the following supplement: “ A lady of my acquaintance remembers to have heard her uncle 
sing those homely stanzas more than forty-five years ago. He repeated the second thus :~— 


“She shall breed young lords and ladies fair, 
And ride abroad in a coach and three pair, 
And the best, &c. 

And have a house,” &c. 


And remembered a third, which seems to have been the introductory one, and is believed to 
have been the only remaining one :— 


““ When the Duke of Leeds shall have made his choice 
Of a charming young lady that’s beautiful and wise, 
She'll be the happiest young gentlewoman under the skies, 
As long as the sun and moon shall rise, 
And how happy shall,” &c. 


it is with pleasure 1 add that this stanza could never be more truly applied than at this pre- 
sent time [1792].—B. The Duke and Duchess of Leeds, to whom Mr, Boswell alludes in the 
latter part of this note, were Francis the fifth duke, who died in 1799, and his second wife 
Catherine Anguish, who still survives.—O. 

? When the corporation of Norwich applied to Johnson to point out to then a propex mas- 


ter for their grammar-school, he recommended Ds Parr, on his ceasing to be usher to Sune 
ner at Harrow.-—Burney. 
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@ccasion of such free controversy. It is remarkable how much of a man’s 
- saad pass without meeting with any instance of this kind of open discus- 
mn. 

“We may fairly institute a criticism between Shakspeare and Corneille, as 
they both had, though in a different degree, the lights of a latter age. It is not 
80 just between the Greek dramatic writers and Shakspeare. It may be applied 
to what is said by one of the remarkers on Shakspeare, that though Darius’s 
shade had prescience, it does not necessarily follow that he had all past particu- 
lars revealed to him. 

‘“‘ Spanish plays, being wildly and improbably farcical, would please childre 
here, as children are entertained with stories full of prodigies ; their experienc: 
not being sufficient to cause them to be so readily startled at deviations fron 
the natural course 01 hfe. The machinery of the pagans is uninteresting to us. 
When a goddess appears 1n Homer or Virgil we grow weary; still more so in 
the Grecian tragedies, as in that kind of composition a nearer approach to 
nature is intended. Yet there are good reasons for reading romances; as 
the fertility of invention, the beauty of style and expression, the curiosity of 
seeing with what kind of performanves the age and country in which they 
were written was delighted: for it is to be apprehended, that at the time when 
very wild improbable tales were well received, the people were in a barbarous 
state, and so on the footing of children, as has been explained. 

“Tt is evident enough that no one who writes now can use the pagan 
deities and mythology ; the only, machinery, therefore, seems that of minister- 
ing spirits, the ghosts of the departed, witches and fairies ; though these latter, 
as the vulgar superstition concerning them (which, while in its force, infected 
at least the imagination of those that had more advantage in education, though 
their reason set them free from it) is every day wearing out, seem likely to be 
of little further assistance in the machinery of poetry. As I recollect, Ham- 
mond introduces a hag or witch into one of his love-elegies, where the effect is 
unmeaning and disgusting.’ 
~ “The man who uses his talent of ridicule in creating or grossly exaggerating 
the instances he gives, who imputes absurdities that did not happen, or when 
a man was a little ridiculous, describes him as having been very much so 
abuses his talents greatl, The great use of delineating absurdities is, tha 
we may know how far humaa folly can go: the account therefore, ought ot 
absolute necessity to be faithful. A certain character (naming the person), as 
to the general cast of it, is well described by Garrick ; but a great deal of the 
phraseology he uses in it is quite his own, particularly in the proverbial compari- 

gons, ‘ obstinate as a pig,’ &c.: but I don’t know whether it might not be true 
of Lord —_——., that from a too great eagerness of praise and popularity, and 


- Not more go than the rest of the elegy (the fifth), which is certainly, in every point of 
view, the worst of all Hammond’s productions. Johnson exposes the absurdity of modern 
mytholsgy very forcibly in his Life of Hammond.—O, 

2 Perhaps Lord Corke.—O, 
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a politeness carried to a ridiculous excess, he was likely, after asserting a thing 
in general, to give it up again in parts. For instance, if he had said Reynolds 
was the first of painters, he was capable enough of giving up, as objections 
might happen to be severally made, first his outline,—then the grace in form,— 
then the colouring, and lastly, to have owned that he was such a mannerist, 
that the disposition ‘of his pictures was all alike. 

“For hospitality, as formerly practised, there is no longer the same reason. 
Heretofore the poorer people were more numerous, and from want of com- 
merce, their means of getting a livelihood more difficult; therefore the sup- 
porting them was an act of great benevolence: now that the poor can find 
maintenance for themselves, and their labour is wanted, a general undiscern- 
ing hospitality tends to ill, by withdrawing them from their work to idleness 
and drunkenness. Then, formerly rents were received in kind, so that there 
was a great abundance of provisions in possession of the owners of the lands, 
which, since the plenty of money afforded by commerce, is no longer the 
case. 

“Hospitality to strangers and foreigners in our country is now almost at an 
end; since, from the increase of them that come to us, there have been a suf- 
ficient number of people that have found an interest in providing inns and 
proper accommodations, which is in general a more expedient method for the 
entertainment of travellers. Where the travellers and strangers are few, more 
of that hospitality subsists, as it has not been worth while to provide places of 
accommodation. In Ireland, there is still hospitality to strangers in some 
degree ; in Hungary and Poland, probably more. 

“Colman, in a note on his translation of Terence, talking of Shakspeare’s 
learning, asks, ‘What says Farmer to this? What says Johnson? Upon 
this he observed, ‘Sir, let Farmer answer for himself; J never engaged in this 
controversy, I always said Shakspeare had Latin enough to grammaticise 
his English.’ 

““A clergyman, whom he characterised as one who loved to say little oddi 
ties, was affecting one day, at a bishop’s table, a sort of sliness and freedom 
not in character, and repeated, as if part of ‘The Old Man Wish,’ a song by 
Dr. Walter Pope, a verse bordering on licentiousness. Johnson rebuked him 
in the finest manner, by first showing him that he did not know the passage he 
was aiming at, and thus humbling him: ‘Sir, that is not the song: it is thus.’ 
And he gave it rght. Then, looking steadfastly on him, ‘Sir, there is a part 
of that song which I should wish to exemplify in my own life :— 


“May I govern my passions with absolute Sway |”? 


“ Being asked if Barnes knew a good deal of Greek, he answered, ‘I doubt, 
Sir, he was unoculus inter cecos.’? 


4} Johnson, in his Life of Milton, after mentioning that great poet’s extraordinary fancy, 
that the world was in its decay, and that his sock was to be written in an age too late fa) 
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“ He used frequently to observe, that men might be very eminent in a pro- 
fession, without our perceiving any particular power of mind in them in conver 
Sation. ‘It seems sirange,’ said he, ‘ that a man should see so far to the right, 
who sees so short a way to the left. Burke is the only man whose common 
conversation corresponds with the general fame which he has in the world, 
Take up whatever topic you please, he is ready to meet you.” 

“A gentleman, by no means deficient in literature, having discovered less 
acquaintance with one of the classics than Johnson expected, when the gentle 
man left the room, he observed, ‘You see, now, how little anybody reads, 
Mr. Langton happening to mention his having read a good deal in Clenardus’s 
Greek Grammar,! ‘ Why, Sir,’ said he, ‘who is there in this town who knows 
anything of Clenardus but you and 1?* And upon Mr. Langton’s mentioning 
that he had taken the pains to learn by heart the Epistle of St. Basil, which 
is given in that grammar as a praxis, ‘Sir,’ said he, ‘I never made such an 
effort to attain Greek.’ 

“Of Dodsley’s ‘Public Virtue, a poem,’ he said ‘It was fine blank’ (mean- 
ing to express his usual contempt for blank verse): however, this miserable 
poem did not sell, and my poor friend Doddy said Public Virtue was nota sub- 
ject to interest the age. 

“Mr. Langton, when a very young man, read Dodsley’s ‘Cleone, a Tragedy,” 
to him, not aware of his extreme impetience ‘o be read to. As it went on, he 
turned his face to the back of his chai, ad pus himself into various attitudes, 
which marked his uneasiness. At the end of an act, however, he seid, ‘Come, 
let’s have some more; let’s go into the slaughter-house again, Lanky. But I 
am afraid there is more blood than brains.’ Yet he afterwards said, ‘ When I 
heard you read it, I thought higher of its power of language; when I read it 
myself, I was more sensible of its pathetic effect; and then he paid it a compli- 
ment which many will think very extravagant. ‘Sir,’ said he, ‘if Otway had 
written this play, no other of his pieces would have been remembered.’ Dods 
ley himself, upon this being repeated to him, said, ‘It was too much.’ It must 
be remembered, that Johnson always appeared not to be sufficiently sensible of 
the merit of Otway.* 


beroic poesy, thus concludes : “‘ However inferior to the heroes who were born in better ages, 
be might still be great among his contemporaries, with the hope of growing every day greater * 
in the dwindle of posterity; he might still be a giant among the pigmies, the one-eyed 
evonarch of the blind.” —J. Boswk1, Jun, 

1 Nicholas Clenard, who was born in Brabant, and died at Grenada in 1542, was a great 
traveller and linguist. Besides his Greek Grammar (of which an improved edition was pub 
lished by Vossius at Amsterdam in 1626), he wrote a Hebrew Grammar, and an account of his 
travels in various countries, in Latin (EpistoLarom Lipari Dvo, 8vo. 1556)—a very rare work, 
of which there is a copy in the Bodleian Library. His Latin (says the author of Novvzav 
DioTionNarre Hisroriqvs, 1789) would have been more pure, if he had not known so many 
fanguages.—M. 

2 Mr. Langton, as has been already observed, was very studious of Greek literature.—O. 

* Thia assertion concerning Johnson’s insensibility to the pathetic powers of Otway is tee 
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““*Snatches of reading,’ said he, ‘will not make a Bentley or a Clarke. 
They are, however, in a certain degree advantageous. I would put a child into 
& library (where no unfit books are), and let him read at his choice. A child 
should not be discouraged from reading anything that he takes a liking to, 
from a notion that it is above his reach. If that be the case, the child will soon 
find it out and desist; if not, he of course gains the instruction; which is so 
much the more likely to come, from the inclination with which he takes up the 
study.’ ‘ 

% Though he used to censure carelessness with great vehemence, he owned, 
that he once, to avoid the trouble of locking up five guineas, hid them, he for- 
got where, so that he could not find them. 

““A gentleman, who introduced his brother to Dr. Johnson was earnest to 
recommend him to the doctor’s notice, which he did by saying, ‘ When we 
have sat together some time, you'll find my brother grow very entertaining.’ 
‘Sir,’ said Johnson, ‘I can wait.’ 

“When the rumor was strong that we should have a war, because the French 
would assist the Americans, he rebuked a friend with some asperity for sup- 
posing it, saying, ‘ No, Sir, national faith is not yet sunk so low.’ 

“Tn the latter part of his life, in order to satisfy himself whether his mental 
faculties were impaired, he resolved that he would try to learn a new language 
and fixed upon the Low Dutch for that purpose, and this he continued till he 
had read about one half of ‘Thomas a Kempis;’ and, finding that there 
appeared no abatement of his power of acquisition, he then desisted, as think- 
ing the experiment had been duly tried. Mr. Burke justly observed, that this 
was not the most vigorous trial, Low Dutch being a language so near to our 
own: had it been one of the languages entirely different, he might have been 
very soon satisfied. 

“Mr. Langton and he having gone to see a freemason’s funeral procession 
when they were at Rochester, and some solemn music being played on French- 
horns, he said, ‘This is the first time that I have ever been affected by musical 
sounds; adding, ‘that the impression made upon him was of a melancholy 
kind.” Mr, Langton saying, that this effect was a fine one,—JouNson. ‘Yes, 
if it softens the mind so as to prepare it for the reception of salutary feelings, 
it may be good: but inasmuch as it is melancholy per se, it is bad.’? 

“Goldsmith had long a visionary project, that some time or other, when his 
circumstances should be easier, he would go to Aleppo, in order to acquire a 
knowledge, as far as might be, of any arts peculiar to the East, and introduce 
them into Britain. When this was talked of in Dr. Johnson’s company, he said, 


round. I once asked him, whether he did not think Otway frequently tender; when he 
answered, ‘ Sir, he is all tenderness,”—BuRNEY. 

1 The French-horn, however, is so far from being melancholy per se, that when the 
Strain is light, and in the field, there is nothing so cheerful! It was the funeral occa- 


sion, and probably the solemnity of the strain, that produced the plaintive effect here mes 
tloned.—Burnzr. 
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‘Of all men Goldsmith is the most unfit to go out upon such an inquiry; for 
he is utterly ignorant of such arts as we already possess, and consequently 
could not know what would be accessions to our present stock of mechanical 
knowledge. Sir, he would bring home a grinding barrow, which you see in 
every street in London, and think that he had furnished a wonderful improve- 
ment.’ 

““* Greek, Sir,’ said he, ‘is like lace; every man gets as much of it as he 
ean.’? 

“When Lord Charles Hay, after his return from America, was preparing his 
defence to be offered to the court-martial which he had demanded, having 
heard Mr. Langton as high in expressions of admiration of Johnson as he 
usually was, he requested that Dr. Johnson might be introduced to him; and 
Mr. Langton having mentioned it to Johnson, he very kindly and readily 
agreed; and, being presented by Mr. Langton to his lordship, while under 
arrest, he saw him several times; upon one of which occasions Lord Charles 
read to him what he had prepared, which Johnson signified his approbation of, 
saying, ‘It is avery good soldierly defence.’ Johnson said that he had advised 
his lordship, that as it was in vain to contend with those who were in possession 
of power, if they would offer him the rank of lieutenant-general, and a govern- 
ment, it would be better judged to desist from urging his complaints. It is 
well known that his lordship died before the sentence was made known. 

“ Johnson one day gave high praise to Dr. Bentley’s verses in Dodsley’s 
Collection, which he recited with his usual energy. Dr. Adam Smith, who waa 
present, observed, in his decisive professorial manner, ‘ Very well,—very well.’ 
Johnson, however, added, ‘ Yes, they are very well, Sir; but you may observe 
in what manner they are well. They are the forcible verses of a man of a 


1 It should be remembered, that this was said twenty-five or thirty years ago, when lace 
was very generally worn.—M. 

2 Dr. Johnson, in his Life of Cowley, says, that these are “‘the only English verses which 
Bentley is known to have written.” I shall here insert them, and hope my réiders will apply 


nem. 
Who strives to mount Parnassus’ hill, 


And thence poetic laurels bring, 
Must first acquire due force and skill, 
Must fly with swan’s or eagle’s wing. 


“Who Nature’s treasures would explore, 
Her mysteries and arcana know, 
‘ Must high as lofty Newton soar, 
Must stoop as delving Woodward low. 


“ Who studies ancient laws and rites, 
Tongues, arts, and arms, and history, 
Must drudge, like Selden, days and nights, 
And in the endless labour die. 


“ Who travels in religious jars, 
(Truth mix’d with error, shades with rays,) 
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strong mind, but not accustomed to write verse; for there is sou e uncouthness 
in the expression.’ ! 

“ Drinking tea one day at Garrick’s with Mr. Langton, he was questioned if 
he was not somewhat of a heretic as to Shakspeare. Said Garrick, “I doubt 
he is a little of an infidel.” ‘Sir,’ said Johnson, ‘I will stand by the lines I 
have written on Shakspeare in my prologue at the opening of your theatre.’ 
Mr. Langton suggested, that in the line, — 


‘ And panting Time toil’d after him in vain,’ 


Johnson might have had in his eye the passage in the ‘Tempest,’ where Pros 
pero says of Miranda, — 


She will outstrip all praise, 
And make it halt behind her.’ 


Johnson said nothing. Garrick then ventured to observe, ‘I do not think 


Like Whiston, wanting pyx or stars, 
In ocean wide or sinks or strays. 


“But grant our hero’s hope long toll 
And comprehensive genius crown, 
All sciences, all arts his spoil, 
Yet what reward, or what renown? 


“Envy, innate in vulgar souls, 
Envy steps in and stops his rise; 
Envy with poison’d tarnish fouls 
His lustre, and his worth decries, 


“ He lives inglorious or in want, 
To college and old books confin’d; 
Instead of learn’d, he’s called pedant: 
Dunces advance, he’s left behind: 
Yet left content, a genuine stoic he, 
Great without patron, rich without South Sea."—B, 


A different, ahd Probably a more accurate, copy of these spirited verses is to be found in 
“The Grove, or a Collection of Original Poems and Translations,” &c. 1721. In this miscek 


Jany the last stanza, which in Dodsley’s copy is unquestionably uncouth, is thus exht- 
bited ;— 


“ Inglorious or by wants enthrall’d, 
To college and old books confined, 
A pedant from his learning calla, 
Dunces advanced, he’s left behind.”—J. Boswziu, Jun. 


' The difference between Johnson and Smith is apparent even in this slight instance, Smith 
was a man of extraordinary application, and had his mind crowded with all manner of sub- 
jects ; but the force, acuteness, and vivacity of Johnson were not to be found there. He hac 
book-making so much in his thoughts, and was so chary of what might be turned to account 
in that way, that he once said to Sir Joshua Reynolds, that he made it a rule, when in com: 
Bany, never to talk of what he understood. Beauclerk had for a short time a pretty high 
opinion of Smith’s conversation. Garrick, after listening to him for a while, as to one of whom 


his expectations had been raised, turned slily to a friend, and whispered him, “ What say you 
to Whis?—ehf Flabby, I think.” 
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that the happiest line in the praise of Shakspeare.’ Johnson exclaimed (smil- 
ing), ‘ Prosaical rogues! next time I write, I'll make both time and space- 
pant.’ ? 

“It is well known that there was formerly a rude custom for those who 
were sailing upon the Thames to accost each other as they passed in the most 
abusive language they could invent; generally, however, with as much 
satirical humour as they were capable of producing. Addison gives a specimen 
of this ribaldry in Number 338 of the ‘ Spectator,’ when Sir Roger de Coverly 
and he are going to Spring-garden.? Johnson was once eminently successful 
in this species of contest. A fellow having attacked him with some coarse 
raillery, Johnson answered him thus, ‘Sir, your wife, under pretence of keep- 
ing a bawdy-house, is a receiver of stolen goods.’ One evening when he and 
Mr. Burke and Mr. Langton were in company together, and the admirable 
scolding of Timon of Athens was mentioned, this instance of Johnson’s was 
quoted, and thought to have at least equal excellence. 

“As Johnson always allowed the extraordinary talents of Mr. Burke, so Mr. 
Burke was fully sensible of the wonderful powers of Johnson. Mr. Langton 
recollects having passed an evening with both of them, when Mr. Burke 
repeatedly entered upon topics which it was evident he would have illustrated 
with extensive knowledge and richness of expression; but Johnson always 
seized upon the conversation, in which, however, he acquitted himself in a 
most masterly manner. As Mr. Burke and Mr. Langton were walking home, 
Mr. Burke observed that Johnson had been very great that night: Mr. Lang- 
ton joined in this, but added, he could have wished to hear more from 
another person (plainly intimating that he meant Mr. Burke). ‘0, no,” said 
Mr. Burke, ‘it is enough for me to have rung the bell to him.’ 

“Beauclerk having observed to him of one of their friends, that he was 
awkward at counting money; ‘ Why, Sir,’ said Johnson, ‘I am likewise awk- 
ward at counting money. But then, Sir, the reason is plain; I have had very 
little money to count.’ 

‘““Me had an abhorrence of affectation. Talking of old Mr. Langton, of 


\ Tam sorry to see in the “ Transactions of the Royal Society of Edinburgh,” Vol. II. ‘An 
Essay on the Character of Hamlet,” written, I should suppose, by a very young man, though 
called “* Reverend,” who speaks with presumptuous petulance of the first literary character 
of his age. Amidst a cloudy confusion of words (which hath of late too often passed in Scot 
lan¢ for metaphysics), he thus ventures to criticise one of the noblest lines in our language: 
*Dr. Johnson has remarked, that ‘ Time toiled after him in vain.’ But I should apprehend, 
that this is entirely to mistake the character. Time toils after every great man, as well a8 
after Shakspeare. The workings of an ordinary mind keep pace, indeed, with time; they 
move no faster; they have their beginning, their middle, and their end; but superiox 
natures can reduce these into a point, They do not, indeed, swppress them; but they swe 
wend, or they lock them up in the breast.” The learned society, under whose sanction such 
gabble is ushered into the world, would do well to offer a premium to any one who will die 
cover its meaning. 

2 Vauxhall —O. 
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whom he said, ‘Sir, you will seldom see such a ger#leman, such are his stores 
of literature, such his knowledge in divinity, and such his exemplary life ;* 
he added, ‘and Sir, he has no grimace, no gesticulation, no bursts of adm 
ration on trivial occasions: he never embraces you with an overacted cordi- 
ality.’ 

“Being in company with a gentleman who thought fit to maintain Dr. 
Berkeley’s ingenious philosophy, that nothing exists but as perceived by 
some mind; when the gentleman was going away, Johnson said to him, 
‘Pray, Sir, don’t leave us; for we may perhaps forget to think of you, and 
then you will cease to exist.’ 

“Goldsmith, upon being visited by Johnson one day in the Temple, said 
to him with a little jealousy of the appearance of his accommodation, ‘I ;shall 
soon be in better chambers than these.’ Johnson at the same time checked 
him, and paid him a handsome compliment, implying that a man of his talents 
should be above attention to such distinctions— Nay, Sir, never mind that: 
Nil te quesiveris extra.’ 

‘“‘At the time when his pension was granted to him, he said, with a noble 
literary ambition, ‘Had this happened twenty years ago, I should have gone 
to Constantinople to learn Arabick, as Pococke did.’ 

“As an instance of the niceness of his taste, though he praised West’s 
translation of Pindar, he pointed out the following passages as faulty, by 
expressing a circumstance so minute as to detract from the general dignity 
which should prevail :— 


‘Down then from thy glittering nage 
Take, O Muse, thy Dorian lyre.’ 


“When Mr. Vesey? was proposed as a member of the Literary Club, Mr. 
Burke began by saying that he was a man of gentle manners. ‘ Sir,’ said 
gohnson, ‘you need say no more. When you have said a man of gentle 
manners, you have said enough.’ 

“The late Mr. Fitzherbert told Mr. Langton that Johnson said to him, 

Sir, a man has no more right to say an uncivil thing than to act one; no 
more right to say a rude thing to another than to knock him down.’ 

“ “My dear friend, Dr. Bathurst,’ said he, with a warmth of appru bation, 
‘declared he was glad that his father, who was a West India planter, had left 
his affairs in total ruin, because, having no estate, he was not under the 
temptation of having slaves,’ 

“ Richardson had little conversation, except about his own works, of which 
Sir Joshua Reynolds said he was always willing to talk, and glad to have them 
introduced. Johnson, when he carried Mr. Langton to see him, professed 
that he could bring him out into conversation, and used the allusive expres- 


' The Right Hon. Agmondesham Vesey was elected a member of the Literary Otab ix 1778, 
sad died August 11th, 1786,—M, 
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sion, ‘Sir. I can make him rear.’ But he failed; for in that interview Richard- 
sen said little eice than that there lay in the room a translation of his Clarisss 
into German. 

*-Qace when somebody produced a newspaper in which there was a letter 
of stuprd abuse of Sir Joshua Reynolds, of which Johnson himself came in for 
& share, ‘1 ray,’ said he, ‘let us have it read aloud from beginning to end; 
whicn being dove, he, with a ludicrous earnestness, and not directing his look 
eo any particular purson, called ont, ‘ Are we alive after all this satire?” 

“He had a atroag prejydice against the political character of Secker, one 
mstance of whch appeared et Oxford, where he expressed great dissatisfac- 
tion at his varying the old-es‘ablished toast, ‘Church and king.’ ‘The Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury,’ said he, with an affected, smooth, smiling grimace, 
‘drinks, “ Constitution in Church and state,”’ Being asked what difference 
there was between the iwo toasts, he said, ‘‘ Why, Sir, you may be sure he 
meant something.’ Yet, when ‘he hie of that prelate, prefixed to his sermons 
by Dr. Porteus and Dr. Stinton, b's chaplains, first came out, he read it with 
the utmost avidity, and said, “Iv is « life well written, and that well deserves 
to be recorded.’ 

“Of a certain noble lord, he said, ‘Respect bim you could not; for he had 
no mind of his own. Love him you evuld rot; for that which you could do 
with him every one else could.’ 

“Of Dr. Goldsmith he said, ‘No maa was more foolish when he had not a 
pen in his hand, or more wise when he het” 

“He told in his lively manner the follewing literary anecdote: ‘Green 
and Guthrie, an Irishman and a Scotchman, undertook a translation of Du- 
halde’s History of China. Green said of Guvhiie, that he knew no English, 
and Guthrie of Green, that he knew no French, and these two undertook to 
translate Duhalde’s History of China. In this translation there was found, 
‘the twenty-sixth day of the new moon.’ Now, as the whole age of the moon 
is but but twenty-eight days, the moon, instead of being new, was nearly as 
old as it could be. The blunder arose from their mistaking the word neuv2eme, 
ninth, for nowvelle, or newve, new.’ 

“Talking of Dr. Blagden’s ? copiousness and precision of communicat.on, Dr. 
Johnson said, ‘ Blagden, Sir, is a delightful fellow.’ 

“On occasion of Dr. Johnson’s publishing his pamphlet of ‘ The False Alarm,’ 
there came out a very angry answer (by many supposed to be by Mr. Wilkes). 
Dr. Johnson determined on not answering it; but, in conversation with Mr 
Langton, mentioned a particular or two, which, if he had replied to it, he 
might perhaps have inserted. In the answerer’s pamphlet, it had been said 
with solemnity, ‘ Do you consider, Sir, that a house of commons is to the peo- 


1 Afterwards Sir Charles Blagden. Hannah More’s account of him is, “‘ Doctor Blagden ts 
Secretary to the Roya! Society, so modest, so sensible, and so knowing, that he exemplifies 
Pope’s line, ‘ Willing to teach, and yet not proud to know.”—Jé/z, Vol. Il, p. 98.—0. 
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ple as a creature is to its Creator? ‘To this question,’ said Dr. Johnson, ‘1 
could have replied, that, in the first place, the idea of a Creator must be such 
as that he has a power to unmake or annihilate his creature. Then it cannot 
be conceived that a creature can make laws for his Creator.’ ! 

““Depend upon it,’ said he, ‘ that if a man talks of his misfortunes, there is 
something in them that is not disagreeable to him; for where there is nothing 
but pure misery, there never is any recourse to the mention of it,’ 

“*A man must be a poor beast, that should read no more in quantity than 
he could wéter aloud.’ 

“«Imlac, in Rasselas,’ I spelt with a ¢ at the end, because it is less like 
English, which should always have the Saxon & added to the ¢.’? 

““*Many a man is mad in certain instances, and goes through life without 
having it perceived. For example, a madness has seized a person,® of suppos- 
ing himself obliged literally to pray continually : had the madness turned the 
opposite way, and the person thought it a crime ever to pray, it might not 
improbably have continued unobserved.’ 

“He apprehended that the delineation of characters in the end of the first 
book of the ‘Retreat of the Ten Thousand’ was the first instance of the kind 
that was known. 

‘Supposing,’ said he, ‘a wife to be of a studious or argumentative turn, if 
would be very troublesome: for instance, if a woman should continually dwell 
upon the subject of the Arien heresy. 

“ «No man speaks concerning another, even suppose it to be in his praise, if 
he thinks he does not hear him, exactly as he would if he though the was within 
hearing.’ 

““The applause of a single human being is of great consequence.’ This he 
said to me with great earnestness of manner, very near the time of his decease, 
on occasion of having desired me to read a letter addressed to him from some 
person in the north of England; which when I had done, and he asked me 
what the contents were, as I thought being particular upon it might fatigue 
him, it being of great length, I only told him in general that it was highly in 
his praise ; and then he expressed himself as above. . 

“He mentioned with an air of satisfaction what Baretti had told him ; that, 
meeting in the course of his studying English with an excellent paper in ‘The 


) His profonnd adoration of the Great First Cause was such as to set him above that ‘ phi- 
losophy and vain deceit” with which men of narrow conceptions have been infected. I have 
heard him strongly maintain that ‘“‘ what ts right is not so from any natural fitness, but 
because God wills it to be right ;” and it is certainly so, because he has predisposed the rela- 
tions of things vo, as that which he wills must be right. : 

* [hope the authority of the great master of our language will stop that curtailing innova- 
tion by which we see critic, public, &c. frequently written instead of critick, publick, &co.— 
B. Why should we not retrench an obvious superfiuity ? In the preceding age, public and 
critic were written publique and erétiqgue. Johnson himself, in a memorandum among Mr 
Anderson’s papers, dated in 1784, writes “ cubic feet.” —O, 

* Johnson had, no doubt, his poor friend Smart in his recollection, 
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Spectator,’ one of four that were written by the respectable dissenting 
minister, Mr. Grove of Taunton, and observing the genius and energy of 
mind that it exhibits, it greatly quickened his curiosity to visit our couLtry; 
as he thought, if such were the lighter periodical essays of our authors, their 
productions on more weighty occasions must bé wonderful indeed! 

“He observed once, at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, that a beggar in the street 
will more readily ask alms from a man, though there should be no marks of 
wealth in his appearance, than from even a well-dressed woman ;! which he 
accounted for from the great degree of carefulness as to money, that is to be 
found in women ; saying further upon it, that the opportunities in general that 
they possess of improving their condition are much fewer than men have; and 
adding, as he looked round the company, which consisted of men only, ‘There 
is not one of us who does not think he might be richer, if he would use his 
endeavour.’ 

“He thus characterised an ingenious writer of his acquaintance: ‘Sir, he is an 
enthusiast by rule.’ 

“* He may hold up that sHizLD against all his enemies,’ was an observation 
on Homer, in reference to his description of the shield of Achilles, made by 
Mrs. Fitzherbert, wife to his friend Mr. Fitzherbert of Derbyshire, and 
respected by Dr. Johnson as a very fine one. He had in general a very high 
opinion of that lady’s understanding. 5 

“An observation of Bathurst’s may be mentioned, which Johnson repeated, 
appearing to acknowledge it to be well founded; namely, it was somewhat 
remarkable how seldom, on occasion of coming into the company of any new 
person, one felt any wish or inclination to see him again.” 


This year the Reverend Dr. Franklin having published a transla 
tion of ‘‘ Lucian,” inscribed to him the Demonax thus— 


“To Dr. Samuel Johnson, the Demonax of the present age, this piece is 
inscribed by a sincere admirer of his respectable talents, 
: THE TRANSLATOR. 


Theugh upon a particular comparison of Demonax and Johnson, 
there does not seem to be a great deal of similarity between them,* 


1 Sterne is of a direct contrary opinion. See his “Sentimental Journey ;” article, The 
Mystery. 

2 There were, no doubt, some points in which Johnson did not resemble Demonax, who was 
kigh-born and rich, very mild in his manners, gentle in argument and even in his reprimands, 
and lived to a great age in uninterrupted health; but in many other particulars Lucian’ 
character seems very curiously applicable to Johnson ; and indeed his tract resembles (in li! 
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this dedication is a just compliment from the general character given 
by Lucian of the ancient sage, “apicov wy oda eyw ptdocopwr 
yevouevoy, the best philosopher whom I have ever seen or 
known.” 


tle) Boswell’s own work, being a collection of observations on several topics, moral, critical, 

and religious, made by a philosopher of strong sense, ready wit, and fearless veracity ; and 

the character which Lucian ascribes to the conversation of Demonax appears to me very like 

(making due allowance for the difference of ancient and modern habits and topics) the style 
S$that of Dr. Johnson.—O, 


CHAPTER VIL 
1781. 


“he “ Lives of the Poets ” ecmpleted—Observations upon, aad various Readings tm, the 
Life of Cowley—Waller—Milton—Dryden—Pope—Broome- ~Addison—Parnell—Blackazep 
~Philips—Congreve—Tickell—Akenside—Lord Lyttelton—Young—Svwirft. 


in 1781, Johnson at last completed his “Lives of the Poets,” of 
which he gives this account : ‘‘Some-time in March I finished the 
‘Lives of the Poets,’ which I wrote in my usual way, dilatorily and 
hastily, unwilling to work, and working with vigour and haste,”* 
In a memorandum previous to this, he says of them: “ Written, I 
hope, in such a manner as may tend to the promotion of piety.”-— 
(Pr. and Med. pp. 174. 190.) 

This is the work which, of all Dr. Johnson’s writings, will per- 
haps be read most generally, and with most pleasure, Philology 
and biography were his favourite pursuits, and those who lived 
most in intimacy with him, heard him upon all occasions, when 
there was a proper opportunity, take delight in expatiating upon 
the various merits of the English poets: upon the niceties of their 
characters, and the events of their progress through the world 
which they contributed to illuminate. His mind was so full of that 
kind of information, and it was so well arranged in his memory, 
that in performing what he had undertaken in this way, he had 
little more to do than to put his thoughts upon paper ; exhibiting 
first each poet’s life, and then subjoining a critical examination of 
his genius and works. But when he began to write, the subject 
swelled in such a manner, that instead of prefaces to each poet, of 


This facility of writing, and this dilatoriness ever to write, Dr. Johnson always retained, 
from the days that he lay a-bed and dictated his first publication to Mr. Hector, to the 
moment he made me copy out those variations in Pope’s Homer which are printed in the 
Lives of the Poets. ‘And now,’ said he, when I had finished it for him, ‘I fear not Mr, 
Nichols [the printer] of a pin.’—Prozzi. The first dwradson was published in 1779. This edb 
tior of the Poets was in sixty volumes, small octavo,—O, 
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no more than a few pages, as he had originally intended,’ he pro- 
duced an ample, rich, and most entertaining view of them in every 
respect. In this he resembled Quintilian, who tells us, that in the 
composition of his “‘ Institutions of Oratory,” “ Latiis se tamen aperi- 
ente materia, plus quam imponebatur oneris sponte suscep.” The book- 
sellers, justly sensible of the great additional value of the copy- 
right, presented him with another hundred pounds, over and above 
twa hundred, for which his agreement was to furnish such prefaces 
as he thought fit.” 

This was, however, but a small recompense for such a collection 
of biography, and such principles and illustrations of criticism, as, 
if digested and arranged in one system, by some modern Aristotle 
or Longinus, might form a code upon that subject, such as no other 
nation can show. As he was so good as to make me a present of 
the greatest part of the original, and indeed only manuscript of this 
admirable work, I have an oppozcunity of observing with wonder 
the correctness with which he rapidly struck off such glowing com- 
position. He may be assimilated to the lady in Waller, who could 
impress with “ love at first sight :” r 


“Some other nymphs with colours faint, 
And pencil slow, may Cupid paint, 
And a weak heart in time destroy ; - 
She has a stamp, and prints the boy.” 


That he, however, had a good deal of trouble,* and some anxiety 


1 His design is thus announced in his advertisement : “The booksellers having determined 
to publish a body of English poetry, I was persuaded to promise them a preface t» the works 
of each author; an undertaking, as it was then presented to my mind, not very tedious or 
difficult. My purpose was only to have allotted to every poet an advertisement, like that 
which we find in the ‘ French Miscellanies,’ containing a few dates, and a general character ; 
but I have been led beyond my intention, I hope by the honest desire of giving useful 
pleasure.” ; 

2 The bargain was for two hundred guineas, and the booksellers spontaneously added a 
third hundred; on this occasion Dr. Johnson observed to me, “ Sir, I always said the book- 
sellers were a generous set of men. Nor, in the present instance, have I reason to complain. 
The fact is, not that they have paid me too little, but that I have written too much.” The 
% Lives” were soon published in a separate edition ; when, for a very few corrections, the 
doctor was presented with another hundred guineas.—NIoHOLs. } 

® The reader has, however, seen some instances, and many others might be produced, in 
which Dr. Johnson, when he published a new edition, utterly disregarded the corrections of 
errors of which he was apprised. The truth is, he began the work as a thing that might be 
done in a few weeks, and was surprised and fatigued at the length to which he found it 
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in carrying on the work, we see from a series of letters to Mr. 
Nichols, the printer, whose variety of literary inquiry and obliging 
disposition rendered him useful to Johnson. Thus: 


“In the Life of Waller, Mr. Nichols will find a reference to the Parlia- 
mentary History, from which a long quotation is to be inserted. If Mr. Nichols 
cannot easily find the book, Mr. Johnson will send it from Streatham. 

“ Clarendon is here returned. 

“ By some accident I laid your note upon Duke up so safely, that I cannot 
find it. Your informations have been of great use to me. I must beg it 
again, with another list of our authors, for I have laid that with the other. I 
have sent Stepney’s epitaph. Let me have the revises as soon as can be. De- 
cember, 1778. 

Ihave sent Philips, with his Epitaphs, to be inserted. The fragment of a 
preface is hardly worth the impression, but that we may seem to do something. 
It may be added to the Life of Philips. The Latin page is to be added to the 
Life of Smith. I shall be at home to revise the two sheets of Milton. March 
4, 1779. : 

“Please to get me the last edition of Hughes’s Letters; and try to get Dennis 
upon Blackmore and upon Cato, and anything of the same writer against Pope. 
Our materials are defective. 

“ As Waller professed to have imitated Fairfax, do you think a few pages of 
Fairfax would enrich our edition? Few readers have seen it, and it may please 
them. But it is not necessary. 

“ An Account of the Lives and Works of some of the most eminent Eng- 
lish Poets, by, &. ‘The English Poets, biographically and critically consid- 
ered, by Sam. Johnson.’ Let Mr. Nichols take his choice, or make another to 
his mind. May, 1781. 

“You somehow forgot the advertisement for the new edition. It was not 
enclosed. Of Gay’s Letters I see not that any use can be made, for they 
give no information of anything. That he was a member of the philosophical 
society is something ; but surely he could be but a corresponding member, 
However, not having his life here, I know not how to put it in, and it is of 
little importance.” * 


Mr, Steevens appears, from the papers in my possession, te 


expand: and it is not wonderful that at so advanced an age he was not very anxious to pur 
chase minute accuracy by the labour of revision. 

1 See several more in “The Gentleman’s Magazine,” 1785. The editor of that misceHany, 
in which Johnson wrote for several years, seems justly to think that every fragment of se 
great a waan is worthy of being preserved. 
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have supplied him with some anecdotes and quotations; and I 
observe the fair hand’ of Mrs. Thrale as one of his copyists of 
select passages. But he was principally indebted to my steady 
friend, Mr. Isaac Reed, of Staples-inn, whose extensive and accu- 
rate knowledge of English literary history I do not express with 
exaggeration, when I say it is wonderful ; indeed, his labours have 
proved it to the world ; and all who have the pleasure of his ac 
pean can bear Seals to the frankness of isis communica- 
‘tions in private society. 

It is not my intention to dwell upon each of Johnson’s 
“Lives of the Poets,” or attempt an analysis of their merits, 
which, were I able to do it, would take up too much room in this 
work ; yet I shall make a few observations upon some of them, and 
insert a few various readings. 

The Life of Cowtzy he himself considered as the best of the 
whole, on account of the dissertation which it contains on the 
Metaphysical Poets.? Dryden, whose critical abilities were equal 
to his poetical, had mentioned them in his excellent Dedication of 
his Juvenal, but had barely mentioned them. Johnson has exhib- 
ited them at large, with such happy illustration from their writings, 
and in so luminous a manner, that indeed he may be allowed the 
fall merit of novelty, and to have discovered to us, as it were, a 
new planet in the poetical hemisphere. 

It is remarked by Johnson, in considering the works of a poet,* 
that “amendments are seldom made without some token of a rent;” 
but I do not find that this is applicable to prose. We shall see, 
that though his amendments in this work are for the better, there 
is nothing of the pannus assutus; the texture is uniform: and 
indeed, what had been there at first, is very seldom unfit to have 
remained. 


- A fair hand in more than one sense—her writing is an almost perfect specimen of calli- 
@raphy ; and this power remained unimpaired to the last years of her long life.—C. 

* Hawkins says, that he also gave it the preference, as containing a nicer investigation and 
discrimination of the characteristics of 2oz¢, than is elsewhere to be found.—O, 

® Life of Sheffield, 

* See, on a subsequent page, where the same remark is made, and Johnson is there speak- 
ing of prose. In his Life of Dryden, his observations on the overa of “ King Arthur” furnise 
a striking instance of the truth of this remark.—M. 
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Various Readings‘ in the Life of Cowrty. 


“ All [future votaries of] that may hereafter pant for solitude. 

“To conceive and execute the [agitation or perception] pains and the plea 
sures of other minds. 

“The wide effulgence of [the blazing] @ swmmer noon. 


In the Life of Water, Johnson gives a distinct and animated 
narrative of public affairs in that variegated period, with strong 
yet nice touches of character ; and having a fair opportunity to 
display his political principles, does it with an unqualified manly 
confidence, and satisfies his readers how nobly he might have exe- 
cuted a Tory History of his country. 

So easy is his style in these Lives, that I do not recollect more 
than three uncommon or learned words: one, when giving an ac- 
count of the approach of Waller’s mortal disease, he says, “‘ he 
found his legs grow ¢wmid ;” by using the expression his legs swelled, 
he would have avoided this ; and there would have been no im- 
propriety in its being followed by the interesting question to his 
physician, ‘“‘ What that swelng meant ?” Another, when he men- 
tions that Pope had emitted proposals ; when published or issued 
would have been more readily understood ; and a third, when he 
calls Orrery and Dr. Delaney writers both undoubtedly veracious , 
when true, honest, or faithful might have been used. Yet, it must 
be owned, that none of these are hard or too big words ; that cus 
tom would make them seem as easy as any others ; and that a lan: 
guage is richer and capable of more beauty of expression, by hav 
ing a greater variety of synonymes. ‘ ; 

His dissertation upon the unfitness of poetry for the awful sub 
jects of our holy religion, though I do not entirely agree with him 
has all the merit of originality, with uncommon force and reasoning 


Various Readings in the Life of WALLER. 


“ Consented to [the insertion of their names] their own nomination. 

“[ After] paying a fine of ten thousand pounds. 

“‘ Congratulating Charles the Second on his [coronation] recovered raght. 
“He that has flattery ready for all whom the vicissitudes of the world hap 


! The original reading is enclosed in brackets, and the present one is printed in italica 
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pen to exalt, must be [confessed to degrade his powers] scorned as a prostiiutea 
mind. 

“The characters by which Waller intended to distinguish his writings are 
[elegance] sprightliness and dignity. 

“Blossoms to be valued only as they [fetch] foretedd fruits. 

“Images such as the superficies of nature [easily] readily supplies. 

“[His] Some applications [are sometimes] may be thought too remote and 
unconsequential. 

“His images are [sometimes confused] not always distinct.” 


Against his Life of Mitton, the hounds of whiggism have opened 
.n full cry. But of Milton’s great excellence as a poet, where shall 
we find such a blazon as by the hand of Johnson? I shall select 
only the following passage concerning ‘‘ Paradise Lost :”— 


““Fancy can hardly forbear to conjecture with what temper Milton surveyed 
the silent progress of his work, and marked his reputation stealing its way in a 
kind of subterraneous current, through fear and silence. I cannot but con- 
ceive him calm and confident, little disappointed, not at all dejected, relying 
on his own merit with steady consciousness, and waiting, without impatience, 
the vicissitudes of opinion, and the impartiality of a future generation.” 


Indeed even Dr. Towers, who may be considered as one of the . 
warmest zealots of The Revolution Society itself, allows, that ‘ John- 
son has spoken in the highest terms of the abilities of that great 


poet, and has bestowed on his principal poetical compositions the 
most honourable encomiums.” ! 


That a man, who venerated the church and monarchy as Johnson 
did, should speak with a just abhorrence of Milton as a politician, 
or rather as a daring foe to good polity, was surely to be expected; 


‘See ‘“‘ An Essay on the Life, Character, and Writings of Dr. Samuel Johnson,” London, 
1787 ; which is very well written, making a proper allowance for the democratical bigotry of 
its author; whom I cannot however but admire for his liberality in speaking thus of my illus- 
trious friend :— 

“He possessed extraordinary powers of understanding, which were much cultivated by 
study, and still more by meditation and reflection. His memory was remarkably retentive, 
his imagination uncommonly vigorous, and his judgment keen and penetrating. He had a 
strong sense of the importance of religion; his piety was sincere, and sometimes ardent; and 
his zeal for the interests of virtue was often manifested in his conversation and in his writings. 
The same energy which was displayed in his literary productions was exhibited also in his 
conversation, which was various, striking, and instructive } and perhaps no man ever equalled 
ulm for nervous and pointed repartees. His Dictionary, his Moral Essays, and his productions 
‘n polite literature, will convey useful instruction, and elegant entertainment, as long as the 
-anguage in which they are written shall be understood,” 
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. and to those who censure him, I would recommend his commentary 
on Milton’s celebrated complaint of his situation, when by the lenity 
of Charles the Second, “a lenity of which,” as Johnson well ob: 
serves, “the world has had perhaps no other example, he, who hae 
written in justification of the murder of his sovereign, was safe un- 
der an Act of Oblivion.” ‘No sooner is he safe than he finds hir 
self in danger, fallen on evil days and evil tongues, with darkness and 
with dangers compassed rownd. This darkness, had his eyes been 
better employed, had undoubtedly deserved compassion ; but to ad* 
the mention of danger was ungrateful and unjust. He was fallen, 
indeed, on evil days ; the time was come in which regicides could 
no longer boast their wickedness. But of evil tongues for Milton to 
complain, required impudence at least equal to his other powers ; 
Milton, whose warmest advocates must allow, that he never spared 
any asperity of reproach, or brutality of insolence.” 

I have, indeed, often wondered how Milton, “ an acrimonious and 
surly republican,” '—‘‘ a man who in his domestic relations was so 
severe and arbitrary,” and whose head was filled with the hardest 
and most dismal tenets of Calvinism, should have been such a poet ; 
should not only have written with sublimity, but with beauty, and 
even gaiety; should have exquisitely painted the sweetest sensations 
of which onr nature is capable ; imaged the delicate raptures of con- 
nubial love ; nay, seemed to be animated with all the spirit of 
revelry. It is a proof that in the human mind the departments of 
judgment and imagination, perception and temper, may sometimes 
be divided by strong partitions; and that the light and shade in 
the same character may be kept so distinct as never to be 
blended.” 

In the Life of Milton, Johnson took occasion to maintain his own 
and the general opinion of the excellence of rhyme over blank verse, 
in English poetry; and quotes this apposite iliustration of it by “an 
ingenious critic,” that i seems to be verse only to the eye.” The gentle- 

2 Johnson’s Life of Milton. 

3 Mr. Malone thinks it is rather a proof that he felt nothing of those cheerful sensations 
which he has described : that on these topics it is the poet, and not the man, that writes. 

3 One of the most natural instances of the effect of blank verse occurred to the late Earl of 


Hopeton. His lordship observed one of his shepherds poring in the fields upon Milton’s 
© Paradise Lost ;” and having asked him what book it was, the man answered, ‘‘ An’t please 
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man whom he thus characterises is (as he told Mr. Seward) Mr. 
Uock, of Norbury Park, in Surrey, whose know.edge and taste in 
the fine arts is universally celebrated ; with whose elegance of 
manners the writer of the present work has felt himself much im- 
pressed, and to whose virtues a common friend, who has known him 
‘ong and is not much addicted to flattery, gives the highest testi- 
mony 


Various Readings in the Life of Mitton. 
“T cannot find any meaning but this which [his most bigoted advocate} 
sven kindness and reverence can give. 
‘(Perhaps no].scarcely any man ever wrote so much and praised so few. 
“A certain [rescue] preservative from oblivion. 


“Let me not be censured for this digression, as [contracted] pedantic or 
paradoxical. . 

“Socrates rather was of opinion, that what we had to learn was how te 
{obtain and communicate happiness] do good and avoid evil. 

“Tts elegance [who can exhibit ?] is less attainable.” 


I could, with pleasure, expatiate upon the masterly execution ot 
the Life of Drypen, which we have seen was one of Johnson’s 
literary projects at an early period, and which it is remarkable, that 
after desisting from it, from a supposed scantiness of materials, he 
should, at an advanced age, have exhibited so amply. 

His defence of that great poet against the illiberal attacks upon . 
him, as if his embracing the Roman Catholic communion had been 
a time-serving measure, is a piece of reasoning at once able and 
candid. Indeed, Dryden himself, in his ‘“‘ Hind and Panther,” hath 
given such a picture of his mind, that they who know the anxiety 
for repose as to the awful subject of our state beyond the grave, 


though they may think his opinion ill-founded, must think charita 
oly of his sentiment : 


“ But gracious God, how well dost thou provide 
For erring judgments an unerring guide! 
Thy throne is darkness in the abyss of light, 
A blaze of glory that forbids the sight. 
QO! teach me to believe thee thus conceal’d, 
And search no farther than thyself reveal’d; 


‘erdahip, this is a very odd scrt of an auther: he would fain rhyme, but cemac) 


go at it.” 
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But Her alone for my director take, 
Whom thou hast promised never to forsake, 
My thoughtless youth was wing’d with vain desires; 
My manhood long misled by wand’ring fires, 
Follow’d false lights; and when their glimpse was gone, 
My pride struck out new sparkles of her own. 
Such was I, such by nature still I am; 

. Be thine the glory and be mine the shame. 
Good life be now my task : my doubts are done ; 
What more could shock my faith than Three in One?” 


In drawing Dryden’s character, Johnson has given, though TI sup 
pose unintentionally, some touches of his own. Thus: “The power 
that predominated in his intellectual operations was rather strong 
reason than quick sensibility. Upon all occasions that were pre- 
sented, he studied rather than felt ; and produced sentiments not 
such as nature enforces, but meditation supplies. With the simple 
and elemental passions, as they spring separate in the mind, he seems 
not much acquainted. He is, therefore, with all his variety of ex- 
cellence, not often pathetic, and had so little sensibility of the power 
of effusions purely natural, that he did not esteem them in others.” 
{t may indeed be observed, that in all the numerous writings of 
Johnson, whether in prose or verse, and even in his tragedy, of 
which the subject is the distress of an unfortunate princess, there is 
aot a single passage that ever drew a tear.’ 


Various Readings in the Life of DrypEn. 


“The reason of this general perusal, Addison has attempted to [find in] de» 
vive from the delight which the mind feels in the investigation of secrets. 
' “His best actions are but [convenient] inability of wickedness. 

“When once he had engaged himself in disputation, [matter] thoughts 
flowed in on either side. 

“The abyss of an un-ideal [emptiness] vacancy, 

“These, like [many other harlots] the harlots of other men, had his love 
though not his approbation. 


1 It seems to :1e, that there are many pathetic passages in Johnson’s works, both prose 
and verse.—KEARNEY. The deep and pathetic morality of the Vanity of Hwman Wishes, 
has often extracted tears from those whose eyes wander dry over the pages of professed 
sentimentality. WattTER Scorr. 
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“He [sometimes dispiays] descends to display his knowledge with pedantie 
estentation. ; 
“French words which [were then used in] had then erept into conversation.” 


The Life of Pops’ was written by Johnson con amore, both from 
the early possession which that writer had taken of his mind, and 
from the pleasure which he must have felt, in forever silencing all 
attempts to lessen his poetical fame, by demonstrating his excel- 
ence, and pronouncing the following triumphant eulogium : 


“ After all this, it is surely superfluous to answer the question that has once 
been asked, Whether Pope was a poet? otherwise than by asking in return, if 
Pope be not a poet, where is poetry to be found? To circumscribe poetry by 
a definition, will only show the narrowness of the definer; though a definition 
which shall exclude Pope will not easily be made. Let us look round upon the 
present time, and back upon the past; let us inquire to whom the voice of 
mankind has decreed the wreath of poetry; let their productions be examined 
and their claims stated, and the pretensions of Pope will be no more dis- 
puted.” 


I remember once to have heard Johnson say, “Sir, a thousand 
years may elapse before there shall appear another man with a 
power of versification equal to that of Pope”’ That power must 
undoubtedly be allowed its due share in enhancing the value of his 
captivating composition. 

Johnson, who had done liberal justice to Warburton in his edition 
of Shakspearc, which was published during the life of that power- 
ful writer, with still greater liberality took an opportunity, in the 
life of Pope, of paying the tribute due to him when he was no longer 
in “high place,” but numbered with the dead.? 


1 “Mr, D'Israeli,” as Mr. Chalmers observes, “has in the third volume of his ‘ Literary 
Curiosities,’ favoured the public with an original memorandum of Dr. Johnson’s, of hints for 
the ‘Life of Pope,” written down as they were suggested to his mind in the course of his 
researches. This is none of the least of those gratifications which Mr. D’Israeli has so fre- 
quently administered to the lovers of literary history.” —0, \ : 

? Of Johnson’s conduct towards Warburton, a very honourable notice is taken by the edi- 
tor of Tracts by Warburton, and a Warburtonian, not admitted into the Collection of 
their respective Works. After an able and “ fond, though not undistinguishing,” considera: 
tion of Warburton’s character, he says, 

“In two immortal works, Johnson has stood forth in the foremost rank of his admirers. By 
the testimony of such a man, impertinence must be abashed, and malignity itself must be soft 
ened. Of literary merit, Johnson, as we all know. was a sagacious but a most severe judge. 
Buch was his discernment, that he pierced into the most secret springs of human actions; and 
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Tt seems strange, that two such men as Johnson and Warburton, 
who lived in the same age and country, should not only not have 
been in any degree of intimacy, but been almost personally unac- 
quainted. But such instances, though we must wonder at them, 
are not rare. If I am rightly informed, after a careful inquiry, they 


such was his integrity, that he always weighed the moral characters of his fellow-creatures in 
the ‘ balance of the sanctuary.’ He was too courageous to propitiate a rival, and too proud 
to truckle to a superior. Warburton he knew, as I know him, and as every man ofsense ang 
virtue would wish to be known,—I mean, both from his own writings, and from the writings 
of those who dissented from his principles or who envied his reputation. But, as to favours, 
he had never received «1 asked any from the bishop of Gloucester ; and, if my memory fails 
me not, he had seen him only once, when they met almost without design, conversed without 
much effort, and parted without any lasting impression of hatred or affection. Yet, with all 
the ardour of sympathetic genius, Johnson had done that spontaneously and ably, which, by 
some writers, had been before attempted injudiciously, and which, by others, from whom more 
successful attempts might have been expected, has not hitherto been done at all. He spoke 
well of Warburton, without insulting those whom Warburton despised. He suppressed not 
the imperfections of this extraordinary man, while he endeavoured to do justice to his numer- 
ous and transcendental excellencies. He defended him when living, amidst the clamours of 
his enemies; and praised him when dead, amidst the silence of his friends.” 

Having availed myself of the eulogy of this editor [Dr. Parr] on my departed friend, for 
which I warmly thank him, let me not suffer the lustre of his reputation, honestly acquired 
by profound learning and vigorous eloquence, to be tarnished by a charge of illiberality. 
He has been accused of invidiously dragging again into light certain writings of a person 
[Bishop Hurd] respectable by his talents, his learning, his station, and his age, which were 
published a great many years ago, and have since, it is said, been silently given up by their 
author. But when it is considered that these writings were not sins of youth, but deliberate 
works of one well advanced in life, overflowing at once with flattery to a great man of great 
interest in the church, and with unjust and acrimonious abuse of two men of eminent merit; 
and that, though it would have been unreasonable to expect an humiliating recantation, ne 

\apology whatever has been made in the cool of he evening, for the oppressive fervour of the 
heat of the day ; no slight relenting indication has appeared in any note, or any corner of 
later publications; is it not fair to understand him as superciliously persevering? When he 
allows the shafts to remain in the wounds, and will not stretch forth a lenient hand, is is 
wrong, is it not generous to become an indignant avenger?—B. Warburton himself did not 

—feel, as Mr. Boswell was disposed to think he did, kindly or gratefully towards Johnson: for 
in one of his letters to a friend, he says : 

“The remarks he (Dr. Johnson) makes in every page on my commentaries, are full of inso- 
lent and malignant reflections, which, had they not in them as much folly as malignity, I 
should have had reason to be offended with. As it is, I think myself obliged to him in thus 
setting before the public so many of my notes, with his remarks upon them: for though I 
have no great opinion of the trifling part of the public, which pretends to judge of this part 
of literature, in which boys and girls decide, yet I think nobody can be mistaken in this com- 
parison : though I think their thoughts have never yet extended thus far as to reflect, that to 
discover the corruption in an author’s text, and by a happy sagacity to restore it to sense, fa 
no easy task: but when the discovery is made, then to cavil at the conjecture, to propose an 
equivalent, and defend nonsense, by producing out of the thick darkness it occasions a weak 
and faint glimmering of sense (which has been the business of this editor throughout) is the 
easiest, as well as the dullest, of all literary efforts.”— Wardurton's Letters, published by Bp, 
Burd, 8ve. 867.—C, 
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never met but once, which was at the house of Mrs. French, in 
London, well known for her elegant assemblies, and bringing emi- 
nent characters together. The interview provec to be mutually 
agreeable. ‘ 

I am well informed, that Warburton said of Johnson, “I admire 
him, but I cannot bear his style :” and that Johnson being told of 
this, said, ‘‘ That is exactly my case as to him.” The manner in 
which he expressed his admiration of the fertility of Warburton’s 
genius and the variety of his materials, was, “The table is always 
full, Sir. He brings things from the north, and the south, and from 
every quarter. In his ‘Divine Legation,’ you are always enter- 
tained. . He carries you round and round, without carrying you for- 
ward to the point, but then you have no wish to be carried forward.” 
He said to the Reverend Mr. Strahan, “ Warburton is perhaps the 
las; man who has written with a mind full of reading and reflec- 
tion.” 

It is remarkable, that in the Life of Broome, Johnson takes 
notice of Dr. Warburton’s using a mode of expression which he him- 
self used, and that not seldom, to the great offence of those who did 
not know him. Having occasion to mention a note, stating the 
different parts which were executed by the associated translators 
of ‘The Odyssey,” he says, “Dr. Warburton told me, in his warm 
language, that he thought the relation given in the note a Le” 
The language is warm indeed ; and, I must own, cannot be justified 
in consistency with a decent regard to the established forms of 
speech. Johnson had accustomed himself to use ine word le, to 
express a mistake or an error in relation ; in short, when the thing 
was not so as told, though the relater did not mean to deceive. 
When he thought there was intentional falsehood in the relater, his 
expression was, “ He dies, and he knows he lies.” 

Speaking of Pope’s not having been known to excel in conversa- 
tion, Johnson observed, that “ traditional memory retains no sallies 
of raillery, or sentences of observation ; nothing either pointed or 
solid, wise or merry ; and that one apophthegm only is recorded.” 
In this respect, Pope differed widely from Johnson, whose conversa: 
tion was, perhaps, more admirable than even his writings, however 
excellent. Mr. Wilkes has, however, favoured me with one Tepartee 
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of Pope, of which Johnson was not informed. Johnson, after justly 
censuring him for having “ nursed in his mind a foolish disesteem 
of kings,” tells us, “ yet a little regard shown him by the Prince of 
Wales melted his obduracy ; and he had not much to say when he 
. Was asked by his royal highness, how he could love a prince while he 
disliked kings?” The answer which Pope made was, “The young 
lion is harmless, and even playful; but when his claws are full 
grown, he becomes cruel, dreadful, and mischievous.” 

But although we have no collection of Pope’s sayings, it is no 

_ therefore to be concluded, that he was not agreeable in social inter- 
course ; for Johnson has been heard to say, that “ the happiest 
conversation is that of which nothing is distinctly remembered, but 
a genera) effect of pleasing impression.” The late Lord Somerville, 
who saw much both of great and brilliant life, told me, that he had 
dined in company with Pope, and that after dinner the ttle man, as 
he called him, drank his bottle of Burgundy, and was exceeding gay 
and entertaining. 

I cannot withhold from my great friend a censure of at least cul- 
pable inattention to a nobleman, who, it has been shown, behaved 
to him with uncommon politeness. He says, ‘‘ except Lord Bathurst, 
none of Pope’s uoble friends were such as that a good man would 
wish to have his intimacy with them known to posterity.” This will 
not apply to Lord Mansfield, who was not ennobled in Pope’s lifetime ; 
but Johnson should have recollected, that Lord Marchmont was one 
of those noble friends. He includes his lordship, along with Lord 
Bolingbroke, in a charge of neglect of the papers which Pope le%t 
by his will ; when, in truth, as I myself pointed out to him, before 
he wrote that poet’s life, the papers were “ committed to the sole care 
and judgment of Lord Bolingbroke, unless he (Lord Bolingbroke 
shall not survive me ;” so that Lord Marchmont has no concern what 


1 James, Lord Somerville, who died in 1765. Let me here express my grateful remem 
brance of Lord Somerville’s kindness to me, at a very early period. He was the first person 
of high rank that took particular notice of me in the way most flattering to a young mas, 
fondly ambitious of being distinguished for his literary talents ; and by the honour of his 
encouragement made me think well of myself, and aspire to deserve it better. He had a 
happy art of communicating his varied knowledge of the world, in short remarks and aneo- 
dotes, with a quiet pleasant gravity, which was exceedingly engaging. Never shall I forget 
the hours which I enjoyed with him at his apartments in the royal palace of Holyrood House: 
and at bis seat near Edinburgh, which he himself had formed with an elegant taste. 
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ever with them. After the first edition of the Lives, Mr. Malone, 
whose love of justice is equal to his accuracy, made, in my hearing, 
the same remark to Johnson ; yet he omitted to correct the erroneous 
statement.’ These particulars I mention, in the belief that there was 
only forgetfulness in my friend ; but I owe this much to the Karl of 
Marchmont’s reputation, who, were there no other memorials, will be 
immortalized .by that line of Pope, in the verses on his Grotto : 


* And the bright flame was shot through Marchmont’s soul.” 


Various Readings in the Life of PorE- 


“(Somewhat free] sufficiently bold in his criticism. 

“ All the gay [niceties] varieties of diction. 

“Strikes the imagination with far [more] greater force. 

“Tt is [probably] certainly the noblest version of poetry which the world 
has ever seen. 

“Every sheet enabled him to write the next with [less trouble] more 
facility. 

‘“‘No man sympathises with [vanity depressed] the sorrows of vanity, 

“Tt had been [criminal] ess easily excused. 

“When he [threatened to lay down] talked of laying down his pen. 

“Society [is so named emphatically in opposition to] politically regulated, ta 
@ state contradistinguished from a state of nature. 

“A fictitious life of an [absurd] infatuated scholar. 

“A foolish [contempt, disregard,] disesteem of kings. 

“His hopes and fears, his joys and sorrows [were like those of other mor 
tals] acted strongly upon his mind. 

“Eager to pursue knowledge and attentive to [accumulate] retain it. 

“A mind [excursive] active, ambitious, and adventurous. 

“Tn its [noblest] widest searches still longing to go forward. 

“He wrote in such a manner as might expose him to few [neglects] 
hazards. 

“The [reasonableness] justice of my determination. 

“A [favourite] delicious employment of the poets. 

“More terrific and more powerful [beings] phantoms perform on the stormy 
@cean. 

“The inventor of [those] this petty [beings] nation, 

“The [mind] heart naturally loves truth.” 


» This neglect, however, assuredly did not arise from any fll-will towards Lord Marehmont, ~ 
but from inattention; just as he neglected to correct his statement concerning the family o. 
‘Thomson, the poet, after it had been shown to be erroneous,—M, 
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In the Life of Apptson we find an unpleasing account of his hav 
ing lent Steele a hundred pounds, and “reclaimed his loan by an 
execution.” In the new edition of the Biographia Britannica, the 
authenticity of this anecdote is denied. But Mr. Malone has 
obliged me with the following note concerning it : 


“March 15th, 1781.—Many persons having doubts concerning this fact, I 
applied to Dr. Johnson, to learn on what authority he asserted it. He told 
me, he had it from Savage, who lived in intimacy with Steele, and who mene 
tioned, that Steele told him the story with tears in his eyes. Ben Victor, Dr. 
Johnson said, likewise informed him of this remarkable transaction, from the 
relation of Mr. Wilkes the comedian, who was also an intimate of Steele’s.? 
Some, in defence of Addison, have said, that ‘the act was done with the good- 
natured view of rousing Steele, and correcting that profusion which always 
made him necessitous.’ ‘If that were the case,’ said Johnson, ‘and that he 
only wanted to alarm Steele, he would afterwards have returned the money to 
his friend, which it is not pretended he did.’ ‘This too,’ he added, ‘might be 
retorted by an advocate for Steele, who might allege, that he did not repay 
the loan intentionally, merely to see whether Addison would be'mean and un- 
generous enough to make use of legal process to recover it. But of such spe- 
culations there is no end: we cannot dive into the hearts of men;*but their 
actions are open to observation.’ 

“I then mentioned to him that some people thought that Mr. Addison's 
character was so pure, that the fact, though true, ought to have been sup. 
pressed. He saw no reason for this. ‘If nothing but the bright side of cha- 
racters should be shown, we should sit down in despondency, and think it 
utterly impossible to imitate them in anything. The sacred writers,’ he ob- 
served, ‘related the vicious as well as the virtuous actions of men; which had 
this moral effect, that it kept mankind from despair, into which otherwise they 
would naturally fall, were they not supported by the recollection that others had 
offended like themselves, and by penitence and amendment of life had been 
restored to the favour of Heaven.’® E. M.” 


1 The late Mr. Burke informed me, in 1792, that Lady Dorothea Primrose, who died at a 
great age, I think in 1768, and had been well acquainted with Steele, told him the same 
story.—M. 

? I have since observed, that Johnson has further enforced the propriety of exhibiting the 
faults of virtuous and eminent men in their true colours, in the last paragraph of the 164th 
Number of his Rambler :— 

“Tt is particularly the duty of those who consign illustrious names to posterity, to take care 
lest their readers be misled by ambiguous examples. That writer may be justly condemned 
88 an enemy to goodness, who suffers fondness or interest to confound right with wrong, or 
to shelter the faults which even the wisest and the best have committed, from that ignominy 
which guilt ought always te suffer, and with which it should oe more deeply stigmatised, 
when dignified by its neighbourhood to uncommon worth; since we shall be in danger of 


Sr 
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The last paragraph of this note is of. great importance ; and 2 
request that my readers may consider it with particular attention. 
{t will be afterwards referred to in this work. 


Various Readings in the Life of Appison. 


“[But he was our first example.] He was, however, one of our earliest 
examples of correctness. 

“ And [overlook] despise their masters. 

“His instructions were such as the [state] character of his [own time] 
readers made [necessary] proper. 

“His purpose was to [diffuse] infuse literary curiosity by gentle and unsus- 
pected conveyance [among] info the gay, the idle, and the wealthy. 

“Framed rather for those that [wish] are learning to write. 

‘Domestic [manners] scenes.” 


In his Life of Parnetx, I wonder that Johnson omitted to insert 
an epitaph which he had long before composed for that amiable 
man, without ever writing it down, but which he was so good as, at 
my request, to dictate to me, by which means it has been pre- 


served. 
“Hic requiescit Taomas Parnett, 8. T, P, 


\ “Qui sacerdos pariter e+ voeta, 
Utrasque partes ita implevit, 
Ut neque sacerdoti suavitas poetes, 
Nec poets sacerdotis sanctitas, deesset.” 


Various Readings in the Life of Parnet. 


“About three years [after] afterwards. 

“ [Did not much want] was in no great need of improvement. 

“But his prosperity did not last long [was clouded with that which took 
away all his powers of enjoying either profit or pleasure, the death of his wife, 
whom he is said to have lamented with such sorrow, as hastened his end.'} 
His end, whatever was the cause, was now approaching, 


“Tn the Hermit, the ({composition] narrative, as it is less airy, is less pleas- 
ing.” 


beholding it without abhorrence, unless its turpitude be laid open, and the eye secured from 
the deception of surrounding splendour,”—B, 

} T should have thought that Johnson, who had felt the severe affliction from which Par- 
nell never recovered, would have preserved this passage, He omitted it, doubtless, because 


he afterwards learned, that however he might have lamented his wife, his end was hastened 
by other means,—M, , 
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In the Life of BLackmorz, we find that writer's reputation gene- 
rously cleared by Johnson from the cloud of prejudice which the 
malignity of contemporary wits had raised around it. In the 
spirited exertion of justice, he has been imitated by Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, in his praise of the architecture of Vanburgh. 

We trace Johnson’s own character in his observations on Black- 
more’s “ magnanimity as an author.” “The incessant attacks of 
his enemies, whether serious or merry, are never discovered to have 
disturbed his quiet, or to have lessened his confidence in himself.” 
Johnson, I recollect, once told me, laughing heartily, that he under- 
stood it had been said of him, “ He appears not to feel ; but when 
he is alone, depend upon it, he suffers sadly.” I am as certain as I 
ean be of any man’s real sentiments, that he enjoyed the perpetual 
shower of little hostile arrows, as evidences of his fame, 


Various Readings in the Life of BuackMORE. 


“To [set] engage poetry [on the side] in the cause of virtue. 

“ He likewise [established] enforced the truth of Revelation. 

‘“‘ [Kindness] benevolence was ashamed to favour. . 

“ His practice, which was once [very extensive] invidiously great. 

“There is scarcely any distemper of dreadful name [of] which he hag not 
[shown] taught his reader how [it is to be opposed] to oppose. 

“ Of this [contemptuous] indecent arrogance. . 

“ [He wrote] out produced likewise a work of a different kind. 

“« At least [written] compiled with integrity. 

“Faults which many tongues [were desirous] would have made haste to 
publish 

“ But though he [had not] could not boast of much critical knowledge. 

“ He [used] waited for no felicities of fancy. 

“ Or had ever elated his [mind] views to that ideal perfection which every 
[mind] genius born to excel is condemned always to pursue and never to 
overtake. t 

“The [first great] fundamental principle of wisdom and of virtue.” 


Various Readings in the Life of PHILIPS. 


“ His dreaded [rival] antagonist Pope. 

“They [have not often much] are not loaded with thought. 

“Tn his translation from Pindar, he [will not be denied to have reached] 
found the art of reaching all the obscurity of the Theban bard.” 
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Various Readings in the Life.of ConcRreve. 
“ Congreve’s 2onversation must surely have been at least equally pleasing 
with his writings, 
es apparently [requires] presupposes a similar knowledge of many charac- 
ters. 
“ Reciprocation of [similes] conceits. 
“The dialogue is [quick and various] sparkling. 
“Love for Love; a comedy [more drawn from life] of nearer alliance te 
life. 
ce The general character of his miscellanies is, that they show little wit and 
[no] Zitéle virtue. 
“‘[Perhaps] certainly he had not the fire requisite for the higher species of 
yric poetry.” 
Various Readings in the Life of TIckELL. 


“‘[Longed] long wished to peruse it. 
“ At the [accession] arrival of King George. 


“Fiction [unnaturally] unskilfully compounded of Grecian deities and 
Gothic fairies.” 


Various Readings in the Life of AKENSIDE. 


“For [another] a diferent purpose. 

“A furious] an unnecessary and outrageous zeal, 
“(Something which] what he called and thought liberty. 
“‘[A favourer of innovation] lover of contradiction, 
““Warburton’s [censure] objections. 

“ His rage [for liberty] of patriotism. 

“Mr. Dyson with [a zeal] an ardour of friendship,” 


In the Life of Lyrrztron, Johnson seems to have been not favour- 
ably disposed towards that nobleman. Mrs, Thrale suggests that 
he was offended by Molly Aston’s preference of his lordship to him.' 


‘ Let not my readers smile to think of Johnson’s being a candidate for female favour; Mr. 
Peter Garrick assured me that he was told by a lady, that, in her opinion, Johnson was “a 
very seducing man.” Disadvantages of person and manner may be forgotten, where intek 
lectual pleasure is communicated to a susceptible mind; and that Johnson was capable of 
feeling the most delicate and disinterested attachment appears from the following letter, 


which is published by Mrs. Thrale, with some others to the same person, of which the excel- 
fence is not so apparent: 


Lerrer 891. “January, 1755. 

“ DEAREST MapAM,—Though I am afraid your illness leaves you little leisure for the recep: 
tion of airy civilities, yet I cannot forbear to pay you my congratulations on the new year ; 
and to declare my wishes that your years to come may be many and happy. In this wish, 
fodeed, I include myself, who have none but you on whom my heart Teposes; yet surely | 


“70 MISS BOOTHBY, 


Bur. 73 LYTTELTON—YOUNG. 18] 
I can by no means join in the censure bestowed by Johnson on his 
lordship, whom he calls “ poor Lyttelton,” for returning thanks te 
the critical reviewers, for having “kindly commended” his “ Dia- 
logues of the Dead.” Such “ acknowledgments,” says my friend, 
“never can be proper, since they must be paid either for flattery or 
for justice.” In my opinion, the most upright man, who has been 
tried on a false accusation, may, when he is acquitted, make a bow 
to his jury. And when those, who are so much the arbiters of 
Bterary merit, as in a considerable degree to influence the public 
opinion, review an author’s work, placdo lwmine, when I am afraid 
mankind in general are better pleased with severity, he may surely 
express a grateful sense of their civility. 


Various Readings in the Life of Lyrre.ron. 


“He solaced [himself] his grief by writing a long poem to her memory. 

“The production rather [of a mind that means well, than thinks vigorously] 
as it seems of leisure than of study, rather effusions than compositions. 

“ His last literary [work] production. 

[Found the way] undertook to persuade.” 


As the introduction to his critical examination of the genius and 
writings of Youne, he did Mr. Herbert Croft, then a barrister of 
Lincoln’s Inn, now a clergyman,’ the honour to adopt a Life of 
Young, written by that gentleman, who was the friend of Dr. Young’s 
son, and wished to vindicate him from some very erroneous remarks 
to his prejudice. Mr. Croft’s performance was subjected to the 
revision of Dr. Johnson, as appears from the following note to 
Mr. John Nichols :? 


“This Life of Dr. Young was written by a friend of his son. What is 
crossed with black is expunged by the author, what is crossed with red is 
expunged by me. If you find anything more that can be well omitted, I 
shall not be sorry to see it yet shorter.” 


wish your good, even though your situation were such as should permit you to communicate 
no gratifications to, dearest, dearest Madam, your, && Sam. JoHNSON.”—B. 

There is here a slight mistake in the text It was not Molly Aston, but Hill Boothby, for 
whose affections Johnson and Lord Lyttelton were rival candidates.—M. 

1 Afterwards Sir Herbert Croft, bart. He died at Paris, April 27,1816. See Gent. Mag, 
for May, 1816.—C. ; 

3 Gentleman’s Magazine, vol. lv. p- 10. 
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Tt has always appeared to me to have a considerable share of 
merit, and to display a pretty successful imitation of Johnson’s 
style. When I mentioned this to a very eminent literary character,* 
he opposed me vehemently, exclaiming, “‘ No, no, it is not a good imi- 
tation of Johnson ; it has all his pomp without his force ; it has _ 
all the nodosities of the oak without its strength.” This was an 
image so happy, that one might have thought he would have 
been satisfied with it ; but he was not. And setting his mind again 
to work, he added, with exquisite felicity, “It has all the contortions 
of the sibyl, without the inspiration.” 

Mr. Croft very properly guards us against supposing that Young 
was a gloomy man ; and mentions, that “his parish was indebted 
to the good-humour of the author of the ‘Night Thoughts’ for an 
assembly and a bowling-green.” A letter from a noble foreigner is 
quoted, in which he is said to have been “ very pleasant in conversa- 
tion.” 

Mr. Langton, who frequently visited him, informs me that there 
was an air of benevolence in his manner, but that he could obtain 
from him less information than he had hoped to receive from one 
who had lived so much in intercourse with the brightest men of 
what has been called the Augustan age of England ; and that he 
showed a degree of eager curiosity concerning the common occur- 
rences that were then passing, which appeared somewhat remarka- 
ble in a man of such intellectual stores, of such an advanced age, and 
who had retired from life with declared disappointment in his expec-, 
tations. 

An instance at once of his pensive turn of mind, and his cheerful- 
ness of temper, appeared in a little story, which he himself told 
Mr. Langton, when they were walking in his garden : “ Here” (said 
he) I had put a handsome sun-dial, with this inscription, ‘ Ehew 
Sugaces ! ‘which’ (speaking with a smile,) was sadly verified, for 
by the next morning my dial had been carried off” * 


i Mr. Burke,—M. 
2 The late Mr. James Ralph told Lord Macartney, that he passed an éverting with Dr, 
Young at Lord Melcombe’s (then Mr, Doddington), at Hammersmith. The doctor happening 
to go out into the garden, Mr. Doddiugton observed to him, on his return, that it was a 
dreadful night, as in truth it was, there being a violent storm of rain and wind. 


¥ No, sir, ’ 
replied the doctor, “‘it‘is a very fine night, The Lord is abroad!” 
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It gives me much pleasure to observe, that however Johnson may 
have casually talked, yet when he sits, as “an ardent judge zealous 
to his trust, giving sentence ” upon the excellent works of Young, 
he allows them the high praise to which they are justly entitled. 
“The Universal Passion,” says he, “is indeed a very great perform: 
ance,— his distichs have the weight of solid sentiment, and his points 
the sharpness of resistless truth.” 

But I was most anxious concerning Johnson’s decision upon 
“Night Thoughts,” which I esteem as a mass of the grandest and 
richest poetry that human genius has ever produced ; and was 
delighted to find this character of that work: “In his ‘N ight 
Thoughts,’ he has exhibited a very wide display of original poetry, 
variegated with deep reflection and striking allusions : a wilderness 
of thought, in which the fertility of fancy scatters flowers of every 
hne and of every odour. This is one of the few poems in which 
blank verse could not be changed for rhyme, but with disadvan- 
tage.” And afterwards, “ Particular lines are not to be regarded ; 
the power is in the whole ; and in the whole there is a magnificence 
like that ascribed to Chinese plantation, the magnificence of vast 
extent and endless diversity.” 

But there is in this poem not only all that Johnson so well 
brings in view, but a power of the pathetic beyond almost any 
example that I have seen. He who does not feel his nerves shaken 
and his heart pierced by many passages in this extraordinary work, 
particularly by that most affecting one, which describes the gradual 
torment suffered by the contemplation of an object of affectionate 
attachment visibly and certainly decaying into dissolution, must be 
of a hard and obstinate frame. 

To all the other excellencies of “ Night Thoughts” let me ad 
the great and peculiar one,—that they contain not only the nobles 
sentiments of virtue and contemplations on immortality, but the 
Christian sacrifice, the divine propitiation, with all its interesting cir- 
cumstances, and consolations to a “ wounded spirit,” solemnly and 
poetically displayed in such imagery and language, as cannot fail to 
exalt, animate, and soothe the truly pious. No book whatever can 
be recommended to young persons, with better hopes of seasoning 
their minds with vial religion, than “ Young’s Night Thoughts.” 


SS a 
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In the Life of Swirt, it appears to me that Johnson had a certain 
degree of prejudice against that extraordinary man, of which I have 
elsewhere had occasion to speak. Mr. Thomas Sheridan imputed it 
to a supposed apprehension in Johnson, that Swift had not been suffi- 
ciently active in obtaining for him an Irish degree when it was 
solicited ; but of this there was not sufficient evidence ; and let me 
not presume to charge Johnson with injustice, because he did not think 
so highly of the writings of this author, as I have done from my 
youth upwards. Yet that he had an unfavourable bias is evident, 
were it only from that passage in which he speaks of Swift’s prac- 
tice of saving, as “ first ridiculous, and at last detestable ;” and yet, 
after some examination of circumstances, finds himself obliged to 
own, that “it will perhaps appear that he only liked one mode of 
expense better than another, and saved merely that he might have 
something to give.” 

One observation which Johnson makes in Swift’s life should be 
often inculcated : “It may be justly supposed, that there was in 
_ his conversation what appears so frequently in his letters, an affecta- 
tion of familiarity with the great, and ambition of momentary 
equality, sought and enjoyed by the neglect of those ceremonies 
which custom has established as the barriers between one order of 
society and another. This transgression of regularity was by him- 
self and his admirers termed greatness of soul ; but a great mind 
disdains to hold anything by courtesy, and therefore never usurps 
what a lawful claimant may take away. He that encroaches on 
another’s dignity, puts himself in his power ; he is either repelled 
with helpless indignity, or endured by clemency and condescension ® 


Various Readings in the Life of Swirt, 


“Charity may be persuaded to think that it might be written by a man of g 
peculiar [opinions] character, without ill intention. 

“He did not [disown] deny it. 

[To] 6y whose kindness it is not unlikely that he was [indebted for) ad. 
vanced to his benefices. 

[With] for this purpose he had recourse to Mr. Harley. 


“Sharpe, whom he [represents] describes as ‘ the harmless tool of others 
bate.’ 


“Harley was slow because he was [irresolute] doubtfud. 


Bry. 72. “SPENCE’S ANECDOTES.” 186 


“When [readers were not many] we were not yet a nation of readers, 

“(Every man who] he that could say he knew him. 

“Every man of known influence has so many [more] petitions [than] which 
he [can] cannot grant, that he must necessarily offend more than he [can 
gratify] gratifies. 

“ Ecclesiastical [preferments] benejices. 

“Swift [procured] contrived an interview. 

“(As a writer] Jn his works he has given very different specimens. 

“Qn all common occasions he habitually [assumes] affects a style of [supe 
riority] arrogance. 

“By the [omission] neglect of those ceremonies. 

“That a merits filled the world [and] or that there was no {room for) 


Rope of more.” 


I have not confined myself to the order of the “ Lives,” in making 
my few remarks. Indeed a different order is observed in the origi- 
nal publication, and in the collection of Johnson’s works. And 
should it be objected, that many of my various readings are incon- 
siderable, those who make an objection will be pleased to consider, 
that such small particulars are intended for those who are nicely 
critical in composition, to whom they will be an acceptable selection." 

“Spence’s Anecdotes,” which are frequently quoted and referred 
te in Johnson’s “‘ Lives of the Poets,” are in a manuscript collection, 
made by the Reverend Mr. Joseph Spence,’ containing a number of 
particulars concerning eminent men. ‘To each anecdote is marked 
the name of the person on whose authority it is mentioned. This 
valuable collection is the property of the Duke of Newcastle, who, 
upon the application of Sir Lucas Pepys, was pleased to permit it to 
be put into the hands of Dr. Johnson, who I am sorry to think made 
but an awkward return. ‘‘ Great assistance,” says he, “ has been 
given me by Mr. Spence’s Collection, of which I consider the com- 


1 Mr, Chalmers here records a curious iterary anecdote—that when a new and enlarged 
edition of the “ Lives of the Poets ’ was published in 1788, Mr. Nichols, in justice to the pur- 
chasers of the preceding editions, printed the additions in aseparate pamphlet, and adver- 
tised that it might be had gratés. Not ten copies were called for. It may be presumed that 
the owners of the former editions had bownd their eeta; but it must also be observed, that 
the alterations were not considerable.—O, 

2 The Rev. Joseph Spence, A. M. Rector of Great Harwood in Buckinghamshire, ard Pre- 
bendary of Durham, died at Byfleet in Surrey, August 20,1768. He was a Fellow of New 
College in Oxford, and held the office of Professor of Poetry in that University from 1728 te 


2788.— Mi, 
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munication as a favour worthy of public acknowledgment :” but he 
has not owned to whom he was obliged ; so that the acknowledg- 
ment is unappropriated to his grace.’ 

While the world in general was filled with admiration of John- 
son’s “ Lives of the Poets,” there were narrow circles in which pre- 
judice and resentment were fostered, and from which attacks of 
different sorts issued against him.* By some violent Whigs, he was 
arraigned of injustice to Milton; by some Cambridge men, of 
depreciating Gray; and his expressing with a dignified freedom 
what he really thought of George, Lord Lyttelton, gave offence to 
some of the friends of that nobleman, and particularly produced a 
declaration of war against him from Mrs. Montagu, the ingenious 
essayist on Shakspeare, between whom and his lordship a commerce 
of reciprocal compliments had long been carried on. In this war 
the smaller powers in alliance with him were of course led to engage, 
at least on the defensive, and thus I for one was excluded from the 
enjoyment of “A Feast of Reason,” such as Mr. Cumberland has 
described, with a keen yet just and delicate pen, in his “‘ Observer,” 
These minute inconveniences gave not the least disturbance to John- 
son. He nobly said, when I talked to him of the feeble though 
shrill outery which had been raised, “Sir, I considered myself as 
intrusted with a certain portion of truth. I have given my opinion 
sincerely ; let them show where they think me wrong.” 


1 It appears from a letter of Mrs. Boscawen in Hannah More's Memoirs, that she was the 
person who procured Johnson the loan of Spence’s papers.—O, 

2 From this disreputable class, I except an ingenious though not satisfactory defence of 
Hammond, which I did not see till lately, by the favour of its author, my amiable friend, the 
Reverend Mr. Bevil, who published it without his name. It is a juvenile performance, bug 


elegantly written, with classic enthusiasm of sentiment, and yet with a becoming modesty, 
@ad great respect for Dr, Johnson. 


CHAPTER VIIL 
1781. 


BWerren Hastings—Liberty and Necessity—Picture of a Man, by Shakspeare and by Milten— | 
Registration of Deeds—Duty of a Member of Parliament—Deportment of a Bishop—“ Merri 
ment of Parsons ”—Zachariah Mudge—Dr. Walter Harte—Scale of Liquors—Dancing—Sir 
Philip Jennings Clerk—American War—Dudley Long—Exaggerated Praise—* Learning te 
Talk "—Veracity—Death of Mr. Thrale—Queen’s Arms Club—Constructive Treason—Oastes 
of Men—Passion Week—Addison—Blackstone—Steele—Educating by Lectures—The Re- 
surrection—Apparitions. 


Waite my friend is thus contemplated in the splendour derived from 
his last and perhaps most admirable work, I introduce him with 
peculiar propriety as the correspondent of Warren Hastings ! a man 
whose regard reflects dignity even upon Johnson ; & man, the extent 
of whose abilities was equal to that of his power ; and who, by 
those who are fortunate enough to know him in private life, is 
admired for his literature and taste, and beloved for the candour, 
moderation, and mildness of his character. Were I capable of pay- 
ing a suitable tribute of admiration to him, I should certainly not 
withhold it at a moment’ when it is not possible that I should be 
suspected of being an interested flatterer. But how weak would be 
my voice after that of the millions whom he governed! His conde- 
seending and obliging compliance with my solicitation, I with hum- 
ble gratitude acknowledge ; and while by publishing his letter to me, 
accompanying the valuable commnnication, I do eminent honour to 
my great friend, I shall entirely disregard any invidious suggestions 
that, as I in some degree participate in the honour, I have, at the 
same time, the gratification of my own vanity in view, 


Letter 392, TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ, 
“ Park Lane, Dec. 2, 1790. 


“Srr,—I have been fortunately spared the troublesome suspense of a long 
search, to which, in performance of my promise, I had devoted this morning, 


- January, 1791.—8. Mr. Hastings’s impeachment was still pending.—0O. 
y 187 
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by lighting upon the objects of it among the first papers that I laid my hands 
on; my veneration for your great and good friend, Dr. Johnson, and the pride, 
or I hope something of a better sentiment, which I indulge in possessing such 
memorials of his good will towards me, having induced me to bind them in a 
parcel containing other select papers, and labelled with the titles appertaining 
to them. They consist but of three letters, which I believe were all that I 
ever received from Dr. Johnson. Of these, one, which was written in quadru- 
plicate, under the different dates of its respective dispatches, has already been 
made public, but not from any communication of mine. This, however, I have 
joined to the rest; and have now the pleasure of sending them to you, for the 
use to which you informed me it was your desire to destine them. 

“My promise was pledged with the condition, that if the letters were found 
to contain anything which should render them improper for the public eye, you 
would dispense with the performance of it. You will have the goodness, I am 
sure, to pardon my recalling this stipulation to your recollection, as I shall be 
loth to appear negligent of that obligation which is always implied in an epis- 
tolary confidence. In the reservation of that right I have read them over with 
the most scrupulous attention, but have not seen in them the slightest cause 
on that ground to withhold them from you. But, though not on that, yet on 
another ground I own I feel a little, yet but a little, reluctance to part with 
them : I mean on that of my own credit, which I fear will suffer by the infor: 
mation conveyed by them, that I was early in the possession of such valuable 
instructions for the beneficial employment of the influence of my late station, 
and (as it may seem) have so little availed myself of them. Whether I could, 
if it were necessary, defend myself against such an imputation, it little concerns 
the world to know. I look only to the effect which these relics may produce, 
considered as evidences of the virtues of their author: and believing that they 
will be found to display an uncommon warmth of private friendship, and a 
mind ever attentive to the improvement and extension of useful knowledge, 
and solicitous for the interests of mankind, I can cheerfully submit to the little 
sacrifice of my own fame, to contribute to the illustration of so great and ven- 
erable a character. They cannot be better applied, for that end, than by being 
intrusted to your hands, Allow me, with this offering, to infer from it a 
proof of the very great esteem with which I have the honour to profess myself, 
Sir, your, &c. WarREN Hastings. 


“Pp. 8. At some future time, and when you have no further occasion fog 
these papers, I shall be obliged to you if you will return them.” 


_ The last of the three letters thus graciously put into my hands, 
and which has already appeared in public, belongs to this year ; but 
I shall previously insert the first two in the order of their dates 
They altogether form a grand group in my biographical picture. 
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LETTER 398. TO THE HON. WARREN HASTINGS, ESQ. 


“* March 80, 1774 

“Srr,—Though I have had but little personal knowledge of you, I have had 
enough to make me wish for more; and though it be now a long time since I 
was honoured by your visit, I had too much pleasure from it to forget it. By 
those whom we delight to remember, we are unwilling to be forgotten; and 
therefore I cannot omit this opportunity of reviving myself in your memory 
bya letter which you will receive from the hands of my friend Mr. Chambers; # 
& man whose purity of manners and vigour of mind are sufficient to make every- 
thing welcome that he brings. 

“‘ That this is my only reason for writing will be too apparent by the useless. 
ness of my letter to any other purpose. I have no questions to ask; not that 
I want curiosity after either the ancient or present state of regions in which 
have been seen all the power and splendour of wide-extended empire; and 
which, as by some grant of natural superiority, supply the rest of the world 
with almost all that pride desires and luxury enjoys. But my knowledge of 
them is too scanty to furnish me with proper topics of inquiry: I can only 
wish for information ; and hope that a mind comprehensive like yours will find 
leisure, amidst the cares of your important station, to inquire into many sub- 
jects of which the European world either thinks not at all, or thinks with defi- 
eient intelligence and uncertain conjecture. I shall hope that he who once 
intended to increase the learning of his country by the introduction of the 
Persian language will examine nicely the traditions and histories of the East ; 
that he will survey the wonders of its ancient edifices, and trace the vestiges 
of its ruined cities ; and that, at his return, we shall know the arts and opinions 
ef a race of men from whom very little has been hitherto derived. 

“You, Sir, have no need of being told by me how much may be added by 
your attention and patronage to experimental knowledge and natural histoiy 
There are arts of manufacture practised in the countries in which you presi , 
which are yet very imperfectly known here, either to artificers or philosophecs 
\f the natural productions, animate and inanimate, we yet have so little iuté.- 
gence, that our books are filled, I fear, with conjectures about things which. 
an Indian peasant knows by his senses. 

“‘ Many of those things my first wish is to see; my second to know, by such 
accounts as a man like you will be able to give. 

“ As I have not skill to ask proper questions, I have likewise no such access 
to great men as can enable me to send you any political information. Of the 
agitations of an unsettled government, and the struggles of a feeble ministry, 
care is doubtless taken to give you more exact accounts than I can obtain. If 
you are inclined to interest yourself much in public transactions, it is no mis: 
fortune to you to be distant from them. 


4 Afterwards Sir Robert Chambers, one of his majesty’s Judges in India, 
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“That literature is not totally forsaking us, and that your favourite lan 
guage is not neglected, will appear from the book,' which I should have 
pleased myself more with sending, if I could have presented it bound: but 
time was wanting. I beg, however, Sir, that you will accept it from a man 
very desirous of your regard; and that if you think me able to gratify you 
by anything more important you will employ me. 

“T am now going to take leave, perhaps a very long leave, of my dear Mr. 
Chambers. That he is going to live where you govern may justly alleviate the 
regard of parting: and the hope of seeing both him and you again, which } 
am not willing to mingle with doubt, must at present comfort as it can, 
Sir, your, &e. 

“Samu. JOHNSON.” 


LETTER 394. TO THE SAME 
“London, Dec. 20, 1774. 

“Sir,—Being informed that by the deparcure of a ship there is now an 
opportunity of writing to Bengal, I am unwilling to slip out of y ‘ur memory 
by my own negligence, and therefore take the liberty of reminding you of my 
existence by sending you a book which is not yet made public. 

“T have lately visited a region less remote and less illustrious than India, 
which afforded some occasions for speculation. What has occur to me, I 
have put into the volume,? of which I beg your acceptance. 

‘‘Men in your station seldom have presents totally disinterested : a .v book is 
received, let me now make my request. There is, Sir, somewhere within 
your government, a young adventurer, one Chauncey Lawrence, whose Sather is 
one of my oldest friends. Be pleased to show the young man what sounte- 
nance is fit; whether he wants to be restrained by your authority, or easour- 
aged by your favour. His father is now president of the college of physicians; 
& man venerable for his knowledge, and more venerable for his virtue. 

“T wish you a prosperous government, a safe return, and a long enjoyment 
of plenty and tranquillity. Iam, Sir, your, &. 

“Sam JOHNSON. 


Lerrer 895. TO THE SAME. 
“Jan. 9, 1781 

“Sir,—Amidst the importance and multiplicity of affairs in which your grest 
office engages you, I take the liberty of recalling your attention for a moment 
to literature, and will not prolong the interruption by an apology which your 
character makes needless, 

“Mr, Hoole, a gentleman long known and long esteemed in the Tndia-bouse, 
after having translated Tasso, has undertaken Ariosto. How well ha is quall- 
fied for his undertaking he has already shown. He is desirous, Sir, of your 


1 Jones’s “ Persian Grammar,” 
* The “‘ Journey to the Western Islands of Scotland” 
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‘avour in promoting his proposals, and flatters me by supposing that my testi 
mony may advance his interest. 

“It is a new thing for a clerk of the India-house to translate poets ;—it ia 
new for a governor of Bengal to patronise learning. That he may find his 
ingenuity rewarded, and that learning may flourish under your protection, is 
the wish of, Sir, your, &c. 


‘. % Sam. JOHNSON.” 


I wrote to him in February, complaining of having been troubled 
by a recurrence of the perpiexing question of Liberty and Neces- 
sity ; and mentioning that I hoped soon to meet him again in Lon- 
don. 


Letrer 396. TO MR. BOSWELL 
“ March, 14, 1781. 

“Dear §1x,—I hoped you had got rid of all this hypocrisy of misery. 
What have you to do with Liberty and Necessity? Or what more than to hold 
your tongue about it? Do not doubt but I shall be most heartily glad to see 
you here again, for I love every part about you but your affectation of dis- 
tress. 

“‘T have at last finished my Lives, and have laid up for you a load of copy, 
all out of order, so that it will amuse you a long time to set it right. Come 
to me, my dear Bozzy, and let us be as happy as we can. We will go again to 
the Mitre, and talk old times over. I am, dear Sir, yours affectionately, 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


On Monday, March 19, I arrived in London, and on Tuesday, the 
20th, met him in Fleet Street, walking, or rather indeed moving 
along ; for his peculiar march is thus described in a very just and 
picturesque manner, in a short Life’ of him published very soon 
after his death :—‘‘When he walked the streets, what with 
the constant roll of his head, and the concomitant motion of his 
body, he appeared to make his way by that motion, independent of 
his feet.” That he was often much stared at while he advanced in 
this manner may easily be believed ; but it was not safe to make sport 
of one so robust as he was, Mr. Langton saw him one day, in a fit of 
absence, by a sudden start, drive the load off a porter’s back, and 


' Published by Kearsley, with this well-chosen motto :— 

: “ From his cradle 

He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one: 

And, to add gréater honours to his age 

Than man could give him, he died fearing Heaven "—SHAKSPRABB. 
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walk forward briskly, without being conscious of what he had done. 
The porter was very angry, but stood still, and eyed the huge 
figure with much earnestness, till he was satisfied that his wisest 
course was to be quiet, and take up his burthen again. d 

Our accidental meeting in the street after a long separation was 
a pleasing surprise to us both. He stepped aside with me into 
Falcon Court, and made kind inquiries about my family ; and as we 
were in a hurry, going different ways I promised to call on him 
next day. He said he was engaged to go out in the morning. 
“ Karly, Sir?” said I. Jounson. “ Why, Sir, a London morning 
does not go with the sun.” 

I waited on him next evening, and he gave me a great portion of his 
original manuscript of his “ Lives of the Poets,” which he had pre- 
served for me. , 

I found on visiting his friend, Mr. Thrale, that he was now very 
‘hI, and had removed, I suppose by the solicitation of Mrs. Thrale, 
to a house in Grosvenor Square. I was sorry to see him sadly 
changed in his appearance. 

He told me I might now have the pleasure to see Dr. Johnson 
drink wine again, for he had lately returned to it. When I men- 
tioned this to Johnson, he said, “ I drink it now sometimes, but not 
socially.” The first evening that I was with him at Thrale’s, I 
observed he poured a large quantity of it into a glass, and swallowed 
it greedily. Everything about his character and manners was 
forcible and violent ; there never was any moderation. Many a day 
did he fast, many a year did he refrain from wine : but when he did 
eat, it was voraciously ; when he did drink wine, it was copiously. 
He could practise abstinence, but not temperance. 

Mrs. Thrale and I had a dispute whether Shakspeare or Milton 
had drawn the most admirable picture of a man.!_ I was for Shak- 


4 Shakspeare makes Hamlet thus describe his father: 


“See what a grace was seated on his brow: 
Hyperion’s curls, the front of Jove himself, 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 
A station like the herald, Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 

A combination and a form, indeed, 
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speare, Mrs. Thrale for Milton ; and, after a fair hearing, Johnson 
decided for my opinion. 

I told him of one of Mr. Burke’s playful sallies upon Dean Marlay ; 
“T don’t like the Deanery of Ferns 3 it sounds so like a barren 
tile.” “Dr. Heath * should have it,” said I. Johnson laughed, 
and, condescending to trifle in the same mode of conceit, suggested 
Dr. Moss.’ 

He said, “Mrs. Montagu has dropt me. Now, Sir, there are 
people whom one should like very well to drop, but would not 
wish to be dropped by.” He certainly way vain of the society of 
ladies, and could make himself very agreeable to them when he 
chose it: Sir Joshua Reynolds agreed with me that he could. Mr. 
Gibbon, with his usual sneer, controverted it, perhaps in resentment 
of Johnson’s having talked with some disgust of his ugliness, which 
one would think a philosopher would not mind. Dean Marlay wittily 
observed, ‘‘ A lady may be vain when she can turn a wolf-dog into 
a lap-dog.” 

The election for Ayrshire, my own county, was this spring tried 
upon a petition before a committee of the house of commons. I 
was one of the counsel for the sitting member,‘ and took the liberty 
of previously stating different points to Johnson, who never failed to 


Where every god did seem to set his seal, 
To give the world assurance of a man.” 


Milton thus portrays our first parent, Adam: 


“His fair large front and eye sublime declared 
Absolute rule; and hyacinthin locks 
Round from his parted forelock manly hung 
Clust’ring, but not beneath his shoulders broad.”—B. 


The latter part of this description, “but not beneath,” &c., may very probably be ascribed 
to Milton’s prejudices in favour of the puritans, who had a great aversion to long hair.—M, 
It is strange that the picture drawn by the unlearned Shakspeare should be full of classical 
images, and that by the learned Milton void of them. Milton’s description appears to be 
more picturesque,—KHARNEY. : 

1 Dr. Richard Marlay, afterwards Lord Bishop of Waterford; a very amiable, benevolent, 
and ingenious man. He was chosen a member of the Literary Club in 1777, ard died in 

‘Dublin, July 2, 1802, in his seventy-fifth year.—M. 

2 Dr. Benjamin Heath, celebrated for a curious library, which was sold in 1810, at very 
high prices.—O. ; 

3 Dr. Charles Ms, afterwards Bishop of Bath and Wells. He died in 1802.—0. 

+ Hugh Montgvmery, Esq. The petitioner, however, William Macdowall, Esq., was declared 


duly elected.—C. 
VOL, IV 9 


194 LIFE OF JOHNSON. HEL. 


see them clearly, and supply me with some good hints, He dictat- 
ed to me the following note upon the registration of deeds :— 


“ All laws are made for the convenience of the community. What is legally 
done should be legally recorded, that the state of things may be known, and 
that wherever evidence is requisite, evidence may be had. For this reason, the 
obligation to frame and establish a legal register is enforced by a legal pen- 
alty, which penalty is the want of that perfection and plenitude of right 
which a register would give. Thence it follows that this is not an objection 
merely legal; for the reason on which the law stands being equitable, makes 
it an equitable objection.” 


“This,” said he, “you must enlarge on, when speaking to the 
committee. You must not argue there as if you were arguing in the 
schools ; close reasoning will not fix their attention : yon must say the 
same thing over and over again in different words. If you say it but 
once, they miss it in a moment of inattention. It is unjust, Sir, to 
censure lawyers for multiplying words when they argue ; it is often 
recessary for them to multiply words.” 

His notion of the duty of a member of parliament, sitting upon 
an election-committee, was very high ; and when he was told of a 
gentleman upon one of those committees, who read the newspapers 
part of the time, and slept the rest, while the merits of a vote were 
examined by the counsel ; and as an excuse, when challenged by 
the chairman for such bvhaviour, bluntly answered, “I had made 
up my mind upon that case ;” Johnson with an indignant contempt, 
said, “ If he-was such a rogue as to make up his mind upon a case 
without hearing it, he should not have been such a fool as to tell it.” 
“T think,” said Mr. Dudley Long,’ now North, “ the Doctor has 
pretty plainly made him out to be both rogue and fool.” 

Johnson’s profound reverence for the hierarchy made him expect 
from bishops the highest degree of decorum ; he was offended even 
at their going to taverns: “A bishop,” said he, “ has nothing to do 
at a tippling-house. It is not indeed immoral in him to go to a 
tavern ; neither would it be immoral in him to whip a top in Gros- 
venor Square: but, if he did, I hope the boys would fall upon him, 


} This ingenious and very pleasant gentleman died in 1829 at the age ef cighty after 
@iness which had for "some years secluded him from soclety.—0, = oot 
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and apply the whip to Aim. There are gradations in conduct ; 
there is morality,—decency,—propriety. None of these shouid be 
violated by a bishop. A bishop should not go to a house where he 
may meet a young fellow leading out a wench.” Boswe.y. “ But, 
Sir, every tavern does not admit women.” Jonson. “ Depend 
upon it, Sir, any tavern will admit a well-dressed man and a well- 
cressed woman : they will not perhaps admit a woman whom they 
see every night walking by their door, in the street. But a well- 
dressed man may lead in a well-dressed woman to any tavern in 
London. Taverrs sell meat and drink, and will sell them to any- 
body who can eat andcan drink. You may as well say, that a mere 
cer will not sell silks to a woman of the town.” 

He also disapproved of bishops going to routs; at least of their 
staying at them longer than their presence commanded respect. 
He mentioned a particular bishop. ‘‘ Poh !” said Mrs. Thrale, “the 
Bishop of — is never minded at a rout.” Boswei. “ When 
a bishop places himself in a situation where he has no distinct 
character, and is of no consequence, he degrades the dignity of his 
order.” Jounson. “ Mr. Boswell, Madam, has said it as correctly 
as it could be.” 

Nor was it only in the dignitaries of the church that Johnson 
required a particular decorum and delicacy of behaviour ; he justly 
considered that the clergy, as persons set apart for the sacred office 
of serving at the altar, and impressing the minds of men with the 
awful concerns of a future state, should be somewhat more serious 
than the generality of mankind, and have a suitable composure of 
manners. A due sense of the dignity of their profession, indepen- 
dent of higher motives, will ever prevent them from losing their dis- 
tinction in an indiscriminate sociality ; and did such as affect this 
know how much it lessens them in the eyes of those whom they 
think to please by it, they would feel themselves much mortified. 

Johnson and his friend Beauclerk were once together in company 
with several clergymen, who thought that they should appear to ad 
vantage, by assuming the lax jollity of men of the world ; which, as it 
may be observed in similar cases, they carried to noisy excess. 
Zobnson, who they expected would be cntertained, sat grave and 
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silent for some time ; at last, turning to Beauclerk, he said, by no 
means in & whisper, ‘‘ This merriment of parsons is mighty offensive.” 

Kiven the dress of a clergyman should be in character, and 
nothing can be more despicable than conceited attempts at avoid- 
ing the appearance of the clerical order ; attempts, which are as 
ineffectual as they are pitiful. Dr. Porteus, now Bishop of London, 
in his excellent charge when presiding over the diocese of Chester, 
justly animadverts upon this subject ; and observes of a reverend 
fop, that he ‘can be but half a beau.” 

Addison, in “The Spectator,” has given as a fine portrait of a 
clergyman, who is supposed to be a member of his Club; and John- 
son has exhibited a model, in the character of Mr. Mudge, which 
has escaped the collectors of his works, but which he owned to me, 
and which indeed he showed to Sir Joshua Reynolds at the time 
when it was written. It bears the genuine marks of Johnson’s best 
manner, and is as follows :— 

“The Reverend Mr. Zachariah Mudge, prebendary of Exeter, and vicar of 
St. Andrew’s in Plymouth; a man equally eminent for his virtues and abilities 
and at once beloved as a companion, and reverenced as a pastor. He had 
that general curiosity to which no kind of knowledge is indifferent or supere 
fluous; and the general benevolence by which no order of men is hated or 
despised. 

“His principles both of thought and action were great and comprehensive, 
By a solicitous examination of objections, and judicious comparison of Oppo 
site arguments, he attained what inquiry never gives but to industry and per- 
spicuity, a firm and unshaken settlement of conviction. But his firmness was 
without asperity ; for, knowing with how much difficulty truth was sometimes 
found, he did not wonder that many missed it. 

“The general course of his life was determined by his profession; he 
studied the sacred volumes in the original languages; with what diligence and 
success his ‘ Notes upon the Psalms’ give sufficient evidence. He once en- 
deavoured to add the knowledge of Arabic to that of Hebrew ; but finding his 
thoughts too much diverted from other studies, after some time desisted from 
his purpose, 

“ His discharge of parochial duties was exemplary. How his Sermons were 
composed, may be learned from the excellent volume which he has given to 
the public; but how they were delivered, can be known only to those that 
heard them; for, as he appeared in the pulpit, words will not easily describe 
bim. His delivery, though unconstrained, was not negligent, and though for- 
cible, was not turbulent; disdaining anxious nicety of emphasis, and laboured 


a 
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artifice of action, it captivated the hearer by its natural dignity; it roused the 
sluggish and fixed the volatile, and detained the mind upor the subject with- 
out directing it to the speaker. 

“The grandeur and solemnity of the preacher did not intrude upon his 
general behaviour: at the table of his friends he was a companion communie 
Cative and attentive, of unaffected manners, of manly cheerfulness, willing to 
please, and easy to be pleased. His acquaintance was universally solicited, 
and his presence obstructed no enjoyment which religion did not forbid. 
Though studious, he was popular; though argumentative, he was modest ; 
though inflexible, he was candid: and though metaphysical, yet orthodox.” ? 


On Friday, March 80, I dined with him at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, 
with the Earl of Charlemont, Sir Annesley Stewart, Mr. Eliot of 
Port-Eliot, Mr. Burke, Dean Marlay, Mr. Langton ; a most agree- 
able day, of which I regret that every circumstance is not pre- 
served: but it is unreasonable to require such a multiplication of 
felicity. 

Mr. Eliot, with whom Dr. Walter Harte had travelled, talked 
to us of his “ History of Gustavus Adolphus,” which he said was a 
very good book in the German translation. Joxnson. “Harte wag 
excessively vain. He put copies of his book in manuscript into the 
hands of Lord Chesterfield and Lord Granville, that they might 
revise it. Now how absurd was it to suppose that two such noble 
men would revise so big a manuscript. Poor man! he left London 
the day of the publication of his book, that he might be out of the 
way of the great praise he was to receive ; and he was ashamed to 
return, when he found how ill his book had succeeded. It was um 
lucky in coming out on the same day with Robertson’s ‘ History of 
Scotland.” His husbandry, however, is good.” Boswxut. “So he 
was fitter for that than for heroic history ; he did well, when he 
turned his sword into a ploughshare” 

Mr. Eliot mentioned a curious liquor peculiar to his country, which 
the Cornish fishermen drink. They call it mahogany ; and it is made 
of two parts gin and one part treacle, well beaten together. I 
begged to have some of it made, which was done with proper skill 

J Mr. Eliot. I thought it very good liquor; and said it was 


3 “London Chronicle,” May 2, 1769. This respectable man is there mentioned to have 
died on the 8d of April, that year, at Cofflect, the seat of Thomas Veale, Esq., in his way te 
London. 
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a counterpart of what is called Athol porridge in the Highlands of 
Scotland, which is a mixture of whisky'and honey. Johnson said, 
that must be a better liquor than the Cornish, for both its compo. 
nent parts are better.” He also observed, “ Mahogany must be a 
modern name ; for it is not long since the wood called mahogany 
was known in this country.” I mentioned his scale of liquors :— 
claret for boys,—port for men,—brandy for heroes. ‘‘ Then,” said 
Mr. Burke, “let me have claret ; I love to be a boy ; to have the 
careless gaiety of boyish days.” Jonnson. “I should drink claret 
too, if it would give me that; but it does not: it neither makes 
boys men, nor men boys. You'll be drowned by it before it has 
any effect upon you.” 

I ventured to mention a ludicrous paragraph in the newspapers, 
that Dr. Johnson was learning to dance of Vestris. Lord Charle- 
mont, wishing to excite him to talk, proposed, in a whisper, that he 
should be asked whether it was true. ‘Shall I ask him ?” said his 
lordship. We were, by a great majority, clear for the experiment. 
Upon which his lordship very gravely, and with a courteous air, 
said, ‘‘ Pray, Sir, is it true that you are taking lessons of Vestris ?” 
This was risking a good deal, and required the boldness of a gene- 
ral of Irish volunteers to make the attempt. Johnson was at first 
startled, and in some heat answered, ‘“‘ How can your lordship ask 
so simple a question ?” But immediately recovering himself, whether 
from unwillingness to be deceived or to appear deceived, or whether 
from real good humour, he kept up the joke: “ Nay, but if any- 
body were to answer the paragraph, and contradict it, ’d have a 
reply, and would say, that he who contradicted it was no friend 
either to Vestris or me. For why should not Dr. Johnson add to 
his other powers a little corporeal agility? Socrates learned to 
dance at an advanced age, and Cato learnt Greek at an advanced 
age. Then it might proceed to say, that this Johnson, not content 
with dancing on the ground, might dance on the rope; and they 
might introduce the elephant dancing on the rope. A nobleman! 
wrote a play called ‘ Love in a Hollow Tree.’ He found out that 
it was a bad one, and therefore wished to buy up all the copies and 


r) * William, the first Viscount Grimston,—B. 
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burn them. The Duchess of Marlborough had kept one; and 
when he was against her at an election, she had a new edition of 
it printed, and prefixed to it, as a frontispiece, an elephant dancing 
on @ rope, to show that his lordship’s writing comedy was as awk- 
ward as an elephant dancing on a rope.” 

On Sunday, Apri! 1, I dined with him at Mr. Thrale’s, with Sir 
Philip Jennings Clerk and Mr. Perkins, who had the superintendence 
of Mr. Thrale’s brewery, with a salary of five hundred pounds a year. 
Sir Philip had the appearance of a gentleman of ancient family, 
well advanced in life. He wore his own white hair in a bag of 
goodly size, a black velvet coat, with an embroidered waistcoat, and 
very rich laced ruffles ; which Mrs. Thrale said were old fashioned, 
but which, for that reason, I thought the more respectable, more 
like a Tory ; yet Sir Philip was then in opposition in parliament, 
“ Ab! Sir,” said Johnson, “ancient ruffles and modern principles do 
not agree.” Sir Philip defended the opposition to the American 
war ably and with temper, and I joined him. He said the majority 
of the nation was against the ministry. Jonnson. “J, Sir, am 
against the ministry ; but it is for having too little of that of which 
the opposition thinks they have too much. _ Were I minister, if any 
man wagged his finger against me, he should be turned out; for 
that which is in the power of government to give at pleasure to one 
or to another should be given to the supporters of government. If 
you will not oppose at the expense of losing your place, your oppo- 
sition will not be honest, you will feel no serious grievance ; and 
the present opposition is only a contest to get what others have. 
Sir Robert Walpole acted as I would do. As to the American war, 
the sense of the nation is with the ministry. The majority of those 
who can wnderstand is with it ; the majority of those who can only 
hear is against it ; and as those who can only hear are more numer 
ous than those who can understand, and opposition is always loud 
est, a majority of the rabble will be for opposition.” 

This boisterous vivacity entertained us; but the truth in my 
opinion was that those who could understand the best were against 
the American war, as almost every man now is, when the question 
has been coolly considered. 

Mrs. Thrale gave high praise to Mr. Dudley Long (now North) 
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Jounson. “ Nay, my dear lady, don’t talk so. Mr. Long’s charac- 
ter is very short. It is nothing. He fills a chair. He is a man of 
genteel appearance, and that is all.._ I know nobody who blasts by 
praise as you do: for whenever there is exaggerated praise, every- 
body is set against a character. They are provoked to attack it. 
Now there is Pepys:* you praised that man with such dispropor 
tion, that I was incited to lessen him, perhaps more than he deserves. 
His blood is upon your head. By the same principle, your malice 
defeats itself; for your censure is too violent. And yet (looking 
to her with a leering smile) she is the first woman in the world 
vould she but restrain that wicked tongue of hers ;—she would be 
the only woman, could she but command that little whirligig.” 
Upon the subject of exaggerated praise I took the liberty to say, 
that I thought there might be very high praise given to a known 
character which deserved it, and therefore it would not be exagge- 
rated. Thus, one might say of Mr. Edmund Burke, he is a very won- 
derful man. Jonson. “No, Sir, you would not be safe, if another 
man had a mind perversely to contradict. He might answer, 
‘Where is all the wonder? Burke is, to be sure, a man of uncom 
mon abilities ; with a great quantity of matter in his mind, and a 
great fluency of language in his mouth. But we are not to be 
stunned and astonished by him.” So you see, Sir, even Burke 
would suffer, not from any fanlt of his own, but from your folly,” 
Mrs. Thrale mentioned a gentleman who had acquired a fortune 
of four thousand a year in trade, but was absolutely miserable 
because he could not talk in company ; so miserable, that he was 
impelled to lament his situation in the street to * * * * * *, whom he 
hates, and who he knows despises him. “I am a most unhappy 


« Here Johnson condescended to play upon the words long and short. But little did he 
know that, owing to Mr. Long’s reserve in his presence, he was talking*thus of a gentleman 
distinguished amongst his acquaintance for acuteness of wit; and to whom, I think, the 
French expression, “ J2 pétille @Mesprit,” is particularly suited. He has gratified me by men- 
tioning that he heard Dr. Johnson say, ‘Sir, if I were to lose Boswell, it would be a limb 
amputated,” 

? William Weller Pepys, Esq., one of the masters in the High Court of Chancery, aud well 
known in polite circles, My acquaintance with him is not sufficient to enable me to speak of 
him from my own judgment. But I know that both at Eton and Oxford he was the intimate 
friend of the late Sir James Macdonald, the Murcedlus of Scotland, whose extra 


ordinary 
talents, learning, and virtues will ever be remembered with admiration and regret. 
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man,” said he. “I am invited to conversations 3; I go to conversa- 
tions ; but, alas! I have no conversation.” Jounson. “ Man com 
monly cannot be successful in different ways. This gentleman has 
spent, in getting four thousand pounds a year, the time in which he 
might have learnt to talk ; and now he cannot talk.” Mr. Perkins 
made a shrewd and droll remark : “If he had got his four thousand 
& year as a mountebark, he might have learnt to talk at the same 
time that he was getting his fortune.” 

Some other gentlemen came in. The conversation concerning 
the person whose character Dr. Johnson had treated so slightingly, 
as he did not know his merit, was resumed. Mrs. Thrale said, 
“You think so of him, Sir, because he is quiet, and does not exert 
himself with force. You'll be saying the same thing of Mr, * * * * * * 
there, who sits as quiet.” This was not well bred ; and Johnson 
did not let it pass without correction. “ Nay, Madam, what right 
have you to talk thus? Both Mr. * * * * ** and I have reason to 
take it ill. You may talk so of Mr. ** * * * * ; but why do you make 
me doit? Have I said anything against Mr. *** ***? You have 
set him, that I might shoot him: but I have not shot him.” 

One of the gentlemen said he had seen three folio volumes of 
Dr. Johnson's sayings collected by me. ‘I must put you right, 
Sir,” said I; “for I am very exact in authenticity. You could not 
see folio volumes, for I have none: you might have seen some in 
quarto and octayo. This is an inattention which one should guard 
against.” Jonnson. “ Sir, it is a want of concern about veracity. 
He does not know that he saw any volumes. If he had seen them 
he-could have remembered their size.” __ 

Mr. Thrale appeared very lethargic to-day. I saw him again on 
Monday evening, at which time he was not thought to be in imme- 
diate danger : but early in the morning of Wednesday the 4th he 
expired. Upon that day there was a call of the Literary Club ; 
but Johnson apologised for his absence by the following note :-— 


“ Wednesday (4th April). 
“Mr. Johnson knows that Sir Joshua Reynolds and the other gentlemen 
will excuse his incompliance with the call, when they are told that Mr. Thrale 
died this morning.” 
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Johnson was in the house, and thus mentions the event :— 


“Good Friday, April 13th, 1781.—On Wednesday, 11th, was butied my 
dear friend Thrale, who died on Wednesday, 4th; and with him were buried 
many of my hopes and pleasures. About five, I think, on Wednesday morning 
he expired. I felt almost the last flutter of his pulse, and looked for the last 
time upon the face that for fifteen years had never been turned upon me but 
with respect or benignity.’ Farewell. May God, that delighteth in mercy, 
have had mercy on thee! I had constantly prayed for him sometime before 
his death. The decease of him, from whose friendship I had obtained many 
opportunities of amusement, and to whom [| turned my thoughts as to a refuge 
from misfortunes, has left me heavy. Bt my business is with myself.” 
(Pr. and Med., p. 187.)? 


Mr. Thrale’s death was a very essential loss to Johnson, who, 
although he did not foresee all that afterwards happened, was suffi- 
ciently convinced that the comforts which Mr. Thrale’s family 
afforded him would now in a great measure cease. He, however, 
continued to show a kind attention to his widow and children as 
long as it was acceptable ; and he took upon him, with a very 
earnest concern, the office of one of his executors ; the importance 
of which seemed greater than usual to him, from his circumstances 
having jeen always such that he had scarcely any share in the 
real business of life. His friends of the Club were in hopes that 
Mr. Thrale might have made a liberal provision for him for his life, 
which, as Mr. Thrale left no son and a very large fortune, it would 
have been highly to his honour to have done ; and, considering Dr. 
Johnson’s age, could not have been of long duration; but he 
bequeathed him only two hundred pounds, which was the legacy 
given to each of his executors. I could not but be somewhat 
diverted by hearing Johnson talk in a pompous manner of his new 
office, and particularly of the concerns of the brewery, which it was 
at last resolved should be sold. Lord Lucan tells a very good 


1 Johnson’s expressions on this occasion remind us of Isaac Walton’s eulogy on Whitgift, in 
his Life of Hooker, ‘He lived to be present at the expiration of her (Queen Elizabeth’s) last 
breath, and to behold the closing of those eyes that had long looked upon him with reverence 
and affection.”—K&ARNEY. 

? At a subsequent date he added, on the same paper :—“ 18th September. My first know: 
ledge of Thrale was in 1765. I enjoyed his favor for almost a fourth part of my life.” This 


ascertains the date of the commencement of the acquaintance with tne Thrales, which Mra, 
Thrale left rather vague.—O, 
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story, which, if not precisely exact, is certainly characteristical ; 
that when the sale of Thrale’s brewery was going forward, Johnson 
appeared bustling about, with an inkhorn and pen in his button 
hole, like an exciseman ; and on being asked what he really con- 
sidered to be the value of the property which was to be disposed 
of, answered, “ We are not here to sell a parcel of boilers and vats, 
but the potentiality of growing rich beyond the dreams of avarice.” ! 


Lerrer 397. TO MRS. THRALE. 
“London, April 5, 1781. 

“Dearest Mapam,—Of your injunctions to pray for you and write to you, I 
hope to leave neither unobserved ; and I hope to find you willing in a short 
time to alleviate your trouble by some other exercise of the mind. I am not 
without my part of the calamity. No death since that of my wife has ever 
oppressed me like this. But let us remember that we are in the hands of Him 
who knows when to give and when to take away, who will look upon us with 
mercy through all our variations of existence, and who invites us to call on him 
in the day of trouble. Call upon him in this great revolution of life, and call 
with confidence. You will then find comfort for the past, and support for tue 
future. He that has given you happiness in marriage, to a degree of which, 
without personal knowledge, I should have thought the description fabulous, 
can give you another mode of happiness as a mother, and at last tLe happiness 
of losing all temporal cares in the thoughts of an eternity in heaven. 

“I do not exhort you to reason yourself into tranquillity. We must first 
pray, and then labour; first implore the blessing of God, and those means 
which he puts into our hands. Cultivated ground has few weeds; a mind 
occupied by lawful business has little room for useless regret. 

“We read the will to-day; but I will not fill my first letter with any account 
than that, with all my zeal for your advantage, I am satisfied; and that the 
other executors, more used to consider property than I, commended it for wise 
dom and equity. Yet why should I not tell you that you have five hundred 
pounds for your immediate expenses, and two thousand pounds a year, with 
both the houses, and all the goods? 

‘Let us pray for one another, that the time, whether long or short, that 


1 The brewery was sold py Dr. Johnson and his brother executor, to Messrs. BARCLAY, 
Perkins & Co., for 135,0002. While on his Tour to the Hebrides, in 1773, Johnson mentioned 
ttiet Thrale “ paid 20,0007. a year to the revenue, and that he had Jour vats, each of which 
held 1,600 barrels, above a thousand hogsheads.” The establishment is now the largest of ita 
kind in the world. The buildings extend over ten acres, and the machinery includes twe 
steam engines, The store-cellars contain 126 vats, varying in their contents from 4,000 bar- 
rels down to 500. About 160 horses are employed in conveying beer to different parts of 
London, Tk2quantity brewed in 1826 was 880,180 barrels, upon which a duty of ten shillings 
the barrel, or 180,090/. was paid to the revenue; and in the last year, the malt consumed 
exceeded 100,000 quarters.—1835. 
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chall yet be granted us, may be well spent; and that when this life, which at 
the longest is very short, shall come to an end, a better may begin which shall 
never end.” 


On Friday, April 6, he carried me to dine at a club which, at 
his desire, had been lately formed at the Queen’s Arms in St. Paul’s 
Churchyard. He told Mr. Hoole that he wished to have a city 
Club, and asked him to collect one ; but, said he, “‘ Don’t let them 
be patriots.” The company were to-day very sensible, well-behaved 
men. I have preserved only two particulars of his conversation. 
He said he was glad Lord George Gordon had escaped, rather than 
that a precedent should be established for hanging a man for con- 
\structive treason, which, in consistency with his true, manly, consti- 
tutional Toryism, he considered would be a dangerous engine of 
arbitrary power. And upon its being mentioned that an opulent 
and very indolent Scotch nobleman, who totally resigned the 
management of his affairs to a man of knowledge and abilities, had 
claimed some merit by saying, ‘‘ The next best thing to managing 
@ man’s own affairs well is being sensible of incapacity, and not 
attempting it, but having a full confidence in one who can do it.” 
Jounson. ‘‘ Nay, Sir, this is paltry. There is a middle course. 
Let a man give application ; and depend upon it he will soon get 
above a despicable state of helplessness, and attain the power of 
acting for himself.” 

On Saturday, April 7, I dined with him at Mr. Hoole’s with 
Governor Bouchier and Captain Orme, both of whom had been long 
in the East Indies ; and, being men of good sense and observation, 
were very entertaining. Johnson defended the oriental regulation 
of different castes of men, which was objected to as totally destrue- 
tive of the hopes of rising in society by personal merit. He showed 
that there was a principle in it sufficiently plausible by analogy 
“We see,” said he, “in metals that there are different species ; and 
so likewise in animals, though one species may not differ very widely 
from another, as, in the species of dogs, the cur, the spaniel, the 
mastiff. The Bramins are the mastiffs of mankind.” 

On Tharsday, April 12, I dined with him at a bishop’s, where 
wers Sir Joshua Reynolis, Mr. Berenger, and some more company. 


#13. 70. PASSION WEEK. 205 
He had dined the aay before at another bishop’s. I have unfortu- 
nately recorded none of his conversation at the bishop’s where we 
dined together: but I have preserved his ingenious defence of his 
dining twice abroad in Passion-week ; @ laxity in which I am con- 
vinced he would not have indulged himself at the time when he 
wrote his solemn paper in “ The Rambler ” upon that awful season. 
It appeared to me, that by being much more in company, and enjoy- 
ing more luxurious living, he had contracted a keener relish for 
pleasure, and was consequently less rigorous in his religious rites. 
This he would not acknowledge ; but he reasoned with admirable 
sophistry as follows: ‘‘ Why, Sir, a bishop’s calling company to- 
gether in this week is, to use the vulgar phrase, not the thing. But 
you must consider laxity is a bad thing ; but preciseness is also a 
bad thing ; and your general character may be more hurt by pre- 
ciseness than by dining with a bishop in Passion-week. There 
might be a handle for reflection. It might be said, ‘ He refuses to 
dine with a bishop in Passion-week, but was three Sundays absent 
from church.” Boswe.t. “ Very true, Sir. But suppose a man 
to be uniformly of good conduct, would it not be better that he 
should refuse to dine with a bishop in this week, and so not encou- 
rage a bad practice by his example?” Jonnson. “ Why, Sir, yon 
are to consider whether you might not do more harm by lessening 
the influence of a bishop’s character by your disapprobation in 
refusing him, than by going to him.” 


Letter 398. TO MRS. LUCY PORTER. 
“London, April 12, 1781. 

“Dear Mapam,—Life is full of troubles. I have just lost my dear friend 
Thrale. I hope he is happy; but I have hada great loss, I am otherwise 
pretty well. I require some care of myself, but that care is not ineffectual; 
and when I am out of order, I think it often my own fault. 

“The spring is now making quick advances. As it is the season in which 
the whole world is enlivened and invigorated, I hope that both you and I 
shall partake of its benefits. My desire is to see Lichfield; but being left exe- 
cutor to my friend, I know not whether I can be spared; but I will try, for it 
is now long since we saw one another; and how little we can promise our- 
selves many more interviews, we are taught by hourly examples of mortality 
Let us try to live so as that mortality may not be an evil. Write to me soo 
my dearest: your letters will give me great pleasure. : ‘ 
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“1 am sorry that Mr. Porter has not had his box; but by sending it to Mr. 
Mathias, who very readily undertook its conveyance, I did the best T could, 
and perhaps before now he hasit. Be so kind-as to make my compliments to 
my friends. I have a great value for their kindness, and hope to enjoy it be- 
fore summer is past. Do write to me. I am, dearest love, your, &. ; 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


On Friday, April 18, being Good Friday, I went to St. Clement’a 
church with him as usual. There I saw again his old fellow-colle 
gian, Edwards, to whom I said, “I think, Sir, Dr. Johnson and you 
meet only at church.” “Sir,” said he, “it is the best place we can 
meet in, except heaven, and I hope we shall meet there too.” Dr. 
Johnson told me that there was very little communication between 
Edwards and him after their unexpected renewal of acquaintance. 
“But,” said he, smiling, ‘‘ he met me once and said, ‘I am told you 
have written a very pretty book called ‘The Rambler.’ I was un- 
willing that he should leave the world in total darkness, and sent 
him a set.” 

Mr. Berenger visited him to-day, and was very pleasing. We 
talked of an evening society for conversation at a house in town, of 
which we were all members, but of which Johnson said, “It will 
never do, Sir. There is nothing served about there; neither tea, 
nor coffee, nor lemonade, nor anything whatever ; and depend upon 
it, Sir, a man does not love to go to a place from whence he comes 
out exactly as he went in.” I endeavoured, for argument’s sake, to 
maintain that men of learning and talents might have very good in- 
tellectual society, without the aid of any little gratifications of the 
senses. Berenger joined with Johnson, and said that without these 
any meeting would be dull and insipid. He would therefore have 
all the slight refreshments; nay, it would not be amiss to have 
some cold meat, and a bottle of wine upon the sideboard. “ Sir,” 
said Johnson to me, with an air of triumph, “ Mr. Berenger knows 
the world. Everybody loves to have good things furnished to 
them without any trouble. I told Mrs. Thrale once, that, as she 
did not choose to have card-tables, she should have a profusion of 
the best sweetmeats, and she would be sure to have company enough 
come to her.” I agreed with my illustrious friend upon this sub- 
iect ; for it has pleased God to make man a composite animal, and 
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where there is nothing to refresh the body, the mind will lan- 
guish. 

On Sunday, April 15, being Easter day, after solemn worship in 
St. Paul’s church, I found him alone. Dr. Scott, of the Commons, 
came in. He talked of its having been said, that Addison wrote 
some of his best papers in ‘‘ The Spectator” when warm with wine. 
Dr. Johnson did not seem willing to admit this. Dr. Scott, as a 

confirmation of it, related that Blackstone, a sober man, composed 
his “Commentaries” with a bottle of port before him ; and found 
his mind invigorated and supported in the fatigue of his great 
work, by a temperate use of it. 

I told him that in a company where I had lately been, a desire 
was expressed to know his authority for the shocking story of 
Addison’s sending an execution into Steele’s house. “Sir,” said he, 
“it is generally known ; it is known to all who are acquainted 
with the literary history of that period ; it is as well known as that 
he wrote ‘Cato.’ Mr. Thomas Sheridan once defended Addison 
to me, by alleging that he did it in order to cover Steele’s goods 
from other creditors, who were going to seize them.” 

We talked of the difference between the mode of education at Oxford 
and that in those colleges where instruction is chiefly conveyed by 
lectures. Jounson. ‘‘ Lectures were once useful ; but now, when 
all can read, and books are so numerous, lectures are unnecessary. 
If your attention fails, and you miss a part of the lecture, it is lost; 
you cannot go back, as you do upon a book.” Dr. Scott agreed 
with him. “But, yet,” said I, “Dr. Scott, you yourself gave 
lectures at Oxford.” He smiled. ‘‘ You laughed,” then said I, 
‘“‘at those who came to you.” 

Dr. Scott left us, and soon afterwards we went to dinner. Our 
company consisted of Mrs. Williams, Mrs. Desmoulins, Mr. Levett, 
Mr. Allen, the printer, (Mr. Macbean), and Mrs. Hall, sister of the 
Reverend Mr. John Wesley, and resembling him, as I thought, 
botb it figure and manner. Johnson produced now, for the first 
time, some handsome silver salvers, which he told me he had 
bought fourteen years ago; so it was a great day. I was ncta 
little amused by observing Allen perpetually struggling to talk in 


268 LIFE OF JOHNSON. 1781 


the manner of Johnson, like the little frog in the fable blowing 
himself up to resemble the stately ox. 

I mentioned a kind of religious Robin-Hood society, which met 
every Sunday evening at Coachmakers’-hall, for free debate; and 
that the subject for this night was, the text which relates, with 
other miracles which happened at our Saviour’s death, “ And the 
graves were opened, and many bodies of the saints which slept 
arose, and came out of the graves after his resurrection, and went 
into the holy city, and appeared unto many.” Mrs. Hall said it 
was a very curious subject, and she should like to hear it discussed. 
Jounson (somewhat warmly), ‘One would not go to such a place 
to hear it—one would not be seen in such a place—to give coun- 
tenance to such a meeting.” I, however, resolved that I would go. 
“But, Sir,” said she to Johnson, “I should like to hear yow discuss 
it.’ He seemed reluctant to engage in it. She talked of the 
resurrection of the human race in general, and maintained that we 
shall be raised with the same bodies. Jounson. “‘ Nay, Madam, 
we see that it is not to be the same body ; for the Scripture uses 
the illustration of grain sown, and we know that the grain which 
grows is not the same with what is sown. You cannot suppose 
that we shall rise with a diseased body ; it is enough if there be 
such a sameness as to distinguish identity of person.” She seemed 
desirous of knowing more, but he left the question in obscurity. 

Of apparitions,’ he observed, “A total disbelief of them is 
adverse to the opinion of the existence of the soul between death 
and the last day; the question simply is, whether departed spirits 
ever have the power of making themselves perceptible to us; a 
man who thinks he has seen an apparition can only be convinced 
himself; his authority will not convince another; and his conviction, 


1 As this subject frequently occurs in these volumes, the reader may be led erroneously to 
suppose that Dr. Johnson was so fond of such discussions as frequently to introduce them. 
But the truth is, that the author himself delighted in talking concerning ghosts, and what he 
has frequently denominated the mysterious ; and therefore took every opportunity of lead- 
img Johnson to converse on such subjects.—M. The author of this work was most undoubt- 
edly fond of the mysterious, and perhaps upon some occasions may have directed the 
conversation to those topics, when they would not spontaneously have suggested themselves 
te Johnson’s mind; but that he also had a love for speculations of oe nature may be 
gathered from his weltings throughout.—J. BoswLL, Jun. 
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if rational, must be founded on being told something which caunot 
be known but by supernatural means.” 

He mentioned a thing as not unfrequent, of which I had never 
heard before—being called, that is, hearing one’s name pronounced 
by the voice of a known person at a great distance, far beyond the 
possibility of being reached by any sound uttered by human organs. 
“An acquaintance, on whose veracity I can depend, told me, that 
walking home one evening to Kilmarnock, he heard himself called 
from a wood by the voice of a brother who had gone to America; 
and the next packet brought accounts of that brother’s death.” 
Macbean asserted that this inexplicable calling was a thing very 
well known. Dr. Johnson said, that one day at Oxford, as he was 
turning the key of his chamber, he heard his mother distinctly call 
—Sam. She was then at Lichfield; but nothing ensued. This 
phenomenon is, I think, as wonderful as any other mysterious fact, 
which many people are very slow to believe, or rather, indeed, re- 
ject with an obstinate contempt. 

Some time after this, upon his making a remark which escaped 
my attention, Mrs. Williams and Mrs. Hall were both together 
striving to answer him. He grew angry, and called out loudly, 
“Nay, when you both speak at once, it is intolerable.” But check- 
ing himself, and softening, he said, ‘ This one may say, though you 
are ladies.” Then he brightened into gay humour, and addressed 
them in the words of one of the songs in ‘ The Beggar’s Opera,” 


‘ But two at a time there’s no mortal can bear.” 


“What, Sir,” said I, “are you going to turn Captain Macheath ?” 
There was something as pleasantly ludicrous in this scene as can 
be imagined. The contrast between Macheath, Polly, and Lucy— 
and Dr. Samuel Johnson, blind, peevish Mrs. Williams, and lean, 
lank, preaching Mrs. Hall, was exquisite. 

I stole away to Coachmakers’-hall, and heard the difficult text of 
which we had talked, discussed with great decency, and some 
intelligence, by several speakers. There was a difference of opinion 
as to the appearance of ghosts in modern times, though the argu- 
meat for it, supported by Mr. Addison’s authority, preponderated. 
The immediate subject of debate was embarrassed by the bodies of 
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the saints having been said to rise, and by the question what 
became of them afterwards ; did they return again to their graves? 
or were they translated to heaven? Only one Evangelist mentions 
the fact (Matthew, xxvii. v. 52, 58), and the commentators whom 
I have looked at do not make the passage clear. There is, how- 
ever, no occasion for our understanding it farther than to know 
that it was one of the extraordinary manifestations of divine 
power which accompanied the most important event that ever 
happened. 


CHAPTER IX, 
1781. 


Sinner at Mrs. Garrick's—Mis: Hannah More—Mudge’s “ Sermons”—A Printer’s Devi— 
Quotation—Letter-writing—Bet Flint—Oratory—Beauclerk’s Library—English Sermons— 
Biue-Stocking Clabs—Miss Monckton—Talking for Victory—A Cui Bono Man—“* Heroie 
Epistle”—Lord Cartisle’s Poems—Dr. Barnard—* Of Tory and Whig ”—Visit to Welwyn— 
Dr. Young—Trusting to Impressions—Original Sin—Ancient Egyptians—W ealth—Memory 
and Recollection—Marrying a pretty Woman—Thrale’s Brewery—Mr. Bewley—Johnson’s 
Hearth-broom—Dr. Patten—Visit to Ashbourne and Lichfield, 


On Friday, April 20, I spent with him one of the happiest days 
that I remember to have enjoyed in the whole course of my life, 
Mrs. Garrick, whose grief for the loss of her husband was, I believe, 
as sincere as wounded affection and admiration could produce, had 
this day, for the first time since his death, a select party of his 
friends to dine with her. The company was, Miss Hannah More, 
who lived with her, and whom she called her chaplain; Mrs. Bosca 
wen, Mrs. Elizabeth Carter, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Dr. Burney, 
Dr. Johnson, and myself. We found ourselves very elegantly 
entertained at her house in the Adelphi, where I have passed many 
a pleasing hour with him ‘‘ who gladdened life.” She looked well, 
talked of her husband with complacency, and while she cast her 
eyes on his portrait, which hung over the chimney-piece, said, that 
‘death was now the most agreeable object to her.” The very sem- 
_blance of David Garrick was cheering. Mr. Beauclerk, with happy 
propriety, inscribed under that fine portrait of him, which by Lady 
Diana’s kindness is now the property of my friend Mr. Langton, the 
following passage from his beloved Shakspeare : 


“«___________ A merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
I never spent an hour’s talk withal. 
His eye begets occasion for his wit; 
For every object that the one doth catch 
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The other turns to a mirth-moving jest; 
Which his fair tongue (Conceit’s expositor) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and volnble is his discourse.” 


We were all in fine spirits ; and I whispered to Mrs. Boscawen, 
“T believe this is as much as can be made of life.” In addition to 
a splendid entertainment, we were regaled with Lichfield ale, which 
had a peculiar appropriate value. Sir Joshua, and Dr. Burney, and 
1, drank cordially of it to Dr. Johnson’s health ; and though he 
would not join us, he as cordially answered, ‘‘ Gentlemen, I wish you 
all as well as you do me.” 

The general effect of this day dwells upon my mind in fond 
remembrance ; but I do not find much conversation recorded. 
What I have preserved shall be faithfully given. 

One of the company mentioned Mr. Thomas Hollis, the strenuous 
Whig, who used to send over Europe presents of democratical 
books, with their boards stamped with daggers and caps of liberty. 
Mrs. Carter said, ‘He was a bad man: he used to talk unchari- 
tably.” Jonnson. “ Poh! poh! madam; who is the worse for 
being talked of very uncharitably? Besides, he was a dull poor 
creature as ever lived: and I believe he would not have done harm 
to a man whom he knew to be .of very opposite principles to his 
own. I remember once at the (Society of Arts, when an adver- 
tisement was to be drawn up, he pointed me out as the man who 
could do it best. This, you will observe, was kindness to me. YT 
however slipt away and escaped it.” 

Mrs. Carter having said of the same person, “I doubt he was an 
atheist :” Jonson. “T don’t know that. He might, perhaps, 
have become one, if he had had time to ripen (smiling). He might 
have exuberated into an atheist.” 

Sir Joshua Reynolds praised “ Mudge’s Sermons.” Jounson. 
“Mudge’s Sermons are good, but not practical. He grasps more 
sense than he can hold ; he takes more corn than he can make into 
meal ; he opens a wide prospect, but it is so distant, it is indistinct. 
{ love ‘Blair’s Sermons.’ Though the dog is a Scotchman, and a 
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presbyterian, and everything he should not be, I was the first to 
praise them. Such was my candour” (smiling). Mrs. Boscawen. 
“‘Such his great merit, to get the better of all your prejudices.” 
Jounson. ‘‘ Why, Madam, let us compound the matter; let us 
ascribe it to my candour, and his merit.” 

In the evening we had a large company in the drawing-room ; 
several ladies, the Bishop of Killaloe (Dr. Barnard), Dr. Percy, 
Mr. Chamberlayne of the treasury, etc. etc. Somebody said, the 
life of a mere literary man could not be very entertaining. Jounson. 
“ But it certainly may. This is a remark which has been made, 
end repeated, without justice. Why should the life of a literary 
man be less entertaining than the life of any other man? Are there 
not as interesting varieties in such a life? As @ literary life it may 
be very entertaining.” Boswei.. “But it must be better surely 
when it is diversified with a little active variety—such as his having 
gone to Jamaica ;—or—his having gone to the Hebrides.” John- 
son was not displeased at this. 

Talking of a very respectable author, he told us a curious circum- 
stance in his life, which was, that he had married a printer’s devil. 
Reynoups. “A printer’s devil, Sir! why, I thought a printer’s 
devil was a creature with a black face and in rags.” JoHNson. 
“Yes, Sir. But I suppose he had her face washed, and put clean 
clothes on her.” Then, looking very serious, and very earnest. 
“ And she did not disgrace him);—the woman had a bottom of 
good sense.” The word bottom thus introduced was so ludicrous 
when contrasted with his gravity, that most of us could not forbear 
tittering and laughing ; though I recollect that the Bishop of Kil. 
laloe kept his countenance with perfect steadines, while Miss Han- 
nah More slyly hid her face behind a lady’s back who sat on the 
same settee with her. His pride could not bear that any expression 
of his should excite ridicule when he did not intend it: he therefore 
resolved to assume and exercise despotic power, glanced sternly 
around, and called outin a strong tone, ““Where’s the merriment?” 
Then collecting himself, and looking awful, to make us feel howhe 
could impose restraint, and as it were searching his mind for 
a still more ludicrous word, he slowly pronounced, “I say the 
woman was fundamentally sensible ; as if he had said, Hear 
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this now, and laugh if you dare. We all sat composed as at a 
funeral. 

He and I walked away together: we stopped a little while by 
the rails of the Adelphi, looking on the Thames, and I said to him 
with some emotion, that I was now thinking of two friends we had 
lost, who once lived in the buildings behind us, Beauclerk and Gar. 
rick. ‘‘ Ay, Sir,” said he, tenderly, ‘‘and two such friends as can- 
not be supplied.” 

For some time after this day I did not see him very often, and of 
the conversation which I did enjoy, I am sorry to find I have pre- 
served but little. I was at this time engaged in a variety of other 
matters which required exertion and assiduity, and necessarily 
occupied almost all my time. 

One day, having spoken very freely of those who were then in 
power, he said to me, “ Between ourselves, Sir, I do not like to give 
Opposition the satisfaction of knowing how much I disapprove of 
the ministry.” And when I mentioned that Mr. Burke had boasted 
how quiet the nation was in George the Second’s reign, when 
Whigs were in power, compared with the present reign, when Tories 
governed ;—‘‘ Why, Sir,” said he, ‘‘ you are to consider that Tories 
having more reverence for government, will not oppose with the 
same violence as Whigs, who, being unrestrained by that principle, 
will oppose by any means.” 

This month he lost not only Mr. Thrale, but another friend, Mr. 
William Strahan, junior, printer, dhe eldest son of his old and con- 
stant friend, printer to his majesty. 


Lerrer 899. TO MRS. STRAHAN, 
“ April 28, 1781 

“Dar MapaM,—The grief which I feel for the loss of a very kind friend is 
sufficient to make me know how much you suffer by the death of an amiable 
son; a man of whom I think it may be truly said, that no one knew him who 
does not lament him. I look upon myself as having a friend, another friend, 
taken froin me. 

“ Comfort, dear Madam, I would give you, if I could; but I know how little 
thé forms of consolation can avail. Let me, however, counsel you not to waste 
your health in unprofitable sorrow, but go to Bath, and endeavour to prolorg 
your own life; but waen we have all done all that we can, one friend must ip 
time lose the other, I am, dear Madam, your, &c. Sam. Jcuugon.” 
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On Tuesday, May 8, I had the pleasure of again dining with him 
and Mr. Wilkes, at Mr. Dilly’s. No negotiation was now required 
+. bring them together ; for Johnson was so well satisfied with the 
tormer interview, that he was very glad to meet Wilkes again, who 
was this day seated between Dr. Beattie and Dr. Johnson; 
(between Truth,’ and Reason, as General Paoli said, when I told 
him of it). Whuxes. “I have been thinking, Dr. Johnson, that 
there should be a bill brought into parliament that the controverted 
elections for Scotland should be tried in that country, at their own 
Abbey of Holyrood-house, and not here; for the consequence of 
trying them here is, that we have an inundation of Scotchmen, who 
come up and never go back again. Now, here is Boswell, who is 
come upon the election for his own county, which will not last a 
fortnight.” JoHnson. “ Nay, Sir, I see no reason why they should 
be tried at all; for, you know, one Scotchman is as good as 
another.” Witxes. “ Pray, Boswell, how much may be got in a 
year by an advocate at the Scotch bar?” Boswex. “I believe, 
two thousand pounds.” Wixes. “ How can it be possible to spend 
that money in Scotland?” Jounson. “ Why, Sir, the money may 
be spent in England ; but there is a harder question. If one man 
in Scotland gets possession of two thousand pounds, what remains 
for all the rest of the nation?” Wiixes. ‘‘ You know, in the last 
war, the immense booty which Thurot carried off by the complete 
plunder of seven Scotch isles ; le re-embarked with three and sozx- 
pene.” Here again Johnson aid Wilkes joined in extravagant 
sportive raillery upon the supposed poverty of Scotland, which Dr, 
Beattie and I did not think it worth our while to dispute. 

The subject of quotation being introduced, Mr. Wilkes censured 
it as pedantry. Jounson. “No, Sir, it is a good thing; there is a 
community of mind in it. Classical quotation is the parole of literary 
men all over the world.” Wiutxzs. “ Upon the ccntinent they all 
quote the vulgate Bible. Shakspeare is chiefly quoted here: and 
we quote also Pope, Prior, Butler, Waller, and sometimes Cowley.” 

We talked of letter-writing. Jounson. “It is now become, so 
much the fashion to publish letters that, in order to avoid it, I put 


+ In allusion to Dr. Beattie’s Essay on Truth..—O, 
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as little into mine as I can.” Boswett. ‘Do what you will, Sir, 
you cannot avoid it. Should you even write as ill as you can, your 
letters would be published as curiosities : 


‘Behold a miracle! instead of wit, 
See two dull lines with Stanhope’s pencil writ.’” 


He gave us an entertaining account of Bet Flint, a woman of the 
town, who, with some eccentric talents and much effrontery, forced 
herself upon his acquaintance. “Bet,” said he, “ wrote her own 
Life in verse,’ which she brought to me, wishing that I would fur- 
nish her with a preface to it (laughing). I used to say of her, that 
she was generally slut and drunkard ; occasionally whore and thief. 
She had, however, genteel lodgings, a spinnet on which she played, 
and a boy that walked before her chair. Poor Bet was taken up 
on a charge of stealing a counterpane, and tried at the Old Bailey. 
Chief Justice [Willes,] who loved a wench, summed up favourably, 
and she was acquitted.” After which, Bet said, with a gay and 
satisfied air, ‘Now that the counterpane is my own, I shall make a 
petticoat of it.” 

Talking of oratory, Mr. Wilkes described it as accompanied with 
all the charms of poetical expression. Jonson. “ No, Sir ; ora- 
tory is the power of beating down your adversary’s arguments, and 
putting better in their place.” Wiggs. “But this does not move 
the passions.” Jonson. “He must be a weak man who is to be so 
moved.” Wrixes (naming.a celebrated orator). ‘‘ Amidst all the 
brilliancy of [Burke’s] imagination, and the exuberance of his wit, 
there is a strange want of taste. It was observed of Apelles’s Venus, 
that her flesh seemed as if she had been nourished by roses : his 


1 Johnson, whose memory was wonderfully retentive, remembered the first four liner of 
this curious production, which have been communicated to me by a young lady of his ee 
qaintance :— 

“ When first I drew my vital breath, 
A little minikin I came upon earth, 
And then I came from a dark abode, 
Into this gay and gaudy world.” 


® Bet was tried at the Old Bailey, in September, 1758, not by the Obtef Justize here alluded 
to, but before Sir William Moreton, recorder; and she was acquitted, not in consequence of 
any favourable summing up of the judge, but because the prosecutrix, Mary Walthow, could 
~ot preve that the goods charged to have been stolen were her property.—M. 
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oratory would sometimes make one suspect that he eats potatoes and 
drinks whisky.” 

Mr. Wilkes observed, how tenacious we are of forms in this coun- 
try ; and gave as an instance, the vote of the house of commons for 
remitting money to pay the army in America in Porutgal pieces, 
when, in reality, the remittance is made not in Portugal money, but 
in our specie. Jounson. “Is there not a law, Sir, against expurt- 
ing the current coin of the realm?” Wirxzs. “Yes, Sir; but 
might not the house of commons in case of real evident necessity, 
order our own current coin to be sent into our own colonies ?” 
Here Johnson, with that quickness of recollection which distinguished 
him so eminently, gave the Middlesex patriot an admirable retort 
upon his own ground. “Sure, Sir, you don’t think a resolution of 
the house of commons equal to the law of the land.” Wi.xss (at once 
perceiving the application). ‘God forbid, Sir.-—To hear what had 
been treated with such violence in “ The False Alarm” now turned inte 
pleasant repartee, was extremely agreeable. Johnson went on :— 
‘Locke observes well, that a prohibition to export the current coin 
is impolitic ; for when the balance of trade happens to be against 
a state, the current coin must be exported.” 

Mr. Beauclerk’s great library was this season sold in London by 
auction. Mr. Wilkes said, he wondered to find in it such a numerous 
collection of sermons ; seeming to, think it strange that a gentleman 
of Mr. Beauclerk’s character in the gay world should have chosen 
to have many compositions of that kind. Jounson: “ Why, Sir, 
you are to consider, that sermons make a considerable branch of 
English literature ; so that a library must be very imperfect if it has 
not a numerous collection of sermons: * and in all collections, Sir, 


Mr. Wlikes probably did not know that there is in an English sermon the most compre- 
‘agrsive and lively account of that entertaining faculty for which he himself was so much 
acmired. It is in Dr. Barrow’s first volume, and fourteenth sermon, ‘‘ Against foolish Talking 
and Jesting.’’ My old acquaintance, the late Corbyn Morris, in his ingenious “ Essay en Wit, 
Humour, and Ridicule,” calls it “a profuse description of wit;” but I do not see how it 
could be curtailed, without leaving out some good circumstance of discrimination. As it is 
not generally known, and may perhaps dispose some to read sermons, from which they may 
receive real advantage, while looking only for entertainment, I shall here subjoin it. 


“But first (says the learned preacher) it may be demanded, what the thing we speak of is? 
Or what this facetiousness (or 2%?, as he calls it before) doth import? To which questions I 
might reply, as Democritus did to him that asked the definition of a man, ‘ "Tis that which we 
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the desire of augmenting them grows stronger m proportion to the 
advance in acquisition ; as motion is accelerated by the continuance 
of the zmpetus. Besides, Sir,” looking at Mr. Wilkes, with a placid 
but significant smile, “a man may ccllect sermons with intention of 
making himself better by them. I hope Mr. Beauclerk intended 
that some time or other that shouid be the case with him.” 

Mr. Wilkes said to me, loud enough for Dr. Johnson to hear, 
“Dr. Johnson should make me a present of his ‘ Lives of the Poets,’ 
as I am a poor patriot, who cannot afford to buy them.” Johnson 
seemed to take no notice of this hint; but in a little while he 
called to Mr. Dilly, “ Pray, Sir, be so good as to send a set of my 
Lives to Mr. Wilkes, with my compliments.” This was accordingly 


all see and know.’ Any one better apprehends what it is by acquaintance than I can inform 
him by description. It is, indeed, a thing so versatile and multiform, appearing in so many 
shapes, so many postures, s0 many garbs, so variously apprehended by several eyes and 
judgments, that it seemeth no less hard to settle a clear and certain notion thereof, than to 
make a portrait of Proteus, or to define the figure of the fleeting air. Sometimes it lieth in 
pat allusion to a known story, or in seasonable application of a trivial saying, or in forging 
an apposite tale; sometimes it playeth in words and phrases, taking advantage from the 
ambiguity of their sense, or the affinity of their sound; sometimes it is wrapped in a dress of 
humorous expression ; sometimes it lurketh under an odd similitude; sometimes it is lodged 
in a sly question, in a smart answer, in a quirkish reason, in a shrewd intimation, in cun- 
ningly diverting or cleverly retorting an objection ; sometimes it is couched in a bold scheme 
of speech, in a tart irony, in a lusty hyperbole, in a startling metaphor, in a plausible recon- 
ciling of contradictions, or im acute nonsense; sometimes a scenical representation of per- 
sons or things, a counterfeit speech, a mimical look or gesture, passeth for it ; sometimes an 
affected simplicity, sometimes a presumptuous bluntness giveth it being; sometimes it riseth 
only from a lucky hitting upon what is strange ; sometimes from a crafty wresting obvious 
matter to the purpose. Often it consisteth in one knows not what, and springeth up one can 
hardly tell how. Its ways are unaccountable and inexplicable; being answerable to the 
numberless rovings of fancy and windings of language. It is, in short, a manner of speak- 
ing out of the simple and plain way (such as reason teacheth and proveth things by), which, 
by a pretty surprising uncouthness in conceit or expression, doth affect and amuse the fancy, 
stirring in it some wonder, and breeding some delight thereto. It raiseth admiration, as sig- 
nifying a nimble sagacity of apprehension, a special felicity of invention, a vivacity of spirit, 
and reach of wit more than vulgar; it seeming to argue a rare quickness of parts, that one 
can fetch in remote conceits applicable; a notable skill, that he can dexterously accommo- 
date them to the purpose before him: together with a lively briskness of humour, not‘apt te 
damp those sportful flashes of imagination. (Whence in Aristotle such persons are termed 
ertdettot, dexterous men, and evrpomor, men of facile or versatile manners, who can easily 
turn themselves to all things, or turn all things to themselves.) It also procureth delight, by 
gratifying curiosity with its rareness, as semblance of difficulty: (as monsters, not for thes 
beauty, but their rarity; as juggling tricks, not for their use, but their abtruseness, are 
beheld with pleasure): by diverting the mind from its road of serious thoughts; by *ustilling 
gaisty and airiness of spirit; by provok'ng to such dispositions of spirit in way of ¢ iulation 


>r complaisance ; and by seasoning matters, otherwise distasteful or insipid, with ar anusua/ 
nnd thence grateful tang,” 
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done ; and Mr. Wilkes paid Dr. Johnson a visit, was courteously 
perce and sat with him a long time. 

The company gradually dropped away. Mr. Dilly himself was 
called down stairs upon business ; I left the room for some time : ; 
when I returned, I was struck with observing Dr. Samuel Johnson 
and John Wilkes, Esq. literally ¢éte-d-téte ; for they were reclining 
upon their chairs, with their heads learning almost: close to each 
other, and talking earnestly, in a kind of confidential whisper, of 
the personal quarrel between George the Second and the King of 
Prussia. Such a scene of perfectly easy sociality between two such 
opponents in the war of political controversy, as that which I now 
beheld, would have been an excellent subject for a picture. It pre- 
sented to my mind the happy days which are foretold in the scrip- 
ture, when the lion shall lie down with the kid.’ 

After this day there was another pretty long interval, during 
which Dr. Johnson and I did not meet. When I mentioned it to 
him with regret, he was pleased to say, “Then, Sir, let us live 
double.” 

About this time it was much the fashion for several ladies to have 
evening assemblies, where the fair sex might participate in conver. 
sation with literary and ingenious men, animated by a desire to 
please. These societies were denominated Blue-stocking Clubs ; the 
origin of which title being little. known, it may be worth while to 
Telate it. One of the most eminent members of those societies, 
when they first commenced, was Mr. Stillingfleet,? whose dress was 
remarkably grave, and in particular it was observed that he wore 
blue stockings. Such was the excellence of his conversation, that 
his absence was felt as so great a loss, that it used to be said, “‘ We 
ean do nothing without the blue stockings ;” and thus by degrees the 
title was established. Miss Hannah More has admirably described 
a Blue-stocking Club in her “ Bas Bleu,” a poem in which many of 
the persons who were most conspicuous there are mentioned. 

Johnson was prevailed with to come sometimes into these circles, 


2 When I mentioned this to the Bishop of Killaloe (Dr. Barnard), ‘* With the goaz,” said 
bis lordship. Sach, however, was the engaging politeness and pleasantry of Mr. Wilkes, and 
guch the social good humour of the bishop, that when they dined together at Mr. Dilly’s, 
where I also was, they were mutually agreeable. 

2 Mr. Benjamin Stillingfleet, author of tracts relating to natural history, &o. 
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and did not think himself too grave even for the lively Miss Monck- 
ton (now Countess of Corke), who used to have the finest bit of 
blue at the house of her mother, Lady Galway. Her vivacity 
enchanted the sage, and they used to talk together with all imagine 
able ease. A singular instance happened one evening, when she 
insisted that some of Sterne’s writings were very pathetic. Johnson 
bluntly denied it. “Iam sure,” said she, “they have affected me.” 
“Why,” said Johnson, smiling, and rolling himself about, “that is 
because, dearest, you’re a dunce.” When she some time afterwards 
mentioned this. to him, he said, with equal truth and politeness, 
“Madam, if I had thought so, I certainly should not have said it.” 
Another evening Johnson’s kind indulgence towards me had a 
pretty difficult trial. I had dined at the Duke of Montrose’s with 
a very agreeable party ; and his grace, according to his usual cus- 
tom, had circulated the bottle very freely. Lord Graham and I 
went together to Miss Monckton’s, where I certainly was in extraor- 
dinary spirits, and above all fear or awe. In the midst of a great 
number of persons of the first rank, amongst whom I recollect, with 
confusion, a noble lady of the most stately decorum, I placed myself 
next to Johnson, and thinking myself now fully his match, talked to 
him in a loud and boisterous manner, desirous to let the company 
know how I could contend with Ajax. I particularly remember 
pressing him upon the value of the pleasures of the imagination, 
and, as an illustration of my argument, asking him, ‘“ What, Sir, 
supposing I were to fancy that the (naming the most charming 
duchess in his majesty’s dominions) were in love with me, should I 
not be very happy ?” My friend with much address evaded my interro- 
gatories, and kept me as quiet as possible ; but it may easily be con- 
ceived how he must have felt." However, when a few days after- 


1 Next day I endeavoured to give what had happened the most ingenious turn I could by 
the following verses ; 


TO THE HONOURABLE MISS MONOKTON, 


Not that with th’ excellent Montrose 
I had the happiness to dine; 
Not that I late from table rose, 
From Graham’s wit, from generous wine, 


It was not these alone which led 
On sacred manners to encroach; 


raz, 72, DISORDERLY HABITS. 221 


wards I waited upon him and made an apology, he behaved with the 
most friendly gentleness. 

While I remained in London this year, Johnson and I dined 
together at several places. I recollect a placid day at Dr. Butter’s, 
who had now removed from Derby to Lower Grosvenor Street, Lon- 
don ; but of his conversation on that and other occasions during 
this period I neglected to keep any regular record, and shall thera 
fore insert here some miscellanous articles which I find in my John- 
sonian notes. 

His disorderly habits, when “making provision for the day that 
was passing over him,” appear from the following anecdote, commu- . 
nicated to me by Mr. John Nicholas: “ In the year 1763 a young 
bookseller, who was an apprentice to Mr. Whiston, waited on him 
with a subscription to his ‘Shakspeare ;’ and observing that the 
doctor made no entry in any book of the subscriber’s name, ven- 
tured diffidently to ask whether he would please to have the gentle- 
man’s address, that it might be properly inserted in the printed list 
of subscribers. ‘I shall print no list of subscribers,’ said Johnson, 
with great abruptness ; but almost immediately recollecting himself, 
added, very complacently, ‘ Sir, I have two very cogent reasons for 
not printing any list of subscribers: one, that I have lost all the 
names ; the other, that I have spent all the money.” 

Johnson could not brook appearing to be worsted in argument, 


And made me feel what most I dread, 
Johnson’s just frown, and self-reproach, 


But when I enter’d, not abash’d, 

From your bright eyes were shot such rays, 
At once intoxication flash’d, 

And all my frame was in a blaze! 


But not a brilliant blaze, I own. 

Of the dull smoke I’m yet ashamed; 
I was a dreary ruin grown, 

And not enlighten’d, though inflamed, 


Victim at once to wine and love, 
hope, Maria, you'll forgive ; 

While I invoke the powers above, 
That henceforth I may wiser live. 


Me lady was generously forgiving, returned me an obliging answer, and thas obtained ag 
aot of oblivion, and toox care never to offend again, 


Biog.—Vol. 26—106 
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even when he had taken the wrong side, to show the force and dex- 
terity of his talents. When, therefore, he perceived that his oppo- 
nent gained ground, he had recourse to some sudden mode of robust 
sophistry. Once when I was pressing upon him with visible advan- 
tage, he stopped me thus: “My dear Boswell, let’s have no more 
of this; you’ll make nothing of it. I’d rather have you whistle a 
Scotch tune.” 

Care, however, must be taken to distinguish between Johnson 
when he “ talked for victory,” and Johnson when he had no desire 
but to inform and illustrate. ‘ One of Johnson’s principal talents,” 
says an eminent friend of his,’ “was shown in maintaining the 
wrong side of an argument, and in a splendid perversion of the 
truth. If you could contrive to have his fair opinion on a subject, 
and without any bias from personal prejudice, or from a wish to be 
victorious in argument, it was wisdom itself, not only convincing, 
but overpowering.” 

He had, however, all his life habituated himself to consider con- 
versation as a trial of intellectual vigour and skill: and to this, I 
think, we may venture to ascribe that unexampled richness and 
brilliancy which appeared in his own. Asa proof at once of his 
eagerness for colloquial distinction, and his high notion of this 
eminent friend, he once addressed him thus: “ , We now have 
been several hours together, and you have said but one thing for 
which I envied you.” 

He disliked much all speculative desponding considerations, which 
tended to discourage men from diligence and exertion. He was in 
this like Dr. Shaw, the great traveller, who, Mr. Daines Barrington 
told me, used to say, “I hate a cue bono man.” Upon being asked 
by a friend what he should think of a man who was apt to say non 
est tanti; ‘That he’s a stupid fellow, Sir,” answered Johnson. 
“ What would these tantt men be doing the while?” WhenI, ina 
low-spirited fit, was talking to him with indifference of the pursuits 
which generally engage us in a course of action, and inquiring a 
reason for taking so much trouble ; “ Sir,” said he, in an animated 
‘one, “it is driving on the system of life.” 


' The Right Won. William Gerrard Hamilton.—M. 
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He told me that he was glad that I had, by General Oglethorpe’s 
means, become acquainted with Dr. Shebbeare, Indeed that gen- 
tleman, whatever objections were made to him, had knowledge and 
abilities much above the class of ordinary writers, and deserves to 
be remembered as a respectable name in literature, were it only 
for his admirable ‘“‘ Letters on the English Nation,” under the name 
of “ Battista Angeloni, a Jesuit.” 

Johnson and Shebbeare’ were frequently named together, as 
having in former reigns had no predilection for the family of Han- 
over. The author* of the celebrated ‘Heroic Epistle to Sir 
William Chambers” introduces them in one line, in a list of those 
“who tasted the sweets of his present majesty’s reign.” Such was 
Johnson’s candid relish of the merit of that satire, that he allowed 
Dr. Goldsmith, as he told me, to read it to him from beginning to 
end, and did not refuse his praise to its execution. 

Goldsmith could sometimes take adventurous liberties with him, 
and escape unpunished. Beauclerk told me, that when Goldsmith 
talked of a project for having a third theatre in London solely for 
the exhibition of new plays, in order to deliver authors from the 
supposed tyranny of managers, Johnson treated it slightingly, upon 
which Goldsmith said, “ Ay, ay, this may be nothing to you, who 
can now shelter yourself behind the corner of a pension ;” and 
Johnson bore this with good-humour. 

Johnson praised the Earl of Carlisle’s poems,’ which his lordship 
had published with his name, as not disdaining to be a candidate 
for literary fame. My friend was of opinion that when a man of 
rank appeared in that character, he deserved to have his merit 
handsomely allowed.* In this I think he was more liberal than Mr. 


1 I recollect a ludicrous paragraph in the newspapers, that the king had pensioned both a 
He-bear and a She-bear.—B. 

2 There can be no doubt that it was the joint production of Mason and Walpole; Maso 
supplying the poetry, and Walpole the points.—C. 

3 Frederick, Fifth Earl of Carlisle, born in 1748 ; died in 1825,—O. 

4 Men of rank and fortune, however, should be pretty well assured of having a real claim 
to the approbation of the public, as writers, before they venture to stand forth. Dryden, in 
his preface to ‘* All for Love,” thus expresees himself :—‘‘ Men of pleasant conversation (at 
least esteemed so) and endued with a trifling kind of fancy, perhaps helped out by a smatter- 
ing of Latin, are ambitious to distinguish themselves from the herd of gentlemen by theis 


eoetry : 
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William Whitehead, in his “Elegy to Lord Villiers,” in which, 
under the pretext of “superior toils, demanding all their care,” he 
discovers a jealousy of the great paying their zourt to the Muses: 


se to the chosen few 
Who dare excel, thy fost’ring aid afford ; 
Their arts, their magic powers, with honours due 
Exalt; but be thyself what they record.” 


Johnson had called twice on the Bishop of Killaloe before his 
lordship set out for Ireland, having missed him the first time. He 
said, ‘It would have hung heavy on my heart if I had not seen 
him. No man ever paid more attention to another than he has 
done to me ;' and I have neglected him, not wilfully, but from 
being otherwise occupied. Always, Sir, set a high value on spon- 
taneous kindness. He whose inclination prompts him to cultivate 


1 ©Rarus enim fermé sensus communis in illa 
Fortuna.’ 


And is not this a wretched affectation, not to be contented with what fortune has done for 
them, and sit down quietly with their estates, but they must call their wits in question, and 
needlessly expose their nakedness to public view? Not considering that they are not te 
expect the same approbation from sober men which they have found from their flatterera 
after the third bottle : if a little glittering in discourse has passed them on us for witty men, 
where was the necessity of undeceiving the world? Would a man who has an Il title to an 
estate, but yet is in possession of it—would he bring it out of his own accord to be tried at 
Westminster? We who write, if we want the talents, yet have the excuse that we do it for a 
poor subsistence ; but what can be urged in their defence, who, not having the vocation of 
poverty to scribble, out of mere wantonness take pains to make themselves ridiculous? 
Horace was certainly in the right when he said, ‘That no man is satisfied with his own con: 
dition. A poet is not pleased because he is not rich; and the rich are discontented because 
the poets will not admit them of their number.’ "—B, 

1 This gave me very great pleasure, for there had been once a pretty smart altercation 
between Dr. Barnard and him, upona question, whether a man could improve himself after the 
age of forty-five; when Johnson in a hasty humour expressed himself in a manner not quite 
civil. Dr. Barnard made it the subject of a copy of pleasant verses, in which he supposed him- 
eelf to learn diffarent perfections from different men. They concluded with delicate irony : 


“ Johnson shall teach me how to place 
In fairest light each borrow’d grace: 
From him I'll learn to write, 
Copy his clear familiar style, 
And by the roughness of his file, 
Grow, like himself, polite,” 


I know not whether Johnson ever saw the poem, t at I had occasion to fina chat, as. Dr. Ban 
nard and he knew each other better, their mutual -egard increased. 
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your friendship of his own accord, will love you more than one 
whom you have been at pains to attach to you.” 

Johnson told me, that he was once much pleased to find that a 
carpenter, who lived near him, was very ready to show him some 
things in his business which he wished to see: “ It was paying,” 
said he, “ respect to literature.” 

I asked him if he was not dissatisfied with having so small a share 
of wealth, and none of those distinctions in the state which are the 
objects of ambition. He had only a pension of three hundred a 
year. Why was he not in such circumstances as to keep his coach ? 
Why had he not some considerable office? Jonnson. “ Sir, I have 
never complained of the world ; nor do I think that I have reason 
to complain. It is rather to be wondered at that I have so much 
My pension is more out of the usual course of things than any 
instance that I have known. Here, Sir, was a man avuowedly no 
friend to government at the time, who got a pension without asking 
for it. Inever courted the great ; they sent for me ; but I think 
they now give me up. They are satisfied : they have seen enough 
of me.” Upon my observing that I could not believe this, for they 
must certainly be highly pleased by his conversation ; conscious of 
his own superiority, he answered, ‘“‘ No, Sir ; great lords and great 
ladies don’t love to have their mouths stopped.” This was very 
expressive of the effect which the force of his understanding and 
brilliancy of his fancy could not but produce ; and, to be sure, they 
must have found themselves strangely diminished in his company. 
When I warmly declared how happy I was at all times to hear 
him,—“ Yes, Sir,” said he ; ‘‘ but if you were the lord chancellor 
it would not be so: you would then consider your own dignity.” 

There were much truth and knowledge of human nature in this 
remark. But certainly one should think that in whatever elevated 
state of life a man who knew the value of the conversation of John- 
son might be placed, though he might prudently avoid a situation 
in whics ne might appear lessened by comparison, yet he would 
frequently gratify himself in private with the participation of the 
rich intellectual entertainment which Johnson could furnish 
Strange, however, is it, to consider how few of the great sought his 
society ; so that if one were disposed to take occasion for satire on 
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that account, very conspicuous objects present themselves. Hie 
noble friend, Lord Elibank, well observed, that if a great mau pro 
cured an interview with Johnson, and did not wish to see him more, 
it showed a mere idle curiosity, and a wretched want of relish for 
extraordinary powers of mind. Mrs. Thrale justly and wittily 
accounted for such conduct by saying, that Johnson’s conversation 
was by much too strong for a person accustomed to obsequiousness 
and flattery ; it was mustard wn a young child’s mouth ! 

One day, when I told him that I was a zealous Tory, but not 
enough ‘“ according to knowledge,” and should be obliged to him 
for “a reason,” he was so candid, and expressed himself so well, 
that I begged of him to repeat what he had said, and I wrote down 
as follows :— 

“Of Tory and Whig. 


“A wise Tory and a wise Whig, I believe, will agree. Their principles are 
the same, though their modes of thinking are different. A high Tory makes 
government unintelligible; it is lost in the clouds. A violent Whig makes it 
impracticable; he is for allowing so much liberty to every man that there is 
not power enough to govern any man. The prejudice of the Tory is for estab- 
lishment, the prejudice of the Whig is for innovation. A Tory does not wish 
to give more real power to government; but that government should have 
more reverence. Then they differ as to the church. The Tory is not for giv- 
ing more legal power to the clergy, but wishes they should have a considerable 
influence, founded on the opinion of mankind; the Whig is for limiting and 
watching them with a narrow jealousy.” 


Lerrer 400. TO MR. PERKINS. 
* June 2, 1781. 


“Srr,—However often I have seen you, I have hitherto forgotten the note; 
but I have now sent it, with my good wishes for the prosperity of you and your 
partner,’ of whom, from our short conversation, I could not judge otherwise 
than favourably. I am, Sir, your most humble servant, 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


On Saturday, June 2, I set out for Scotland, and had promised 
to pay a visit, in my way, as I sometimes did, at Southill, in Bed- 


1 Mr, Barclay, a descendant of Robert Barclay, of Ury, the celebrated apologist of 
vhe people called Quakers, and remarkab\s for maintaining the principles cf his venerable 
progenitor, with as much of the elegance of modern manners as is consistent with prim 
tive simplicity 
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fordshire, st the hospitable mansion of Squire Dilly, the elder 
brother of my worthy friends, the booksellers, in the Poultry. Dr. 
Johnson agreed to be of the party this year, with Mr. Charles Dilly 
and me, and to go and see Lord Bute’s seat at Luton Hoe. He 
talked little to us in the carriage, being chiefly occupied in reading 
Dr. Watson’s * second volume of “‘ Chemical Essays,” which he liked 
very well, and his own “ Prince of Abyssinia,” on which he seemed 
to be intensely fixed ; having told us, that he had not looked at it 
since it was first finished. I happened to take it out of my pocket 
this day, and he seized upon it with avidity. He pointed out to 
me the following remarkable passage : ‘By what means (said the 
prince) are the Europeans thus powerful? or why, since they car 
so easily visit Asia and Africa for trade or conquest, cannot the. 
Asiatics and Africans invade their coasts, plant colonies? in thei> 
ports, and give laws to their natural princes? The same wind tha 
earried them back would bring us thither.” ‘“ They are more power- 
ful, Sir, than we (answered Imlac), because they are wiser. Know 
ledge will always predominate over ignorance, as man governs the 
other animals. But why their knowledge is more than ours, I know 
not what reason can be given but the unsearchable will of the 
Supreme Being.” He said, “This, Sir, no man can explain other 
wise.” 

We stopped at Welwin, where I wished much to see, in company 
with Johnson, the residence of the author of “ Night Thoughts,” 
which was then possessed by his son, Mr. Young. Here some 
address was requisite, for I was not acquainted with Mr. Young, 
and had I proposed to Dr. Johnson that we should send to him, he 
would have checked my wish, and perhaps been offended. I there- 
fore concerted with Mr. Dilly, that I should steal away from Dr. 
Johnson and him, and try what reception I could procure from Mr. 
Young: if unfavourable, nothing was to be said ; but if agreeable, 
[I should return and notify it to them. I hastened to Mr. Young’s, 


1 Now Bishop of Llandaff, one of the poorest bishoprics in this kingdom. His lordship has 
written with much zeal to show the propriety of equalising the revenues of bishops. He has 
informed us that he has burnt all his chemical papers. The friends of our excellent constitu- 
tion, now assailed on every side by innovators and levellers, would have less regretted the 
suppression of some of nis lordship’s other writings. 

2 Fhe Phoenicians and Carthaginians did plant colonies in Europe.—Krarnagy, 
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found he was at home, sent in word that a gentleman desired to 
wait upon him, and was shown into a parlour, where he and a young 
lady, his daughter, were sitting. He appeared to be a plain, civil, 
country gentleman ; and when I begged pardon for presuming to 
trouble him, but that I wished much to see his place, if he would 
give me leave, he behaved very courteously, and answered, “ By all 
means, Sir. We are just going to drink tea; will you sit down ?” 
T thanked him, but said that Dr. Johnson had come with me from 
London, and I must return to the inn to drink tea with him : that 
my name was Boswell ; I had travelled with him in the Hebrides. 
“ Sir,” said he, “I should think it a great honour to see Dr. John- 
- son here. Will you allow me to send for him?” Availing myself 
of this opening, I said that “I would go myself and bring him when 
he had drunk tea ; he knew nothing of my calling here.” Having 
been thus successful, 1 hastened back to the inn, and informed Dr. 
Johnson that ‘‘ Mr. Young, son of Dr. Young, the author of ‘ Night 
Thoughts,’ whom I had just left, desired to have the honour of see- 
ing him at the house where his father lived.” Dr. Johnson luckily 
made no inquiry how this invitation had arisen, but agreed to go ; 
and when we entered Mr. Young’s parlour, he addressed him with a 
very polite bow, ‘‘Sir, I had a curiosity to come and see this 
place. I had the honour to know that great man your father.” 
We went into the garden, where we found a gravel walk, on each 
side of which was a row of trees, planted by Dr. Young, which 
formed a handsome Gothic arch. Dr. Johnson called it a fine 
grove. I beheld it with reverence. 

We sat some time in the summer-house, on the outside wall of 
which was inscribed, “ Ambulantes in horto audiebant vocem Dei id 
and in the reference to a brook by which it is situated, “ Vivendi rectd 
qu prorogat horam,”* &c. I said to Mr. Young, that I had been 
told his father was cheerful. “ Sir,” said he, “ he was too well bred 
@ man not to be cheerful in company ; but he was gloomy when 


The man who has it in his power 

To practise virtue, and protracts the hour, 
Waits till the river pass away : but, lo! 
Oeaseless i+ flows, and will for ever flow.” 


Franois, Hor, Hpist. ib. \. ep, & 
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alone. He never was cheerful after my mother’s death, and he had 
met with many disappointments.” Dr. Johnson observed to me 
afterwards, “That this was no favourable account of Dr. Young ; 
for it is not becoming in a man te have so little acquiescence in the 
ways of Providence, as to be gloomy because he has not obtained as 
much preferment as he expected ; nor to continue gloomy for the loss 
of his wife. Grief has its time.” The last part of this censure was 
theoretically made. Practically, we know that grief for the loss of 
a wife may be continued very long, in proportion as affection has 
been sincere. No man knew this better than Dr. Johnson. 

We went into the church, and looked at the monument erected 
by Mr. Young to his father. Mr. Young mentioned an anecdote, 
that his father had received several thousand pounds of subscription 
money for his “ Universal Passion,” but had lost it in the South Sea.’ 
Dr. Johnson thought this must be a mistake, for he had never seen 
a subscription-book. 

Upon the road we talked of the uncertainty of profit with 
which authors and booksellers engage in the publication of lite- 
rary works. Jonnson. ‘‘ My judgment I have found is no certain 
rule as to the sale of a book.” Boswe.. “Pray, Sir, have you 
been much plagued with authors sending you their works to revise ?” 
Jounson. “No, Sir; I have been thought a sour, surly fellow.” 
Boswett. “ Very lucky for you, Sir,—in that respect.” I must 
however observe, that, notwithstanding what he now said, which he 
~ no doubt imagined at the time to be the fact, there was, perhaps, 
no man who more frequently yielded to the solicitations even of 
very obscure authors to read their manuscripts, or more liberally 
assisted them with advice and correction. 

He found himself very happy at Squire Dilly’s, where there is 
always abundance of excellent fare, and hearty welcome. 

On Sunday, June 3, we all went to Southill church, which is very 
near to Mr. Dilly’s house. It being the first Sunday in the month, 
the holy sacrament was administered, and I staid to partake of it. 
When I came afterwards into Dr. Johnson’s room, he said, “‘ You 
did right to stay and receive the communion : I had not thought 


This assertion is disproved by a comparison of dates. The first four satires of Young were 
published in 1725. The South Sea scheme (which appears to be meant) was in 1720,—M. 
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of it.” This seemed to imply that he did not choose to approach 
the altar without a previous preparation, as to which good men 
entertain different opinions, some holding that it is irreverent to par- 
take of that ordinance without considerable premeditation ; others, 
that whoever is a sincere Christian, and in a proper frame of mind 
to discharge any other ritual duty of our religion, may, without 
scruple, discharge this most solemn one. A middle notion I believe 
to be the just one, which is, that communicants need not think a 
long train of preparatory forms indispensably necessary ; but neither 
should they rashly and lightly venture upon so awful and mysteri- 
pus an institution. Christians must judge, each for himself, what 
degree of retirement and self-examination is necessary upon each 
occasion. 

Being in a frame of mind which I hope, for the felicity of human 
nature, many experience,—in fine weather,—at the country-house 
of a friend,—consoled and elevated by pious exercises,—I expressed 
myself with an unrestrained fervour to my “ Guide, Philosopher, 
and Friend.” “ My dear Sir, I would fain be a good man; and I 
am very good now. I fear God, and honour the king; I wish to 
do no ill, and to be benevolent to all mankind.” He looked at me 
with a benignant indulgence ; but took occasion to give me wise 
and salutary caution. “ Do not, Sir, accustom yourself to trust to 
impressions. There is a middle state of mind between conviction 
and hypocrisy, of which many are unconscious. By trusting to 
impressions, a man may gradually come to yield to them, and at 
length be subject to them, so as not to be a free agent, or what is 
the same thing in effect, to suppose that he is not a free agent. A 
man who is in that state should not be suffered to live; if he 
declares he cannot help acting in a particular way, and is irre- 
sistibly impelled, there can be no confidence in him, no more than 
in a tiger. But, Sir, no man believes himself to be impelled irre 
sistibly ; we know that he who says he believes it, lies. Favourable 
impressions at particular moments, as to the state of our souls, may 
be deceitful and dangerous. In general no man can be sure of his 
acceptance with God ; some, indeed, may have had it revealed to 
them. St. Paul, who wrought miracles, may have had a miracle 
wrought on himself, and may have obtained supernatural assurance 
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of pardon, and mercy, and beatitude ; yet St. Paul, though he 
expresses strong hope, also expresses fear, lest having preached to 
others, he himself should be a castaway.” 

The opinion of a learned bishop of our acquaintance, as to there 
being merit in religious faith, being mentioned :—Jounson. “ Why, 
yes, Sir, the most licentious man, were hell open before him, would 
not take the most beautiful strumpet to his arms. We must, as the 
apostle says, live by faith, not by sight.” 

I talked to him of original sin,’ in consequence of the fall of 
man, and of the atonement made by our Saviour. After some con- 
versation, which he desired me to remember, he, at my request, 
dictated to me as follows : 


“With respect to original sin, the inquiry is not necessary; for whatever is 
the cause of human corruption, men are evidently and confessedly so corrupt, 
that all the laws of heaven and earth are insufficient to restrain them from 
srimes. 

“Whatever difficulty there may be in the conception of vicarious punish- 
ments, it is an opinion which has had possession of mankind in all ages, 
There is no nation that has not used the practice of sacrifices. Whoever, 
therefore, denies the propriety of vicarious punishments, holds an opinion 
which the sentiments and practice of mankind have contradicted from the 
beginning of the world. The great sacrifice for the sins of mankind was 
offered at the death of the Messiah, who is called in Scripture ‘The Lamb of 
God, that taketh away the sins of the world.’ To judge of the reasonableness 
of the scheme of redemption, it must be considered asmecessary to the govern- 
ment of the universe that God should make known his perpetual and irrecon- 
cileable detestation of moral evil. He might indeed punish, and punish only 
the offenders; but as the end of punishment is not revenge of crimes but pro- 
pagation of virtue, it was more becoming the divine clemency to find another 
manner of proceeding, less destructive to man, and at least equally powerful to 
promote goodness. The end of punishment is to reclaim and warn. Tha 
punishment will both reclaim and warn, which shows evidently such abhorrenc 


1 Dr. Ogden, in his second sermon “ On the Articles of the Christian Faith,” with admirable 
acuteness thus addresses the opposers of that doctrine, which accounts for the confusien, sin, 
and misery, which we find in this life: 

“It would be severe in God, you think, to degrade us to such a sad state as this, for the 
offence of our first parents ; but you can allow him to place us in it without any inducement, 
Are our calamities lessened by not being ascribed to Adam? If your condition be unhappy, 
b it not still unhappy, whatever was the occasion? with the aggravation of this reflection, that 
if it was as good as it was at first designed, there seems to be somewhat the less reason to bok 


for its amendment.” 
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of sin in God, as may deter us from it, or strike us with dread of vengeance 
when we have committed it. This is effected by vicarious punishment. No- 
thing could more testify the opposition between the nature of God and moral 
evil, or more amply display his justice, to men and angels, to all srders and 
successions of beings, than that it was necessary for the highest and purest 
nature, even for Divinity itself, to pacify the demands of vengeance by a 
painful death: of which the natural effect will be, that when justice is 
appeased, there is a proper place for the exercise of mercy; and that such 
propitiation shall supply, in some degree, the imperfections of our obedience 
and the inefficacy of our repentance: for obedience and repentance, such as 
we can perform, are still necessary. Our Saviour has told us, that he did not 
come to destroy the law but to fulfil: to fulfil the typical law, by the per- 
formance of what those types had foreshown, and the moral law, by precepts 
of greater purity and higher exaltation.” 


Here he said, “ God bless you with it.” I acknowledged myself 
much obliged to him ; but I begged that he would go on as to the 
propitiation being the chief object of our most holy faith. He then 
dictated this one other paragraph. 


“The peculiar doctrine of Christianity is, that of an universal sacrifice and 
perpetual propitiation. Other prophets only proclaimed the will and the 
threatenings of God. Christ satisfied his justice.” 


The Reverend Mr. Palmer,’ fellow of Queen’s College, Cam- 
bridge, dined with us. He expressed a wish that a better provision 
were made for parish-clerks. Jounson. “ Yes, Sir, a parish-clerk 


1 This unfortunate person, whose full name was Thomas Fysche Palmer, afterwards went to 
Oundee, in Scotland, where he officiated as minister to a congregation of the sect who call 
shemselves Unitarians, from a notion that they distinctively worship one God, because they 
deny the mysterious doctrine of the Trinity. They do not advert that the great body of the 
Obristian church in maintaining that mystery maintain also the unity of the Godhead; “the 
Trinity in Unity !—three persons and one God.” The church humbly adores the Divinity as 
axhibited in the holy Scriptures, The unitarian sect vainly presumes to comprehend and define 
he Almighty. Mr. Palmer having heated his mind with political speculations, became se 
much dissatisfied with our excellent constitution as to compose, publish, and circulate write 
ings, which were found to be so seditious and dangerous, that upon being found guilty by a 
jury, the court of justiciary in Scotland sentenced him to transportation for fourteen years, 
A loud clamour against the sentence was made by some members of both houses of parlia- 
ment ; but both houses approved of it by a great majority, and he was conveyed to the set- 
tlement for convicts in New South Wales—B. Mr. T. F. Palmer was of Queen’s College in 
Cambridge, where he took the degree of master of arts is 1772, and that of 8.T.B. in 1781. 
rie died on his return from Botany Bay in 1808.—M. 
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should be a man who is able to make a will or write a letter for 
anybody in the parish.” 

I mentioned Lord Monboddo’s notion that the ancient Kgyp- 
tians, with all their learning and all their arts, were not only black, 
but woolly-haired. Mr. Palmer asked how did it appear upon 
examining the mummies? Dr. Johnson approved of this test. 

Although upon most occasions I never heard a more strenuous 
advocate for the advantages of wealth than Dr. Johnson, he this 
day, I know not from what caprice, took the other side. “I have 
not observed,” said he, “that men of very large fortunes enjoy 
anything extraordinary that makes happiness. What has the Duke 
of Bedford? What has the Duke of Devonshire? The only great 
instance that I have ever known of the enjoyment of wealth was 
that of Jamaica Dawkins, who going to visit Palmyra, and hearing 
that the way was infested by robbers, hired a troop of Turkish 
horse to guard him.”* 

Dr. Gibbons,’ the dissenting minister, being mentioned, he said, 
“T took to Dr. Gibbons.” And addressing himself to Mr. Charles 
Dilly, added, “I shall be glad to see him. Tell him, if he'll call on 
me, and dawdle over a dish of tea in an afternoon, I shall take it 
kind.” 

The Reverend Mr. Smith, vicar of Southill, a very respectable 
man, with a very agreeable family, sent an invitation to us to drink 
tea. I remarked Dr. Johnson’s very respectful politeness. Though 
always fond of changing the scene, he said, ‘We must have 
Mr. Dilly’s leave. We cannot go from your house, Sir, without 
your permission.” We all went, and were well satisfied with our 
visit. I, however, remember nothing particular, except a nice 
distinction which Dr. Johnson made with respect to the power of 
memory, maintaining that forgetfulness was a man’s own fault, 
“To remember and to recollect,” said he, “ are different things. A 


1 Taken from Herodotus. 

2 Henry Dawkins, Esq., the companion of Wood and Bouverle in their travels, and the 
patron of the Athenian Stuart.—O. 

% Thomas Gibbons, “ a Calvinist ” (says the Biog. Dict.) “ of the old stamp, and a man of 
great piety and primitive manners.” He wrote a life of Dr. Watts, and assisted Dr, Johnsor 
with some materials for the Life of Watts in the English Poets. He died in 1785, tat. sixty 
five.—O 
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man has not the power to recollect what is not in his mind, but 
when a thing is in his mind he may remember it.” 

The remark was occasioned by my leaning back on a chair, 
which a little before I had perceived to be broken, and pleading 
forgetfulness as an excuse. “Sir,” said he, “its being broken was 
certainly in your mind.” 

When I observed that a housebreaker was in general very timor- 
ous: Jonnson. “ No wonder, Sir; he is afraid of being shot getting 
tnto a house, or hanged when he has got out of it.” 

He told us, that he had in one day written six sheets of a transa- 
lation from the French ; adding, ‘‘I should be glad to see it now. 
I wish that I had copies of all the pamphlets written against me, as 
it is said Pope had. Had I known that I should make so much 
noise in the world, I should have been at pains to collect them. I 
believe there is hardly a day in which there is not something about 
me in the newspapers.” 

On Monday, June 4, we all went to Luton-Hoe, to see Lord 
Bute’s magnificent seat, for which I had obtained a ticket. As we 
entered the park, I talked in a high style of my old friendship with 
Lord Mountstuart, and said, “I shall probably be much at this 
place.” The sage, aware of human vicissitudes, gently checked me: 
“Don’t you be too sure of that.” He made two or three peculiar 
observations; as, when shown the botanical garden, “Is not every 
garden a botanical garden?” When told that there was a shrub- 
bery to the extent of several miles; “That is making a very foolish 
use of the ground ; a little of it is very well.” When it was pro- 
posed that we should walk on the pleasure ground; “Don’t let us 
fatigue ourselves. Why should we walk there? Here is a fine 
tree, let’s get to the top of it.” But upon the whole, he was very 
much pleased. He said, “‘ This is one of the places I do not regret 
having come to see. It is a very stately place, indeed ; in the 
house magnificence is not sacrificed to convenience, nor convenience 
to magnificence. The library is very splendid; the dignity of the 
rooms is very great; and the quantity of pictures is beyond expec: 
tation, beyond hope.” 

It happened without any previous concert that we visited the svat 
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of Lord Bute upon the king’s birthday; we dined and drank his 
majesty’s health at an inn in the village of Luton. 

In the evening, I put him in mind of his promise to favour me 
with a copy of his celebrated Letter to the Earl of Chesterfield, 
and he was at last pleased to comply with this earnest request, by 
dictating it to me from his memory ; for he believed that he him- 
self had no copy. There was an animated glow in his countenance 
while he thus recalled his high-minded indignation. 

He laughed heartily at a ludicrous action in the court of sessions, 
in which I was counsel. The society of procurators, or attornies, 
entitled to practice in the inferior courts of Edinburgh, had ob- 
tained a royal charter, in which they had taken care to have their 
ancient designation of Procwrators changed into that of Solicitors, 
from a notion, as they supposed, that it was more genteel; and this 
new title they displayed by a public advertisement for a general 
meeting at their hall. 

It has been said that the Scottish ration is not distinguished 
for humour ; and, indeed, what happened on this oceasion may, 
in some degree, justify the remark ; for, although this society 
had contrived to make themselves a very prominent object for the 
ridicule of such as might stoop to it, the only joke to which it gave 
rise was the following paragraph, sent to the newspaper called 
“The Caledonian Mercury.” 


“‘A correspondent informs us, the Worshipful Society of Chaldeans, Cadies, 
or Running-Stationers of this city are resolved, in imitation, and encouraged 
by the singular success of their brethren, of an equally respectable Society, to 
apply for a Charter of their Privileges, particularly of the sole privilege of 
PROCURING, in the most extensive sense of the word, exclusive of chairmen, 
porters, penny-post men, and other inferior ranks; their brethren, the 
R—y—. S—1i——Rrs, alias P—c——Rrs, before the 1nFuRIor Courts of this 
city, always excepted. ; 

“ Should the Worshipful Society be successful, they are further resolved riot 
to be puffed up thereby, but to demean themselves with more equanimity end 
decency than their r-y-l, learned, and very modest brethren above mentioned 
have done, upon their late dignification and exaltation.” 


A majority ot the members of the society prosecuted Mr. Robert- 
son, the publisher of the paper, for damages ; and the first judg. 
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ment of the whole court very wisely dismissed the action: Solventur 
rosu tabula, tw missus abibis. But a new trial or review was granted 
upon a petition, according to the forms in Scotland. This petition 
I was engaged to answer, and Dr. Johnson, with great alacrity, 
furnished me this evening with what follows : 


“All injury is either of the person, the fortune, or the fame. Now it is 
a certain thing, it is proverbially known, that a jest breaks no bones. They 
never have gained half-a-crown less in the whole profession since this mis- 
chievous paragraph has appeared; and, as to their reputation, what is their 
reputation but an instrument of getting money? If, therefore, they have lost 
no money, the question upon reputation may be answered by a very old 
position—De minimis non curat pretor. 

‘Whether there was, or was not, an animus injuriandi is not worth inquir- 
ing, if no injuria can be proved. But the truth is, there was no animus 
injuriandi. It was only an animus irritandi,’ which, happening to be exer- 
cised upon a genus wrritabile, produced unexpected violence of resentment. 
Their irritability arose only from an opinion of their own importance, and 
their delight in their new exaltation. What might have been borne by a 
procurator, could not be borne by a solicitor. Your lordships well know that 
honores mutant mores. Titles and dignities play strongly on the fancy. As 
a madman is apt to think himself grown suddenly great, so he that grows 
suddenly great is apt to borrow a little from the madman. To co-operate 
with their resentment would be to promote their frenzy ; nor is it possible to 
guess to what they might proceed, if to the new title of Solicitor should be 
added the elation of victory and triumph. 

“We consider your lordships as the protectors of our rights, and the guar- 
dians of our virtues; but believe it not included in your high office, that you 
should flatter our vices, or solace our vanity; and, as vanity only dictates this 
prosecution, it is hambly hoped your lordships will dismiss it, 

“If every attempt, however light or ludicrous, to lessen another's reputa: 
tion, is to be punished by a judicial sentence, what punishment can be suffi- 
ciently severe for him who attempts to diminish the reputation of the supreme 
court of Justice, by reclaiming upon a cause already determined, without any 
change in the state of the question? Does it not imply hopes that the judges 
will change their opinion? Is it not uncertainty and inconstancy in the highest 
degree disreputable to a court? Does it not suppose, that the former judg- 
ment was temerarious or negligent? Does it not lessen the confidence of the 
public? Will it not be said, that jus est aut incognitum aut vagum # and will 
not the consequence be drawn, misera est servitus? Will not the rules of 


? Mr. Robertaon altered this word to jecandi, he having found in Blackstone that to ¢rre 
sate is actionable. 
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action be obscure? Will not he who knows himself wronged to-day, hope that 
the courts of justice will think him right to-morrow? Surely, my lords, these 
4re attempts of dangerous tendency, which the Solicitors, as nen versed in the 
law, should have foreseen and avoided. It was natural for an ignorant printer 
to appeal from the lord ordinary; but from lawyers, the descendants of law- 
yers, who have practised for three hundred years, and have now raised them- 
selves to a higher denomination, it might be expected, that they should know 
the reverence due to a judicial determination; and, having been once dis- 
taissed, should sit down in silence.” 


IT am ashamed to mention, that the court, by a plurality of voices, 
without having a single additional circumstance before them, reversed 
their own judgment, made a serious matter of this dull and foolish 
joke, and adjudged Mr. Robertson to pay to the society five pounds 
(sterling money) and costs of suit. The decision will seem strange 
to English lawyers. 

On Tuesday, June 5, Johnson was to return to London. He 
was very pleasant at breakfast: I mentioned a friend of mine hav- 
ing resolved never to marry a pretty woman. Jonson. “Sir, it is 
a very foolish resolution to resolve not to marry a pretty woman. 
Beauty is of itself very estimable. No, Sir, I would prefer a nretty 
woman, unless there are objections to her. A pretty woman may 
be foolish ; a pretty woman may be wicked ; a pretty woman may 
not like me. But there is no such danger in marrying a pretty 
woman as is apprehended ; she will not be persecuted if she does 
not invite persecution. A pretty woman, if she has a mind to be 
wicked, can find a readier way than another ; and that is all.” 

I accompanied him in Mr. Dilly’s chaise to Shefford, where, talk- 
ing of Lord Bute’s never going to Scotland, he said, “ As an English- 
man, [ should wish all the Scotch gentlemen should be educated in 
England ; Scotland would become a province ; they would spend 
all their rents in England.” This is a subject of much consequence, 
- and much delicacy. The advantage of an English education is un- 
questionably very great to Scotch gentlemen of talents and 
ambition ; and regular visits to Scotland, and perhaps other means, 
might be effectually used to prevent them from being totally 
estranged from their native country, any more than a Cumberland 
or Northumberland gentleman, who has been educated in the south 
of England. I own, indeed, that it is no small misfortune for Scotch 
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gentlemea, who have neither talents nor ambition, to be educated 
in England, where they may be perhaps distinguished only by a 
nickname, lavish their fortune in giving expensive entertainments to 
those who laugh at them, and saunter about as mere idle, insignifi- 
cant hangers-on even upon the foolish great ; when, if they had 
been judiciously brought up at home, they might have been com- 
fortable and creditable members of society. 

At Shefford I had another affectionate parting from my reverend 
friend, who was taken up by the Bedford coach and carried to the 
metropolis. I went with Messieurs Dilly to see some friends at 
Bedford ; dined with the officers of the militia of the county, and 
next day proceeded on my journey. 


Lerrer 401. TO BENNET LANGTON, ESQ. 
“Bolt Court, June 16, 1781. 

“Dear Sir,—How welcome your account of yourself and your invitation to 
your new house was to me, I need not tell you, who consider our friendship 
not only as formed by choice, but as matured by time. We have been now 
long enough acquainted to have many images in common, and therefore to 
have a source of conversation which neither the learning nor the wit of a new 
companion can supply. 

““My ‘Lives’ are now published; and if you will tell me whither I shall send 


them, that they may come to you, I will take care that you shall not be with- 
out them. - 


“You will perhaps be glad to hear that Mrs. Thrale is disencumbered of her 
brewhouse; and that it seemed to the purchaser so far from an evil, that he 
was content to give for it an hundred and thirty-five thousand pounds. Is the 
nation ruined ? 


“Please to make my respectful compliments to Lady Rothes, and keep me 
in the memory of all the little dear family, particularly Mrs. Jane. I am, Sir, 


your, &c. Sam. JoHNson.” 


Johnson’s charity to the poor was uniform and extensive, both 
from inclination and principle. He not only bestowed liberally out 
of his own purse, but what is more difficult as well as rare, would 
beg from others, whe. he had proper objects in view. This he did 
judiciously as well as humanely. Mr. Philip Metcalfe tells me, that 
when he has asked him for some money for persons in distress, and 
Mr. Metcalfe has offered what Johnson thought too much, he insisted 
on taking less, saying, “‘ No, no, Sir ; we must not pamper them.” 
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I am indebted to Mr. Malone, one of Sir Joshua Reynolds’s execu: 
tors, for the following note, which was found among his papers after 
his death, and which, we may presume, his unaffected modesty pre- 
vented him from communicating to me with the other letters from 
Dr. Johnson with which he was pleased to furnish me. However 
slight in itself, as it does honour to that illustrious painter and most 
amiable man, I am happy to introduce it. 


Lerrer 402. TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 
“ June 23, 1781. 
“ Dear Srr,—It was not before yesterday that I received your splendid 
benefaction. To a hand so liberal in distributing, I hope nobody will envy 
the power of acquiring. I am, dear Sir, your, &c. 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


The following letters were written at this time by Johnson to Miss 
Reynolds, the latter on receiving from her a copy of her ‘‘ Essay on 
Taste,” privately printed, but never published. 


LETTER 403. TO MISS REYNOLDS? 
Bolt Court, June 28, 1781. 

“Dearest Mapam,—There is in these [pages, or remarks,] such depth of 
penetration, such nicety of observation, as Locke or Pascal might be proud of. 
This I desire you to believe is my real opinion. However, it cannot be pub- 
lished in its present state. Many of your notions seem not to be very clear in 
your own mind; many are not sufficiently developed and expanded for the 
common reader; it wants everywhere to be made smoother and plainer. You 
may, by revisal and correction, make it a very elegant and very curicus work, 
I am, my dearest dear, your, &. Sam. JoHnson. 


Lsrrer 404. TO THOMAS ASTLE, ESQ. rem ae 
iy lt, . 


‘“‘ Sir,—I am ashamed that you have been forced to call so often for youg 
books, but it has been by no fault on either side. They have never been ou 
of my hands, nor have I ever been at home without seeing you; for to see a 
man so skilful in the antiquities of my country is an opportunity of improve 
ment not willingly to be missed. 

“Your notes on Alfred? appear to me very judicious and accurate, but they 


1 Miss Reynolds, for whom Dr. Johnson had a high regard, died in Westminster, at the agy 
ef elghty, Nov. 1, 1807.—M. 

2 The will of King Alfred, alluded to in this letter, from the original Saxon, in the library 
ef Mr. Astle, had been printed at the expense of the University of Oxford. 
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are too few. Many things familiar to you are unknown te me, and to most 
others ; and you must not think too favourably of your readers; by supposing 
them knowing, you will leave them ignorant. Measure of land, and value of 
money, it is of-great importance to state with care. Had the Saxons any gold 
coin? 

“I have much curiosity after the manners and transactions of the middle 
ages, but have wanted either diligence or opportunity, or both. You, Sir, 
have great opportunities, and I wish you both diligence and success. I am, 
Sir, &ec. Sau. Jounson.” 


The following curious anecdote I insert in Dr. Burney’s own 
words : 


“Dr. Burney related to Dr. Johnson the partiality which his writings had 
excited in a friend of Dr. Burney’s, the late Mr. Bewley,? well known in Norfolk 
by the name of the Philosopher of Mossingham ; who, from the Ramblers and 
plan of his dictionary, and long before the author’s fame was established by the 
Dictionary itself, or any other work, had conceived such a reverence for him, 
that he earnestly begged Dr. Burney to give him the cover of the first letter 
he had received from him, as a relic of so estimable a writer. This was in 
1755. In 1760, when Dr. Burney visited Dr. Johnson at the Temple, in Lon- 
don, where he had then chambers, he happened to arrive there before he was 
up; and being shown into the room where he was to breakfast, finding himself 
alone, he examined the contents of the apartment, to try whether he could, 
andiscovered, steal anything to send to his friend Bewley, as another relic of 
the admirable Dr. Johnson. But finding nothing better to his purpose, he cut 
some bristles off his hearth-broom, and enclosed them in a letter to his country 
enthusiast, who received them with due reverence. The Doctor was so sensi- 
ble of the honour done to him by a man of genius and science, to whom he was 
an utter stranger, that he suid to Dr. Burney, ‘Sir, there is no man possessed 
of the smallest portion of modesty, but must be flattered with the admiration 
of such aman. [I'll give him a set of my Lives, if he will do me the honour to 
accept them.’ In this he kept his word; and Dr. Burney had not only the 
pleasure of gratifying his friend with a present more worthy of his acceptance 
than the segment from the hearth-broom, but soon after introducing him to 
Dr. Johnson himself in Bolt Court, with whom he had the satisfaction of con 
versing for a considerable time, not a fortnight before his death ; which hap 
pened in St. Martin’s street, during his visit to Dr. Burney, in the house where 
the great Sir Isaac Newtua had lived and died before.” 


In one of his little memorandum-books is the following minute - 


1 Mr. William Bewley died Sept. 5, 1788. He was a“ Monthly Reviewer.”—Q, 
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““ August 9,3 P. M: stat. 72, in the summer-house at Streatham. After innus 
merable resolutions formed and neglected, I have retired hither, to plan a life 
of greater diligence, in hope that I may yet be useful, and be daily better pre-_ 
pared to appear before my Creator and my Judge, frc.a whose infinite mercy I 
humbly call for assistance gnd support. My purpose is,—To pass eight hours 
every day in some serious employment. Having prayed, I purpose to employ 
the next six weeks upon the Italian language for my settled study.” 


How venerably pious does he appear in these moments of solitude ; 
and how spirited are his resolutions for the improvement of his mind, 
even in elegant literature, at a very advanced period of life, and 
when afflicted with many complaints, 

In autumn he went to Oxford, Birmingham, Lichfield, and Ash- 
bourne, for which very good reasons might be given in the conjectu- 
ral yet positive manner of writers, who are proud to account for 
every event which they relate. He himself, however, says, ‘‘ The 
motives of my journey I hardly know: I omitted it last year, and 
am not willing to miss it again.” (Pr. and Med. p. 198.) But 
some good considerations arise, amongst which is the kindly recol- 
lection of Mr. Hector, surgeon, of Birmingham. ‘“ Hector is likewise 
an old friend, the only companion of my childhood that passed 
through the school with me. We have always loved one another ; 
perhaps we may be made better by some serious conversation ; of 
which, however, I have no distinct hope.” 

He says, too, “ At Lichfield, my native place, 1 hope to show a 
good example by frequent attendance on public worship.” 

My correspondence with him during the rest of this year was, I 
know not why, very scanty, and all on my side. I wrote him one 
letter to introduce Mr. Sinclair (now Sir John), the member for 
Caithness,’ to his acquaintance ; and informed him in another that 
my wife had again been affected with alarming symptoms of 
illness. 


! The Right Hon. Sir John Sinclair, of Ulbster, Bart. ; a voluminous writer on agriculture 
Bd statistics.—O. 
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In 1782 his complaints increased, and the history of his life this 

‘year is little more than a mournful recital of the variations of his 
illness, in the midst of which, however, it will appear from his 
letters, that the powers of his mind were in no degree impaired. 


LeTrer 405. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“January 5, 1782. 

“Dear Srr,—I sit down to answer your letter on the same day in which I 
received it, and am pleased that my first letter of the year is to you. No man 
ought to be at ease while he knows himself in the wrong; and I have not 
satisfied myself with my long silence. The letter relating to Mr. Sinclair, 
however, was, I believe, never brought, 

‘‘My health has been tottering this last year; and I can give no very lauda- 
ble account of my time. I am always hoping to do better than I have ever 
hitherto done. My journey to Ashbourne and Staffordshire was not pleasant; 
for what enjoyment has a sick man visiting the sick? Shall we ever have 
another frolic like our journey to the Hebrides ? 

‘‘T hope that dear Mrs. Boswell will surmount her complaints: in losing her 
you will lose your anchor, and be tossed, without stability, by the waves of 

fe.’ I wish both you and her very many years, and very happy. 

‘For some months past I have been so withdrawn from the world, that I 
can send you nothing particular, All your friends, however, are well, and will 
be glad of your return to London. I am, dear Sir, etce., Sam. Joanson.” 


At a time when he was less able than he had once been to sus- 


? The truth of this has been proved by sad experience.—B. Mrs. Bosweil died June 4 
1789.—M. 
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tain a shock, he was suddenly deprived of Mr. Levett, which event 
he thus communirated to Dr. Lawrence : 


Lerrer 406. TO DR. LAWRENCE. 
* Jan. 17, 1788. 


“Srr,—Our old friend, Mr. Levett, who was last night eminently cheerful, 
died this morning. The man who lay in the same room, hearing an uncommon 
noise, got up and tried to make him speak, but without effect. He then called 
Mir. Holder, the apothecary, who, though when he came he thought him dead, 
opened a vein, but could draw no blood. So has ended the long life of a very 

“useful and very blameless man. I am, Sir, your most humble servant, 
“Sam. Jonson.” 


In one of his memorandum-books in my possession is the following 
entry : 

“ January 20, Sunday, Robert Levett was buried in the churchyard of Bride- 
well, between one and two in the afternoon. He died on Thursday, 17, about 
seven in the morning, by an instantaneous death. He was an old and faithfvi 
friend: I have known him from about [17]46. Commendavi. May God have 
mercy on him! May he have mercy on me!” 


Such was Johnson’s affectionate regard for Levett,' that ‘sa 
honoured his memory with the following pathetic verses ; 


“Condemn’d to Hope’s delusive mine, 
As on we toil from day to day, 
By sudden blast or slow decline 
Our social comforts drop away. 


“Well try’d through many a varying yeap, 
See Levett to the grave descend; 
Officious, innocent, sincere, 
Of every friendless name the friend, 


“Yet still he fills affection’s eye, 
Obscurely wise and coarsely kinds 
Nor, letter’d arrogance, deny 
Thy praise to merit unrefined. 


* When fainting Nature call’d for aid, 
And hovering death prepared the blow 
His vigorous remedy display’d 
The power of art without the show. 


1 Bee an account of him, ant, Vel. L 
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“Jn misery’s darkest caverns known, 
His ready help was ever nigh, 
Where hopeless anguish pour’d his groas, 
And lonely want retired to die.' 


“No summons mock’d by chill delay, 
No petty gains disdain’d by pride: 
The modest wants of every dav 
The toil of every day supply’d. 


® His virtues walk’d their narrow round, 
Nor made a pause, nor left a void; 
And sure the eternal Master found 
His single talent well employ’d. 


The busy day, the peaceful night, 
Unfelt, uncounted, glided by; 
His frame was firm, his powers were bright, 
Though now his eightieth year was nigh. 


“Then, with no throbs of fiery pain, 
No cold gradations of decay, 
Death broke at once the vital chain, 
And freed his soul the nearest way.” 


Lerrrr 407. TO MRS. STRAHAN. 
“ Peb. 4, 1782. 

“Dear Mapam,—Mrs. Williams showed me your kind letter. ‘Thus ttle 
habitation is now but a melancholy place, clouded with the gloom of disease 
and death. Of the four inmates, one has been suddenly snatched away; two 
are oppressed by very afflictive and dangerous illness; and I tried yesterday 
to gain some relief by a third bleeding from a disorder which has for some 
time distressed me, and I think myself to-day much better. 

“Tam glad, dear Madam, to hear that you are so far recovered as to go to 
Bath. Let me once more entreat you to stay till your health is not only 
obtained, but confirmed. Your fortune is such as that no moderate expense 
deserves your care; and you have a husband who, I believe, does not regard 
it. Stay, therefore, till you are quite well. Iam, for my part, very much 
deserted ; but complaint is useless. I hope God will bless you, and I desire 
you to form the same wish for me. I am, dear Madam, etc. 

“Sam Jounso’,” 


3 Johnson repeated this line to me thus: 
“ And labour steals an hour to dle” 


But he afterwards altered it to the presemt reading, 


es CHATTERTON. 945 


Lrrrer 408. TO EDMUND MALONE, ESQ. 
“ Feb. 27, 1782. 


“Str,—I have for many weeks been so much out of order, that I have gone 
out only in a coach to Mrs. Thrale’s, where I can use all the freedom that sick- 
ness requires. Do not, therefore, take it amiss, that I am not with you and 
Dr. Farmer. I hope hereafter to see you often. I am, Sir, etc. 

“Sam. Jonnson.” 


Lerrer 409. TO FHE SAME, 
“ March 2, 1782. 


“Dear Srr,—I hope I grow better, and shall soon be able to enjoy the | 
kindness of my friends. I think this wild adherence to Chatterton? more 
unaccountable than the obstinate defence of Ossian. In Ossian there is a 
national pride, which may be forgiven, though it cannot be applauded. In 
Chatterton there is nothing but the resolution to say again what has once been 
said. I am, Sir, ete. Sam. JOHNSON.” 


These short letters show the regard which Dr. Johnson enter- 
tained for Mr. Malone, who the more he is known is the more highly 
valued. It is much to be regretted that Johnson was prevented 
from sharing the elegant hospitality of that gentleman’s table, at 
which he would in every respect have been fully gratified. Mr. 
Malone, who has so ably succeeded him as an editor of Shakspeare, 
_has, in his Preface, done great and just honour to Johnson’s 
memory. 


Letter 410. TO MRS. LUCY PORTER. 
“ London, March 2, 1782. 


“ Dzar Mapam,—I went away from Lichfield ill, and have had a trouble. 
some time with my breath. For some weeks I have been disordered by a cold, 
of which I could not get the violence abated till I had been let blood three 
-times. I have not, however, been so bad but that I could have written, and 
am sorry that I neglected it. 


1 This note was in answer to one which accompanied one of the earliest pamphlets on the 
gubject of Chatterton’s forgery, entitled ‘‘ Cursory Observations on the Poems attributed te 
Thomas Rowley,” &c. Mr. Thomas Warton’s very able “Inquiry” appeared about three 
months afterwards ; and Mr, Tyrwhitt’s admirable “ Vindication of his Appendix,” in the sum- 
mer of the same year, left the believers in this daring imposture nothing but “ the resolution 
to say again what had been said before.” Daring, however, as this fiction was, and wild as 
was the adherence to Chatterton, both were greatly exceeded in 1795 and the following year, 
by a still more audacious imposture, and the pertinacity of one of its adherents, who has 
fmmortali8ed his name by publishing a bulky volume, of which the direct and manifest object 
was, to prove the authenticity of certain papers attribrted to Shakspeare, after oe fabri 
eator of the spurious trash had publicly acknowledged the imposture.—M. 
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“My dwelling is but melancholy. Both Williams, and Desmeulins, and 
myself, are very sickly ; Frank is not well; and poor Levett died in his bed the 
other day by a sudden stroke. I suppose not one minute passed between 
health and death. So uncertain are human things. 

“Such is the appearance of the world about me; I hope your scenes are 
more cheerful. But whatever befalls us, though it is wise to be serious, it is 
useless and foolish, and perhaps sinful, to be gloomy. Let us, therefore, keep 
ourselves as easy as we can; though the loss of friends will be felt and poor 
Levett had been a faithful adherent for thirty years. 

“Forgive me, my dear love, the omission of writing; I hope to mend thay 
and my other faults, Let.me have your prayers. Make my compliments to 
Mrs. Cobb, and Miss Adey, and Mr. Pearson, and the whole company of my 


friends. I am, &c. 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Lerrer 411, TO THE SAME. 
“Bolt Court, March 19, 1782. 

“‘DeaR MapaM,—My last was but a dull letter, and I know not that this will 
be much more cheerful: I am, however, willing to write, because you are 
desirous to hear from me. My disorder has now begun its ninth week, for it 
is not yet over. I was last Thursday blooded for the fourth time, and have 
since found myself much relieved, but I am very tender and easily hurt; so 
that since we parted I have had but little comfort. But I hope that the spring 
will recover me, and that in the summer I shall see Lichfield again, for I will 
not delay my visit another year to the end of autumn. 

“T have, by advertising, found poor Mr. Levett’s brothers, in Yorkshire, who 
will take the little he has left: it is but little, yet it will be welcome, for I 
believe they are of very low condition. 

“To be sick, and to see nothing but sickness and death, is but a gloomy 
state: but I hope better times, even in this world, will come, and whatever 
this world may withhold or give, we shall be happy in a better state. Pray for 
me, my dear Lucy. Make my compliments to Mrs Cobb, and Miss Adey, ana 
my old friend, Hetty Bailey, and to all the Lichfield ladies, I am, &c. 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


On the day on which this letter was written, he thus feelingly 
mentions his respected friend and physician, Dr. Lawrence :—“ Poor 
Lawrence has almost lost the sense of hearing ; and I rave lost the 
conversation of a learned, intelligent, and communicative companion, 
and a friend whom long familiarity has much endeared. Lawrence 
is one of the best men whom I have known.—Nostrum omnium mise 
rere Deus.” (Pr. and Med. p. 203.) 

It was Dr. Johnson’s custom, when he wrote to Dr. Lawrence 
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concerning his own health, to use the Latin language. I have been 
favoured by Miss Lawrence with one of these letters as a speci- 
men : 


Lerrer 412, “7, LAWRENCIO, MEDICO §. 
“ Malis Calendis, 1789. 


“Novum frigus, nova tussis, nova spirandi difficultas, novam sanguinis mis- 
sionem suadent, quam tamen te inconsulto nolim fieri. Ad te venire vix pose 
sum, nec est cur ad me venias. Licere vel non licere uno verbo dicendum 
est; cxtera mihi et Holdero! reliqueris. Si per te licet, imperatur nuncio Hole 
derum ad me deducere. Postquam tu discesseris qué me vertam ?” ? 


Lerrer 4138. TO CAPTAIN LANGTON,’ 


In Rochester. 
“ Bolt Court, March 20, 1782. 


“Dear Siz,—It is now long since we saw one another; and, whatever has 
been the reason, neither you have written to me, norI to you. To let friend- 


1 Mr. Holder, in the Strand, Dr. Jjohzson’s apothecary. 

2 “May, 1782. Fresh cold, renewed cough, and an increased difficulty of breathing; all 
suggest a further letting of blood, which, however, I do not choose to have done without your 
advice. I cannot well come to you, nor is there any occasion for your coming tome, You 
may say, in one word, yes or no, and leave the rest to Holder and me. If you consent, the 
messenger wiil bring Holder to me. When you shall be gone, whither shall I turn 
myself ?”—C. 

Soon after the above letter, Dr. Lawrence left London, but not before the palsy had made 
go great a progress as to render him unable to write for himself. The following are extracts 
from letters addressed by Dr. Johnson to one of his daughters : 

“You will easily believe with what gladness I read that you had heard once again that 
yoice to which we have all so often delighted to attend. May you often hear it. If we had 
his mind, and his tongue, we could spare the rest. 

“T am not vigorous, but much better than when dear Dr. Lawrence held my pulse the last 
time. Be so kind as to let me know, from one little interval to another, the state of his body. 
I am pleased that he remembers me, and hope that it can never be possible for me to forget 
him. July 22d, 1782. 

“I am much delighted even with the small advances which dear Dr. Lawrence makes 
~ towards recovery. If we could have again but his mind, and his tongue in his mind, and his 
right hand, we should not much lament the rest. I should not despair of helping the swelle 
hand by electricity, if it were frequently and diligently supplied. 

“ Let me know from time to time whatever happens; and I hope I need not tell you how 
much I am interested in every change. Aug. 26, 1782. 

‘Though the account with which you favoured me in your last letter could not give me 
the pleasure that I wished, yet I was glad to receive it; for my affection to my dear friend 
makes me desirous of knowing his state, whatever it be. I beg, therefore, that you continue 
to let me know, from time to time, all that you observe. 

“ Many fits of severe illness have, for about three months past, forced my kind physician 
often upon my mind. I am now better; and hope gratitude, as well as distress, can be a 
motive to remembrance. Bolt-court, Fleet-street, February 4, 1783.” 

3 Mr, Langton being at this time om duty at Rochester, he is addressed by his military 


title. 
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ship die away by negligence and silence, is certainly not wise. It is volun- 
tarily to throw away one of the greatest comforts of this weary pilgrimage, of 
which when it is, as it must be, taken finally away, he that travels on alone 
will wonder how his esteem could be so little. Do not forget me; you see 
that I do not forget you. It is pleasing in the silence of solitude to think, 
that there is one at least, however distant, of whose benevolence there is 
little doubt, and whom there is yet hope of seeing again. 

“Of my life, from the time we parted, the history is mournful. The spring 
of last year deprived me of Thrale, a man whose eye for fifteen years had 
scarcely been turned upon me but with respect or tenderness ; for such another 
friend, the general course of human things will not suffer man to hope. I 
passed the summer at Streatham, but there was no Thrale; and having idled 
away the summer with a weakly body and neglected mind, I made a journey 
to Staffordshire on the edge of winter. The season was dreary, I was sickly, 
and found the friends sickly whom i went to see. After a sorrowful sojourn, 
I returned to a habitation possessed for the present by two sick women, where 
my dear old friend, Mr. Levett, to whom, as he used to tell me, I owe your 
acquaintance, died a few weeks ago, suddenly in his bed; there passed not, I 
believe, a minute between health and death. At night, at Mrs. Thrale’s, as \ 
was musing in my chamber, I thought with uncommon earnestness, that, how 
ever I might alter my mode of life, or whithersoever I might remove, I woul¢ 
endeavour to retain Levett about me: in the morning my servant brought me 
word that Levett was called to another state, a state for which, I think, he was 
not unprepared, for he was very useful to the poor. How much soever I 
valued him, I now wish that I had valued him more. 

“T have myself been ill more than eight weeks of a disorder, from which, 
at the expense of about fifty ounces of blood, I hope I am now recovering. 

“You, dear Sir, have, I hope, a more cheerfui scene; you see George fond 
of his book, and the pretty Misses airy and lively, with my own little Jenny 
equal to the best; and in whatever can contribute to your quiet and pleasure, 
you have Lady Rothes ready to concur. May whatever you enjoy of good be 
increased, and whatever you suffer of evil be diminished. I am, dear Sir, &c. 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 
Lerrer 414, TO MR. HECTOR, 


In Birmingham.? 
“London, March 21, 1782, 


“Dear S1x,—I hope I do not very grossly flatter myself tc imagine that 


1 Johnson has here expressed a sentiment similar to that contained in one of Shenstone’s 
stanzas, to which, in his life of that poet, he has given high praise: 
“*T prized every hour that went by, 
Beyond all that had pleased me before; 
But now they are gone, and I sigh, 
And I grieve that I prized them no more.”—J. Boswanu, Jun. 
® A part of this letter having been torn off, I have, from the evident meaning, supplied » 
few words and half words at the ends and beginning of lines, 
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you and dear Mrs, Careless will be glad to hear some account of me. I per 
formed the journey to London with very little inconvenience, and came safa 
to my habitation, where I found nothing but ill health, and, of consequence, 
very little cheerfulness. I then went to visit a little way into the country, where 
I got a complaint by a cold which has hung eight weeks upon me, and from 
which I am, at the expense of fifty ounces of blood, not yet free. I am 
afraid I must once more owe my recovery to warm weather, which seems to 
_ Make no advaaces towards us. 

“such is my health, which will, I hope, soon grow better. In other re- 
spects I have xo reason to complain. I know not that I have written any 
thing more gxnerally commended than the Lives of the Poets; and have 
found the world willing enough to caress me, if my health had invited me to bein 
much company ; but this season I have been almost wholly employed in nursing 
myself. 

“When summer comes I hope to see you again, and will not put off my 
visit to the end of the year. I have lived so long in London, that I did not 
remember tle difference of seasons. 

“Your health, when I saw you, was much improved. You will be prudent 
enough new ty put it in danger. I hope, when we meet again, we shall con- 
gratulate och other upon fair prospects of longer life; though what are the 
pleasures of the longest life, when placed in comparison with a happy death? 
Tam, &. Sam, JoHnson.” 


Lerrer 415. TO THE SAME. 


(Without a date, but supposed to be about this time.] 
“TPxzat Srr,—That you and dear Mrs. Careless should have care or curie 
asity about my health gives me that pleasure which every man feels from find- 
ing himself not forgotten. In age we feel again that love of our native place 
and our early friends, which, in the bustle or amusements of middle life, were 
overborne and suspended. You and I should now naturally cling to one 
another; we have outlived most of those who could pretend to rival us in 
_ each other’s kindness. In our walk through life we have dropped our com- 
panions, and are now to pick up such as chance may offer us, or to travel on 
alone. You, indeed, have a sister, with whom you can divide the day; I have 
no natural friend left; but Providence has been pleased to preserve me from 
neglect ; I have not wanted such alleviations of life as friendship could supply. 
My health haa been, from my twentieth year, such as had seldom afforded me 
asingle day of ease; but it is at least not worse; and I sometimes make my- 
self believe that it is better. My disorders are, however, ctill sufficiently op- 
pre ite. 
“ ¥ think of seeing Staffordshire again this autumn, and intend to find my 
wre *brough Birmingham, where I hope to see you and dear Mrs. Careless 
gail, Iam, Sir, &. Sam. Jonnson.”’ 


11* 
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In one of Johnson’s registers of this year, there occurs the fol- 
lowing curious passage :—‘‘ March 20. The ministry is dissolved. 
I prayed with Francis, and gave thanks.” It has been the subject 
of discussion whether there are two distinct particulars mentioned 
here? Or that we are to understand the giving of thanks to be in 
consequence of the dissolution of the ministry? In support of 
the last of these conjectures may be urged his mean opinion of that 
ministry, which has frequently appeared in the course of this work; 
and it is strongly confirmed by what he said on the subject to Mr. 
Seward :—“ I am glad the ministry is removed. Such a bunch of 
imbecility never disgraced a country. If they sent a messenger 
into the city to take up a printer, the messenger was taken up in- 
stead of the printer, and committed by the sitting alderman. If 
they sent one army to the relief of another, the first army was 
defeated and taken before the second arrived. I will not say that 
what they did was always wrong ; but it was always done at a 
wrong time.” 

I wrote to him at different dates ; regretted that I could not 
come to London this spring, but hoped we should meet somewhere 
in the summer ; mentioned the state of my affairs, and suggested 
hopes of some preferment ; informed him, that as ‘ The Beauties 
of Johnson” had been published in London, some obscure scrib- 
bler had published at Edinburgh what he called “ The Deformities 
of Johnson.” 


Letter 416. TO JAMES BUSWELL, ESQ. 


“London, March 28, 1782. 

“Dear S1r,—The pleasure which we used to receive from each other on 
Good-Friday and Easter-day, we must this year be content to miss. Let us, 
however, pray for each other, and I hope to see one another yet from time to 
time with mutual delight. My disorder has been a cold, which impeded the 
organs of respiration, and kept me many weeks in a state of great uneasiness ; 
but by repeated phlebotomy it is now relieved; and next to the recovery of 
Mrs. Boswell, I flatter myself that you will rejoice at mine. 

‘“What we shall do in the summer, it is yet too early to consider. You 
want to know what you shall do now; I do not think this time of bustle and 
sonfusion’ like to produce any advantage to you. Every man has those te 


5 On the preceding day the ministry had been changed.—M. 
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reward and gratify who have contributed to his advancement. To come 
hither with such expectations at the expense of borrowed money, which I find 
you know not where to borrow, can hardly be considered prudent. I am 
sorry to find, what your solicitations seem to imply, that you have already gone 
the whole length of your credit. This is to set the quiet of your whole life at 
hazard. If you anticipate your inheritance, you can at last inherit nothing ; 
all that you receive must pay for the past. You must get a place, or pine in 
penury, with the empty name of a great estate. Poverty, my dear friend, is 
so great an evil, and pregnant with so much temptation, and so much misery, 
that I cannot but earnestly enjoin you to avoid it. Live on what you have; 
live if you can on less; do not borrow either for vanity or pleasure; the van- 
ity will end in shame, and the pleasure in regret: stay therefore at home, till 
you have saved money for your journey hither. 

‘““*The Beauties of Johnson’ are said to have got money to the collector; if 
the ‘Deformities’ have the same success, I shall be still a more extensive 
benefactor. 

“Make my compliments to Mrs. Boswell, who is I hope reconciled to me; 
and to the young people whom I never have offended. You never told me 
the success of your plea against the solicitors. I am, dear Sir, &c. 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Letrer 417. TO MRS. GASTRELL AND MRS. ASTON, 
“Bolt Court, March 80, 1782, 

“ Dearest Lapies,—The tenderness expressed in your kind letter makes me 
think it necessary to tell you that they who are pleased to wish me well, need 
not be any longer particularly solicitous about me. I prevailed on my physi- 
cian to bleed me very copiously, almost against his inclination. However, he 
kept his finger on the pulse of the other hand, and, finding that I bore it well, 
let the vein run on. From that time I have mended, and hope I am now well. 
I went yesterday to church without inconvenience, and hope to go to-morrow. 

‘“‘ Here are great changes in the great world ; but I cannot tell you more than 
you will find in the papers. The men have got in whom I have endeavoured 
tc keep out; but I hope they will do better than their predecessors: it will 
not be easy to do worse. 

‘“‘Spring seems now to approach, and I feel its benefit, which I hope will 
extend to dear Mrs. Aston. < 

“When Dr. Falconer saw me, I was at home only by accident, for I lived 
much with Mrs. Thrale, and had all the care from her that she could take or 
could be taken. But I have never been ill enough to want attendance; my 
disorder has been rather tedious than violent; rather irksome than painful, 
He needed not have made such a tragical representation. 

“JT am now well enough to flatter myself with some hope of pleasure from 
the summer. How happy would it be if we could see one another, and be al 
tolerably well! Let us pray for one another. I am, &c. Sam Jounson.” 
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Letrer 41S, TO MISS REYNOLDS. 
“ April 8, 1782. 

“ Dzargst Mapam,—Your work is full of very penetrating meditation, and 
very forcible sentiments, I read it with a full perception of the sublime, with 
wonder and terror; but I cannot think of any profit from it; it seems not born 
to be popular. 

“Your system of the mental fabric is exceedingly obscure, and, without 
more attention than will be willingly bestowed, is unintelligible. The plans of 
Burnaby will be more safely understood, and are often charming. I was 
delighted with the different bounty of different ages. 

“T would make it produce something if I could, but I have indeed no hope. 
If a bookseller would buy it at all, as it must be published without a name, he 
would give nothing for it worth your acceptance. Iam, &c. 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Notwithstanding his afflicted state of body and mind this year, 
the following correspondence affords a proof not only of his benevo- 
lence and conscientious readiness to relieve a good man from error, 
but by his clothing one of the sentiments in his ‘‘ Rambler,” in 
different language, not inferior to that of the original, shows his 
extraordinary command of clear and forcible expression. 

A clergyman at Bath wrote to him, that in ‘‘ The Morning Chro- 
nicle,” a passage in “‘ The Beauties of Johnson,” article Death, had 
been pointed out as supposed by some readers to recommend suicide, 
the words being “'To die is the fate of man ; but to die with linger- 
ing anguish is generally his folly ;” and respectfully suggesting to 
him, that such an erroneous notion of any sentence in the writings” 
of an acknowledged friend of religion and virtue should not pass 
uncontradicted. Johnson thus answered this clergyman’s letter : 


LxetTER 419, TO THE REV. MR. 
At Bath. 


“May 15, 1783. 
“Sir,—Being now in the country in a state of recovery, as I hope, from a 


very oppressive disorder, I cannot neglect the acknowledgment of your Christ- 
ian letter. The book called ‘The Beauties of Johnson’ is the production of I 
know not whom; I never saw it but by casual inspection, and considered my- 
self as utterly disengaged from its consequences. Of the passage you mention, 
I remember some notice in some paper; but knowing that it must be misre- 
presented, [ thought of it no more, nor do I know where to find it in my OW 
books. [ am accustomed to think little of newspapers; but an opinion ey 
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weighty and serious as yours has determmed me to do, what I shoulda withous 
your seasonable admonition have omitted; and I will direct my thought to be 
shown in its true state! If 1 could find the passage I would direct you to it. 
{ suppose the tenor is this:—‘ Acute diseases are the immediate and inevitable 
strokes of Heaven; but of them the pain is short, and the conclusion speedy ; 
chronical disorders, by which we are suspended in tedious torture between life 
and death, are commonly the effect of our own misconduct and intemperance. 
To die, &c.’—This, Sir, you see is all true and all blameless. I hope some 
time in the next week to have all rectified. My health has been lately much 
shaken; if you favour me with any answer, it will be a comfort to me to know 


that I have your prayers. I am, &. 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


This letter, as might be expected, had its full effect, and the 
clergyman acknowledged it in grateful and pious terms.” 

The following letters require no extracts from mine to introduce 
them : 


Lerrer 420. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“London, June 8, 1782. 
“Dear Sir,—The earnestness and tenderness of your letter is such, that I 
cannot think myself showing it more respect than it claims, by sitting down 
fo answer it the day on which I received it. 
“This year has afflicted me with a very irksome and severe disorder. My 
_ respiration has been much impeded, and much blood has been taken away. 
Tam now harassed by a catarrhous cough, from which my purpose is to seek 
relief by change of air; and I am, therefore, preparing to go to Oxford. 
“Whether I did right in dissuading you from coming to London this spring, 
I will not determine. You have not lost much by missing my company; I 
have scarcely been well for a single week. I might have received comfort 
from your kindness; but you would have seen me afflicted, and, perhaps, 
found me peevish. Whatever might have been your pleasure or mine, I know 
not how I could have honestly advised you to come hither with borrowed 
money. Do not accustom yourself to consider debt only as an inconvenience; 


1 What follows appeared in the ‘‘ Morning Chronicle” of May 29, 1782: 

“A correspondent having mentioned in ‘ The Morning Chronicle’ of December 12, the last 
clause of the following paragraph, as seeming to favour suicide; we are requested to print 
the whole passage, that its true meating may appear, which is not to recommend suicide 
but exercise. Exercise cannot secure us from that dissolution to which we are decreed ; but 
while the soul and body continue united, it can make the association pleasing, and give pro- 
bable hopes that they shall be disjoined by an easy separation. It was a principle among 
the ancients, that acute diseases are from Heaven, and chronical from ourselves; the dart 
of death, indeed, falls from Heaven ; but we poison it by our own misconduct: to die is the 
fate of man; but to die with lingering anguish is generally his folly.” 

2 The correspondence may be seen at length in the ‘‘ Gentleman’s Magazine,” Feb. 1786 
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you will find it a calamity. Poverty takes away so many means of doing 
good, and produces so much inability to resist evil, both natural and moral, 
that it is by all virtuous means to be avoided. Consider a man whose 
fortune is very narrow; whatever be his rank by birth, or whatever his 
reputation by intellectual excellence, what can he do? or what evil can he 
prevent? That he cannot help the needy is evident; he has nothing to spare. 
But, perhaps, his advice or admonition’ may be useful. His poverty will 
destroy his influence; many more can find that he is poor, than that he is 
wise; and few will reverence the understanding that is of so little advantage 
to its owner. I say nothing of the personal wretchedness of a debtor, which, 
however, has passed into a proverb. Of riches it is not necessary to write 
the praise. Let it, however, be remembered, that he who has money to spare, 
has it always in his power» to benefit others; and of such power a good man 
must always be desirous. j 

“IT am pleased with your account of Easter." We shall meet, I hope, in 
autumn, both well and both cheerful; and part each the better for the other's 
company. Make my compliments to Mrs. Boswell, and to the young charmers. 
Iam, &c. Samu. JoHNSON.” 


Lerrer 421. TO MR. PERKINS. 
“ July 28, 1782, 

“Dear Sir,—I am much pleased that you are going a very long journey, 
which may by proper conduct restore your health and prolong your life, 

“Observe these rules: —1. Turn all care out of your head as soon as you 
mount the chaise. 2. Do not think about fragality; your health is worth 
more than it can cost. 8. Do not continue any day’s journey to fatigue. 
4. Take now and then a day’s rest. 5. Get a smart sea-sickness, if you can. 
6. Cast away all anxiety, and keep your mind easy. This last direction is the 
principal; with an unquiet mind, neither exercise, nor diet, nor physic, can 
be of much use, 

“I wish you, dear Sir, a prosperous journey, and a happy recovery. I am, 
dear Sir, your most affectionate humble servant, Sam, Jounson.” 


Lerrsr 422. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“ Aug. 24, 1782, 
“Dear Srr,—Being uncertain whether I should have any call this autumn 
into the country, I did not immediately answer your kind letter. I have no 
call; but if you desire to meet me at Ashbourne, I believe I can come thither; 
if you had rather come to London, I can stay at Streatham; take your 
choice. 


“This year has been very heavy. From the middle of January to the 


1 Which I celebrated in the Ohurch of England chapel at Hdinburgh, founded by Loré 
Ohief Baron Smith, of respectable and pious memory. 
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middle of June, I was battered by one disorder after another! I am now 
very much recovered, and hope still to be better. What happiness it is that 
Mrs. Boswell has escaped. 

““My Lives are reprinting, and I have forgotten the author of Gray’s char- 
acter:’ write immediately, and it may be perhaps inserted. Of London or 
Ashbourne you have your free choice; at any place I shall be glad to see 
you. Iam, &. Sam. Jonnson.” 


On the 30th August, I informed him that my honoured father 
had died that morning ; a complaint under which he had long 
laboured having suddenly come to a crisis, while I was upon a visit 
at the seat of Sir Charles Preston, from whence I had hastened the 
day before, upon receiving a letter by express. 


LerreR 423. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
: ‘ London, Sept. 7, 1783. 

“Dear Sir,—I have struggled through this year with so much infirmity of 
body, and such strong impressions of the fragility of life, that death, when- 
ever it appears, fills me with melancholy; and I cannot hear without emotion 
of the removal of any one, whom I have known, into another state. 

“Your father’s death had every circumstance that could enable you to bear 
it; it was at a mature age, and it was expected; and as his general life had 
been pious, his thoughts had doubtless for many years past been turned upon 
eternity. That you did not find him sensible must doubtless grieve you; his 
disposition towards you was undoubtedly that of a kind, though not of a fond 
father. Kindness, at least actual, isin our power, but fondness is not; and 
if by negligence or imprudence you had extinguished his fondness, he could 
not at will rekindle it. Nothing then remained between you but mutual for- 
giveness of each other’s faults, and mutual desire of each other’s happiness. 
T shall long to know his final disposition of his fortune. 

‘““You, dear Sir, have now a new station, ana have therefore new cares, and 
new employments. Life, as Cowley seems to say, ought to resemble a well- 
ordered poem; of which one rule generally received is, that the exordium 
should be simple, and should promise little. Begin your new course of life 
with the least show, and the least expense possible; you may at pleasure 
increase both, but you cannot easily diminish them. Do not think your 
estate your own, while any man calls upon you for money which you cannot 
pay ; therefore, begin with timorous parsimony. Let it be your first care not 
to be in any man’s debt. 

“When the thoughts are extended to a future state, the present life seems 
hardly worthy of all those principles of conduct and maxims of prudence 


4 The Rey. Mr. Temple, Vicar of St. Gluvias, Cornwall. 
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wh.ch one generation of men has transmitted to another; out upon a closer 
uiew, when it is perceived how much evil is produced and how much good 
is impeded by embarrassment and distress, and how little room the expedients 
of poverty leave for the exercise of virtue, it grows manifest that the bound: 
fess importance of the next life enforces some attention to the interests of 
this. 

“Be kind to the old servants, and secure the kindness of the agents and 
factors. Do not disgust them by asperity, or unwelcome gaiety, or apparent 
suspicion, From them you must learn the real state of your affairs, the char- 
acters of your tenants, and the value of your lands. 

““Make my compliments to Mrs. Boswell. I think her expectations from air 
and exercise are the best that she can form. I hope she will live long and 
bappily. 

“T forget whether I told you that Rasay has been here. We dined cheer 
fully together. I entertained lately a young gentleman from Corrichatachin. 
I received your letters only this morning. I am, &c. Sam. Jounson.” 


In answer to my next letter, I received one from him, dissuading 
me from hastening to him as I had proposed. What is proper fot 
publication is the following paragraph, equally just and tender :— 


“One expense, however, I would not have you to spare: let nothing be 
omitted than can preserve Mrs. Boswell, though it should be necessary to 
transplant her for atime into a softer climate. She is the prop and stay of 
your life. How much must your children suffer by losing her !” 


My wife was now so much convinced of his sincere friendship for 
me, and regard for her, that without any suggestion on my part, she 
wrote him a very polite and grateful letter. 


Lerrer 424, TO MRS. BOSWELL. 
“London, Sept. 7, 1789. 
“Dear Lapy,—I have not often received so much pleasure as from your 
invitation to Auchinleck. The journey thither and back is, indeed, too great 
for the latter part of the year; but if my health were fully recovered, I would 
suffer no little heat and cold, nor a wet or a rough road, to keep me from you. 
I am, indeed, not without hope of seeing Auchinleck again; but to make ita 
pleasant place I must see its lady well, and brisk, and airy. For my sake, 
therefore, among many greater reasons, take care, dear Madam, of your 
health, spare no expense, and want no attendance ‘that can procure ease or 
preserve it. Be very careful to keep your mind quiet; and do not think it toe 
much to give an account of your recovery to, Madam, yours, &c. 
: “Sam. Jounson.” 
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Lerrer 425. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“ London, Dec, 7, 1782. 

“Dear Srr,—Havig passed almost this whole year in a succession of disore 
ders, I went in October to Brighthelmstone, whither I came in a state of s0 
much weakness, that I rested four times, in walking between the inn and the 
lodging. By physic and abstinence I grew better, and am now reasonably 
easy, though at a great distance from health. I am afraid, however, that 
health begins, after seventy, and long before, to have a meaning different from 
that which it had at thirty. But it is culpable to murmur at the established 
order of the creation, as it is vain to oppose it. He that lives must grow old; 
and he that would rather grow old than die has God to thank for the infirmi- 
ties of old age. — 

“ At your long silence I am rather angry. You do not, since now you are 
the head of your house, think it worth your while to try whether you or your 
friend can live longer without writing; nor suspect, after so many years of 
friendship, that when I do not write to youl forget you. Put all such useless 
jealousies out of your head, and disdain to regulate your own practice by the 
practice of another, or by any other principle than the desire of doing 
right. 

“Your economy, I suppose, begins now to be settled; your expenses are 
adjusted to your revenue, and all your people in their proper places. Resolve 
not to be poor. Whatever you have, spend less. Poverty is a great enemy to 
human happiness: it certainly destroys liberty; and it makes some virtues 
impracticable, and others extremely difficult. 

“ Let me know the history of yourlife since your accession to your estate ;—- 
how many houses, how many cows, how much land in your own hand, and 
what bargains you make with your tenants. 

“ Of my ‘ Lives of the Poets’ they have printed a new edition in octavo, I 
hear of three thousand. Did I give » set to Lord Hailes? If I did not, I 
will do it out of these. What did you make of all your copy? 

“ Mrs. Thrale and the three misses are now, for the winter, in Argyll Street, 
Sir Joshua Reynolds has been out of order, but is well again; and I am, dear 


‘Bir, your, &. 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Lerrer 426. FROM MRS. BOSWELL. 
“ Edinburgh, Dec. 20, 1782, 


“Dear Sm,—I was made happy by your kind letter, which gave ue the 
agreeable hopes of seeing you in Scotland again. 

“Tam much flattered by the concern you are pleased to take in my recevery. 
I am better, and hope to have it in my power to convince you by my attention, 
of how much consequence I esteem your health to the world and to myself, 


~f remain, Sir, with grateful respect, your obliged and obedient servant, 
“Margaret BoswEL.’ 
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The death of Mr. Thrale had made a very material alteration 
with respect to Johnson’s reception in that family. The manly 
authority of the husband no longer curbed the lively exuberance of 
the lady ; and as her vanity had been fully gratified, by having the 
Colossus of Literature attached to her for many years, she gradually 
became less assiduous to please him. Whether her attachment to 
him was already divided by another object, I am unable to ascertain; 
but it is plain that Johnson’s penetration was alive to her neglect or 
forced attention ; for.on the 6th of October this year we find him 
making a “parting use of the library” at Streatham and pronounc- 
ing a prayer which he composed on leaving Mrs. Thrale’s family. 


“ Almighty God, Father of all mercy, help me by thy grace, that I may, with 
aumble and sincere thankfulness, remember the comforts and conveniences 
which I have enjoyed at this place; and that I may resign them with holy sub- 
mission, equally trusting in thy protection when thou givest and when thou 
takest away. Have mercy upon me, O Lord! have mercy upon me! To thy 
fatherly protection, O Lord, I commend this family. Bless, guide, and defend 
them, that they may so pass through this world, as finally to enjoy in thy 
presence everlasting happiness, for Jesus Christ’s sake. Amen.” (Pr. ana 
Med., p. 214.) 


One tannot read this prayer without some emotions not very 
favourable to the lady whose conduct occasioned it.’ 
The next day, he made the following memorandum : 


“October 7.—I was called early. I packed up my bundles, and used the 
foregoing prayer, with my morning devotions somewhat, I think, enlarged. 
Being earlier than the family, I read St. Paul’s farewell, in the Acts, and then 
read fortuitously in the Gospels, which was my parting use of the library.” 


And in one of his memorandum-books I find, ‘Sunday, went to 
church at Streatham. Templo valedixi cwm osculo.” 

He met Mr. Philip Metcalfe often at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s and 
other places, and was a good deal with him at Brighthelmstone this 
autumn, being pleased at once with his excellent table and animated 


1 Dr. Johnson meant nothing of what Mr. Boswell attributes to him—he makes a par& 
ing use of the library—makes a valediction to the church, and pronounces a prayer on 
quitting ‘“‘a@ place where he had enjoyed so much comfort,” mot because Mrs. Thrale made 
him less welcome there, but because she, and he with her, were leaving Streatham.—O, 


= MR. METCALFE 259 


conversation. Mr. Metcalfe showed him great respect, and sent 
him a note that he might have the use of his carriage whenever he 
pleased. Johnson (3d October, 1782,) returned this polite answer ; 
“Mr. Johnson is very much obliged by the kind offer of the carriage, 
but he has no desire of using Mr. Metcalfe’s carriage, except when 
he can have the pleasure of Mr. Metcalfe’s company.” Mr. Met- 
ralfe could not but be highly pleased that his company was thus 
valued by Johnson, and he frequently attended him in airings. 
They also went together to Chichester, and they visited Petworth, 
and Cowdray, the venerable seat of the Lords Montacute.’ 
“Sir,” said Johnson, “I should like to stay here four-and-twenty 
hours. We see here how our ancestors lived.” 

That his curiosity was still unabated appears from two letters to 
Mr. John Nichols, of the 10th and 20th of October this year. In 
one he says, ‘“‘I have looked into your ‘ Anecdotes,’ and you will 
hardly thank a lover of literary history for telling you that he has 
been much informed and gratified. I wish you would add your own 
discoveries and intelligence to those of Dr. Rawlinson,? and un- 
dertake the Supplement to Wood. “Think of it.” In the other, “I 
wish, Sir, you could obtain some fuller information of Jortin,* 
Markland,‘ and Thirlby.° They were three contemporaries of great 
eminence.” 


Letter 427. TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 
‘* Brighthelmstone, Nov. 14, 1788. 
“Dear Sir,—I heard yesterday of your late disorder, and should think 
ill of myself if I had heard of it without alarm. I heard likewise of your re 
covery, which I sincerely wish to be complete and permanent. Your country 
has been in danger of losing one of its brighest ornaments, and I of losing one 
of my oldest and kindest friends; but I hope you will still live long, for the honour 


1 This venerable mansion has since (Sept. 1793) been totally destroyed by fire.—M. 
' 2 Dr. Richard Rawlinson, an eminent antiquary, and a great benefactor to the University 
of Oxford. He founded the Anglo-Saxon professorship there, and bequeathed to it all his 
collection of MSS., medals, antiquities, and curiosities. He died in 1754, xt. 65.—C. 

3 Dr. John Jortin, a voluminous and respectable writer on general subjects, as well as an 
eminent divine. Hedied in August, 1770. 

4 Jeremiah Markland was an eminent critic, deine in Greek literature. He died in 
1776, xt. 88.—O. 

6 Styan Thirlby ; a critic of at least as much reputation as he deserves. He studied sue. 
oessively divinity, medicine, and law.—He died in 1758, xt. 61.—0. 
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of the nation; and that more enjoyment of your elegance, your intelligence, 
and yuur benevolence is still reserved for, dear Sir, your most affectionate, &. 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


The Reverend Mr. Wilson having dedicated to him his “ Arche- 
ological Dictionary,” that mark of respect was thus acknowledged : 


~ 


LETTER 428. TO TH&‘REV. MR. WILSON, 


Clitheroe, Lancashire. 
- “Dec. 81, 1782. 


“REVEREND Sir, —That I have long omitted to return you thanks for the 
honour conferred upon me by your dedication, I entreat you with great earn- 
estness not to consider as more faulty than it is. A very importunate and op- 
pressive disorder has for some time debarred me from pleasures and obstructed 
me in the duties of life. The esteem and kindness of wise and good men is 
one of the last pleasures which I can be content to lose ; and gratitude to those 
from whom this pieasure is received is a duty of which I hope never to be re- 
proached with the firal neglect. I therefore now return you thanks for the 
notice which I received from you, and which I consider as giving to my name 
not only more bulk, but more weight; not only as extending its superficies, but 
as increasing its value. Your book was evidently wanted, and will, I hope, 
find its way into the school; to which, however, I do not mean to confine it; 
for no man has so much skill in ancient rites and practices as not to want it, 
As I suppose myself to owe part of your kindness to my excellent friend, Dr. 
Patven,’ he has likewise a just claim to my acknowledgment, which 1 hope 


» & letter from Dr, Patten, and Dr. Johnson’s answer, have appeared in the Gentleman’s 
Magazine. The latter fs subjoined : 


Letter 429, TO THE REV. DR. PATTEN. 
“Sept. 24, 1781, 

“Dear Sir,—It is so long since we passed any time together, that you may be allowed to 
have forgotten some part of my character ; and I know not upon what other supposition I 
can pass without censure ar complaint the ceremony of your address. Let me not trifle time 
in words, to which while we speak or write them we assign little meaning . Whenever you 
favour me with a letter, treat me as one that is glad of your kindness and proud of your 
esteem. 

“The papers which have been sent for my perusal I am ready to inspect, if you judge my 
inspection necessary or useful: but, indeed, I do not; for what advantage can arise from it? 
A dictionary consists of independent parts, and therefore one page is not much a specimen 
of the rest, It does not occur to me that I can give any assistance to the author, and for 
my owninterest I resign it into your hands, and do not suppose that I shall ever see my 
mame with regret where you shall think it proper to be put. 

“*T uiiaa it, Bowever, my duty to inform-a writer who intends me so great an honour, that 
in my opinion he would have consulted his interest by dedicating his work to some powerful 
and popular neighbour, whe can give him more than a name, What will the world do but look 
op and laugh when one scholar dedicates to another ? 


“If T had been consulted apout this Lextcon of Antiquities while tt was yet only a design, 
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you, Sir, will transmit. There will soon appear a new edition of my Poetical 
Biography : if you will accept a copy to keep me in your mind, be pleased to 
let me know how it may be conveniently conveyed to you. This present is 
small, but it is given with good will by, reverend Sir, your most, &. 

\ “Sam JOHNSON.” 


I should have recommended rather a division of Hebrew, Greek, and Roman particulars inte 
three volumes, than a combination in one. The Hebrew part, at least, I would have wished 
to separave, as it might be a very popular book, of which the use might be extended from 
men of iearning down to the English reader, and which might become a concomitant to 
the Family Bible. 

“When works of a multifarious and extensive kind are undertaken in the country, the 
necessary books are not always known. I remember a very learned and ingenious clergy- 
man, of whom, when he had published notes upon the Psalms, I inquired what was his opi- 
nion of Hammond’s Commentary, and was answered, that he had never heard of it. As this 
gentleman has the opportunity of consulting you, it needs not be supposed that he has not 
heard of all the proper books; but unless he is near some library, I know not how he could 
peruse them ; and if he is conscious that his swpellew is nimis angusia, it would be prudent 
to delay his publication till his deficiencies may be supplied. 

“It seems not very candid to hint any suspicions of imperfections in a work which I have 
not seen, yet what I have said ought to be excused, since I cannot but wish well toa learned 
man, who has elected me for the honour of a dedication, and to whom I am indebted for a 
correspondence so valuable as yours. And I beg that I may not lose any part of his kind- 
ness, which I consider with respectful gratitude. Of you, dear Sir, I entreat that you will 
hever again forget for so long a time your most humble servant, SAMUEL JOHNSON.” * 


* D:. Thomas Patten had been a Fellow of Corpus Christi College, A.M, 1786, D.D. 1754, 
Be was afierwards Rector of Childry, Berks, where he died in 1790.—0. 
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In 1783 he was more severely afflicted than ever, as will appear in 
the course of his correspondence ; but still the same ardour for 
literature, the same constant piety, the same kindness for his friends, 
and the same vivacity, both in conversation and writing, distin- 
guished him. 

Having given Dr. Johnson a full account of what I was doing at 
Auchinleck, and particularly mentioned what I knew would pleass 
him,—my having brought an old man of eighty-eight from a lonely 
cottage to a comfortable habitation within my inclosures, where 
he had good neighbours near to him,—I received an answer in 
February, of which I extract what follows : 


“Tam delighted with your account of your activity at Auchinleck, and wish 
the old gentleman, whom you have so kindly removed, nay live long to pro- 
mote your prosperity by his prayers. You have now a new character and new 
duties: think on them and practise them. 

“Make an impartial estimate of your revenue; and whatever it is, live upon 
Jess. Resolve never to be poor. Frugality is not only the basis of quiet, but 
of beneficence. No man can help others that wants help himself. We must 
nave enough before we have to spare. 

“Tam glad to find that Mrs, Boswell grows well; and hope that, to keep 
her well, no care nor caution will be omitted. May you long live happily to- 
gether. When you come hither, pray bring with you Baxter’s Anacreon. J 
eannot get that edition in London.” r 


On Friday, March 21, having arrived in London the night before 
982 
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I was glad to find him at Mrs. Thrale’s house, in Argyll Street, 
appearances of friendship between them being still kept up. I was 
shown into his room ; and after the first salutation he said, “I am 
glad you are come ; I am very ill.” He looked pale, and was dis- 
tressed with a difficulty of breathing; but after the common 
inquiries, he assumed his usual strong animated style of conversa: 
tion. Seeing me now for the first time as a Jaird, or proprietor of 
land, he began thus: “Sir, the superiority of a country gentleman 
over the people upon his estate is very agreeable ; and he who says 
he does not feel it to be agreeable, lies ; for it must be agreeable to 
have a casual superiority over those who are by nature equal with 
us.” Boswetu. “ Yet, Sir, we see great proprietors of land who 
prefer living in London.” Jounson. ‘‘ Why, Sir, the pleasure of 
living in London, the intellectual superiority that is enjoyed there, 
may counterbalance the other. Besides, Sir, a man may prefer the 
state of the country gentleman upon the whole, and yet there may 
never be a moment when he is willing to make the change, to quit 
London for it.” He said, “It is better to have five per cent. out of 
land than out of money, because it is more secure ; but the readiness 
of transfer and promptness of interest make many people rather 
choose the funds. Nay, there is another disadvantage belonging to 
land, compared with money : a man is not so much afraid of being 
a hard creditor, as of being a hard landlord.” Boswett. ‘“ Because 
there is a sort of kindly connection between a landlord and his 
tenants.” Jounson. “ No, Sir; many landlords with us never see 
their tenants. It is because, if a landlord drives away his tenants, 
he may not get others ; whereas the demand for money is so great, 
it may always be lent.” 

He talked with regret and indignation of the factious opposition 
to government at this time, and imputed it in a great measure to 
the revolution. ‘‘Sir,” said he, in a low voice, having come nearer 
to me, while his old prejudices seemed to be fermenting in his mind, 
“this Hanoverian family is zsolée here. They have no friends. Now 
the Stuarts had friends who stuck by them so late a8 1745. When 
the right of the king is not reverenced, there will nS be reverence 
for those appointed by the king.” 

His observation that the present royal family has no friends has 


A 
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been too much justified by the very ungrateful behaviour of many 
who were under great obligations to his majesty : at the same time 
there are honourable exceptions ; and the very next year after this 
conversation, and ever since, the king has had as extensive and 
generous support as ever was given to any monarch, and has had 
the satisfaction of knowing that he was more and more endeared to 
his people. 

He repeated to me his verses on Mr. Levett, with an emotion 
which gave them full effect ; and then he was pleased to say, “ You 
must be as much with me as you can. You have done me good. 
You cannot think how much better I am since you came in.” 

He sent a message to acquaint Mrs. Thrale that I was arrived. I 
had not seen her since her husband’s death. She soon appeared, 
and favoured me with an invitation to stay to dinner, which I ac- 
cepted. There was no other company but herself and three of her 
daughters, Dr. Johnson, and I. She too said she was very glad I 
was come ; for she was going to Bath, and should have been sorry 
to leave Dr. Johnson before I came. This seemed to be attentive 
and kind ; and 1, who had not been informed of any change, im. 
agined all to be as well as formerly. He was little inclined to talk 
at dinner, and went to sleep after it: but when he joined us in the 
drawing-room he seemed revived, and was again himself. 

Talking of conversation, he said, ‘There must, in the first place, 
be knowledge—there must be materials ; in the second place, there 
must be a command of words ; in the third place, there must be 
imagination, to place things in such views as they are not commonly 
seen in ; and, in the fourth place, there must be presence of mind, 
and a resolution that is not to be overcome by failures ; this last is 
an essential requisite ; for want of it many people do not excel in 
conversation. Now J want it; I throw up the game upon losing a 
trick.” I wondered to hear him talk thus of himself, and said, “ I 
don’t know, Sir, how this may be; but I am sure you beat other 
people’s cards out of their hands.” I doubt whether he heard this 
remark.’ While he went on talking triumphantly, [ was fixed in 
admiration, and said to Mrs. Thrale, “O for short-hand to take this 
down !”—* You'll carry it all in your head,” said she: “a long head 
is a3 good as short-hand” 
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It has been observed and wondered at, that Mr. Charles Fox 
never talked with any freedom in the presence of Dr. Johnson ; 
though it is well known, and I myself can witness, that his conver- 
sation is various, fluent, and exceedingly agreeable. Johnson’s own 
experience, however, of that gentleman’s reserve, was a sufficient 
reason for his going on thus: “ Fox never talks in private company; 
not from any determination not to talk, but because he has not the 
first motion. A man who is used to the applause of the house of 
commons has no wish for that of a private company. A man accus- 
tomed to throw for a thousand pounds, if set down to throw for 
sixpence, would not be at the pains to count his dice. Burke’s talk 
is the ebullition of his mind. He does not talk from a desire of dis 
tinction, but because his mind is full.” 

He thus curiously characterised one of our old acquaintance : 
“* * * * * * * *? ig a good man, Sir ; but he is a vain man asd 
a liar. He, however, only tells lies of vanity ; of victories, for 
instance, in conversation, which never happened.” This alluded to 
a story, which I had repeated from that gentleman, to entertain 
Johnson with its wild bravado. ‘This Johnson, Sir,” said he, 
“‘whom you are all afraid of, will shrink, if you come close to him 
in argument, and roar as loud as he. He once maintained the para- 
dox, that there is no beauty but in utility. ‘Sir,’ said I, ‘ what say 
you to the peacock’s tail, which is one of the most beautiful objects 
in nature, but would have as much utility if its feathers were all of 
one colour?’ He felt what I thus produced, and had recourse to 
his usual expedient, ridicule ; exclaiming, ‘ A peacock has a tail, 
and a fox has a tail ;’ and then he burst out into a laugh. ‘Well, 
Sir,’ said I, with a strong voice, looking him full in the face, ‘ you 
have unkennelled your fox ; pursue him if you dare’ He had not a 
word to say, Sir.” Johnson told me that this was a fiction from 
beginining to end.” 


1 This alludes to old Mr, Sheridan.—O, 

2 Were I to insert all the stories which have been told of contests boldly maintained with 
him, imaginary victories obtained »ver him, of reducing him to silence, and of making him 
own that his antagonist had thet tter of him in argument, my volumes would swell to an 
immoderate size. One instance,? ind, has circulated both in conversation and in print: that 
when he would not allow the Scr th writers to have merit, the late Dr. Rose, of Chiswick, 
asserted, that he could name one Scotch writer whom Dr. Johnson himself would allow to 
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After musing some time, he said, “I wonder how I should have 
any enemies: for I do harm to nobody.”* Boswstu. “ In the 
first place, Sir, you will be pleased to recollect that you set out with 
attacking the Scotch ; so you got a whole nation for your enemies.” 
Jounson. “‘ Why, I own that by my definition of oats I meart to 
vex them.” Boswetu. “ Pray, Sir, can you trace the cause of your 
antipathy to the Scotch ;” Jounsoy. “I cannot, Sir.”* Boswett. 
“ Old Mr. Sheridan says it was because they sold Charles the First.” 
Jounson. “Then, Sir, old Mr. Sheridan has found out a very good 
reason.” 

Surely the most obstinate and sulky nationality, the most deter- 
mined aversion to this great and good man, must be cured, when he 
is seen thus playing with one of his prejudices, of which he can- 
didly admitted that he could not tell the reason. It was, however, 
probably owing to his having had in view the worst part of the 
Scottish nation, the needy adventurers,*® many of whom he thought 
were advanced above their merits by means which he did not 
approve. Had he in his early life been in Scotland, and seen the 
worthy, sensible, independent gentlemen, who live rationally and 
hospitably at home, he never could have entertained such unfavour- 
able and unjust notions of his fellow subjects. And accordingly we 


have written better than any man of the age; and upon Johnson’s asking who it was, 
enswered, “ Lord Bute, when he signed the warrant for your pension.” Upon which John- 
on, struck with the repartee, acknowledged that this wae true. When I mentioned it te 
Johnson, ‘ Sir,” said he, “if Rose said this, I never heard it.” 

1 This reflection was very natural to a man of a good heart, who was not conscious of any 
ill-will to mankind, though the sharp sayings which were sometimes produced by his discrimi 
nation and vivacity, which he perhaps did not recollect, were, I am afraid, too often remem- 
bered with resentment. 

2 When Johnson aaserted so distinctly that he could not trace the cause of his antipathy to 
the Scotch, it may seem unjust to attribyte to him any secret personal motive; but it is the 
essence of prejudice to be unconscious of its cause, and I am convinced that Johnson received 
in early life some serious injury or affront from the Scotch. If his personal history during the 
years 1745 and 1746 were known, something would probably be found to account for this (a3 
jt now seems) absurd national aversion.—O, 

» This can nardly have been the cause. Many of Johnson’s earliest associates were indeed 
“ needy Scotch adventurers ;” that is, they were poor scholars, indigent men of education and 
tal ent, who brought those articles to the London market, as Dr. Johnson himself had done. 
Such were Shiels, Stewart, Macbean, etc. But Johnson had no aversion to these men: on the 
eontrary, he lived with them in familiar friendship, did them active kindnesses, and with 


Macbean (who seems to have been the survivor of his earliest friends) he continued in the 
|\ndest intercourse to his jast hour.—O, 
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find that when he did visit Scotland, in the latter period of his life, 
he was fully sensible of all that it deserved, as I have already 
pointed out when speaking of his “Journey to the Western 
Islands.” 

Next day, Saturday, 22d March, I found him still at Mrs, 
Thrale’s, but he told me that he was to go to his own house in the 
afternoon. He was better, but I perceived he was but an unruly 
patient; for Sir Lucas Pepys, who visited him, while I was with him 
said, “ If you were tractable, Sir, I should prescribe for you.” 

I related to him a remark which a respectable friend had made 
to me upon the then state of government, when those who had been 
long in opposition had attained to power, as it was supposed, against 
the inclination of the sovereign. ‘ You need not be uneasy,” said 
this gentleman, “about the king. He laughs at them all; he plays 
them one against another.” Jonson. “Don’t think so, Sir. The 
king is as much oppressed as a man can be. If he plays them one 
against another, he wens nothing.” 

I had paid a visit to General Oglethorpe in the morning, and was 
told by him that Dr. Johnson saw company on Saturday evenings, 
and he would meet me at Johnson’s that night. When I mentioned 
this to Johnson, not doubting that it would please him, as he had a 
great value for Oglethorpe, the fretfulness of his disease unexpect- 
edly showed itself; his anger suddenly kindled, and he said, with 
vehemence, “Did not you tell him not to come? Am I to be 
bunted in this manner?” I satisfied him that I could not divine 
that the visit wonld not be convenient, and that I certainly could 
not take it upon me of my own accord to forbid the general. 

I found Dr. Johnson in the evening in Mrs. Williams’s room, at 
tea and coffee with her and Mrs. Desmoulins, who were also both 
ill; it was a sad scene, and he was not in a very good humour. He 
said of a performance that had lately come out, “ Sir, if you should 
search all the madhouses in England, you would not find ten men 
who would write so, and think it sense.” 

I was glad when General Oglethorpe’s arrival was announced, 
and we left the ladies. Dr. Johnson attended him in the parlour, 
and was as courteous as ever. The generat said he was busy read- 
fing the writers of the middle age. Johnson said they were very 
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eurious. OcterHorrs. “The house of commons has usurped the 
power of the nation’s money, and used it tyrannically. Government 
- is now carried on by corrupt influence, instead of the inherent right 
of the king.” Joxnson. “Sir, the want of inherent right in the 
king occasions all this disturbance. What we did at the revolution 
was necessary: but it broke our constitution.”*  OcieTHorPs. “ My 
father did not think it necessary.” 

On Sunday, 23d March, I breakfasted with Dr. Johnson, who 
seemed much relieved, having taken opium the night before. He 
however protested against it, as a remedy that should be given with 
the utmost reluctance, and only in extreme necessity. I mentioned 
how commonly it was used in Turkey, and that therefore it could 
not be so pernicious as he apprehended. He grew warm, and said, 
“Turks take opium, and Christians take opium; but Russel, in his 
account of Aleppo, tells us, that it is as disgraceful in Turkey to 
take too much opium, as it is with us to get drunk. Sir, it is 
amazing how things are exaggerated. A gentleman was lately tell- 
ing in a company where I was present, that in France as soon as a 
man of fashion marries, he takes an opera girl into keeping; and 
this he mentioned as a general custom. ‘ Pray, Sir,’ said I, ‘ how 
many opera girls may there be ? He answered, ‘ About fourscore.’ 
‘Well, then, Sir,’ said I, ‘ you see there can be no more than four- 
score men of fashion who can do this.’ ” 

Mrs. Desmoulins made tea; and she and I talked before him upon 
a topic which he had once borne patiently from me when we were 
by ourselves,—his not complaining of the world, because he was 
not called to some great office, nor had attained to great wealth. 
He flew into a violent passion, I confess with some justice, and com- 
manded us to have done. ‘‘ Nobody,” said he, “ has a right to talk 
in this manner, to bring before a man his own character, and the 
events of his life, when he does not choose it should be done. I 
never have sought the world; the world was not to seek me. It is 


1 Ihave, in my “Journal of s Tour to the Hebrides,” fully expressed my sentiments upop 
this subject. The revolution was necessary, but not a subject for glory; because it fore 
long time biasted the generous feelings of loyaiwy, And now, when by the benignant effect 
of time the present royal family are established in our affections, how unwise is it to revive 
by celebrations the memory of a shock, wiich it would surely hava been better that our com 
witution had not required t 
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rather wonderful that so much has been done for me. All the com- 
plaints which are made of the world are unjust. I never knew a 
man of merit neglected: it was generally by his own fault that he 
failed of success. A man may hide his head in a hole: he may ge 
into the country, and publish a book now and then, which nobody 
reads, ana then complains he is neglected. There is no reason why 
any person should exert himself for a man who has written a good 
book: he has not written it for any individual. 1 may a: well 
make a present to the postman who brings me a letter. When 
patronage was limited, an author expected to find a Mecenas, and ~ 
complained if he did not find one. Why should he complain? This 
Mecenas has others as good as he, or others who have got the start 
of him.” Boswet.. “But, surely, Sir, you will allow that there are 
men of merit at the bar, who never get practice.” Jonnson. “ Sir, 
you are sure that practice is got from an opinion that the person 
employed deserves it best; so that if a man of merit at the bar does 
not get practice, it is from error, not from injustice. He is not ne- 
glected. A horse that is brought to market may not be bought, 
though he is a very good horse: but that is from ignorance, not 
from inattention.” 

There was in this discourse much novelty, ingenuity, and discrimi- 
nation, such as is seldom to be found. Yet I cannot help thinking 
that men of merit, who have no success in life, may be forgiven for 
lamenting, if they are not allowed to complain. They may consider 
it as hard that their merit should not have its suitable distinction. 
Though there is no intentional injustice towards them on the part 
of the world, their merit not having been perceived, they may yet 
zepine against fortume or fate, or by whatever name they choose to 
call the supposed mythological power of destuny. It has, however, 
occurred to me, as a consolatory thought, that men of merit should 
consider thus:—How much harder would it be, if the same persons 
had both all the merit and all tue prosperity? Would not this be 
a miserable distribution for the poor dunces ? Would men of merit 
exchange their intellectual superiority, and the enjoyments arising 
from it, for external distinction and the pleasures of wealth? If 
they would not, let them not envy others, who are poor where they 
are rich, a compensation which is made to them. Let them look 

Broa.—Vol. 26—12 
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inwards and be satisfied; recollecting with conscious pride what 
Virgil says of the Corycius Senex, and which I have in another 
place,’ with truth and sincerity applied to Mr. Burke : 


“ Regum squabat opes animis.” 


On the subject of the right employment of wealth, Johnson ob 
served, “A man cannot make a bad use of his money, so far as re- 
gards society, if he does not hoard it ;* for if he either spends it or 
lends it out, society has the benefit. It is in general better to spend 
money than to give it away; for industry is more promoted by 
spending money than by giving it away. A man who spends his 
money is sure he is doing good with it : he is not so sure when he 
gives it away. A man who spends ten thousand a year will do more 
good than a man who spends two thousand and gives away eight.” 

In the evening I came to him again. He was somewhat fretful 
from his illness. A gentleman asked him whether he had been 
abroad to-day. “Don’t talk so childishly,” said he. “You may 
as well ask if I hanged myself to-day.” I mentioned politics. 
Jonson. “Sir, I’d as soon have a man to break my bones as talk 
to me of public affairs, internal or external. I have lived to see 
things all as bad as they can be.” 

Having mentioned his friend the second Lord Southwell, he said, 
“Lord Southwell was the highest-bred man without insolence, that 
I ever was in company with ; the most qualitied I ever saw. Lord 
Orrery was not dignified ; Lord Chesterfield was, but he was inso- 
lent. Lord ********** ig 9 man of coarse manners, but a man of 
abilities and information. I don’t say he is a man I would set at 
the head of a nation, though perhaps he may be as good as the next 
prime minister that comes ; but he is a man to be at the head of a 
club,—I don’t say owr civs,—for there’s no such club.” BoswEL. 
“But, Sir, was he not a factious man?” Josnson. “O yes, Sir, 
as factious a fellow as could be found ; one who was for sinking us 


§ Letter to the People of Scotland against the Attempt to diminish the Number of the 
Lords of Session, 1785. 

® This surely is too broadly stated: society is injured when money is spent, as in the case 
of Hgalité, Duke of Orleans, in profligacy or corruption, or in exciting political sedition,—Q 

* Shelburne, the second Karl, afterwards first Marquis of Lansdowne,—0. 
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all into the mob.” Boswetu. “ How then, Sir, did he get into favour 
with the king?” Jonnson. “Because, Sir, I suppose he promised 
the king to do whatever the king pleased.” 

He said, “Goldsmith’s blundering speech to Lord Shelburne 
which has been so often mentioned, and which he really did make 
to him, was only a blunder in emphasis ; — ‘I wonder they call your 
lordship Malagrida, for Malagrida was a very good man ;’/—meant, 
I wonder they should use Malagrida as a term of reproach.” 

Soon after this time I had an opportunity of seeing, by means of 
one of his friends, a proof that his talents, as well as his obliging 
service to authors, were ready as ever. He had revised “The Vil- 
lage,” an admirable poem, by the Reverend Mr. Crabbe. Its senti- 
ments as to the false notions of rustic happiness and rustic virtue 
were quite congenial with his own; and he had taken the trouble 
not only to suggest slight corrections and variations, but to furnish 
some lines when he thought he could give the writer’s meaning bet- 
ter than in the words of the manuscript.’ 


Lerrer 430. TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 
* March 4, 1788. 
“Sir, —I have sent you back Mr. Crabbe’s poem, which I read with great 
delight. It is original, vigorous, and elegant. 
‘“‘ The alterations which I have made I do not require him to adopt, for my 
lines are, perhaps, not often better than his own; but he may take mine and 
his own together, and perhaps between them produce something better than 


1 I shall give an instance, marking the original by Roman, and Johnson’s substitution ip 
Italic characters : 

“In fairer scenes, where peaceful pleasures spring, 
Tityrus, the pride of Mantuan swains might sing; 
But charm’d by him, or smitten with his views, 
Shall modern poets court the Mantuan muse? 
From truth and nature shall we widely stray, | 
Where fancy leads, or Virgil led the way ? 


On Mincio's banks, in Cwesar’s bounteous reign, 
Df Tityrus found the golden age again, 

Must sleepy bards the flattering dream prolong, 
Mechanic echoes of the Mantuan song? 

From truth and nature shall we widely stray, 
Where Virgil, not where fancy leads the way?” 


Here we find Johnson's poetical and critical powers undiminished. I must however observe, 
that the aids he gave to this poem, as to “‘ The Traveller,” and “ Deserted Village” of QOTd 
mith, were so small as by no means to impair the distinguished merit of the autk or. 
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either. He is not to think his copy wantonly defaced. A wet sponge will 
wash all the red lines away, and leave the page clear. 
“ His dedication will be least liked. It were better to contract it into a short 


eprightly address. I do not doubt Mr. Crabbe’s success. I am, Sir, &. 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


On Sunday, March 80, I found him at home in the evening, and 
had the pleasure to meet with Dr. Brocklesby, whose reading, and 
knowledge of life, and good spirits, supply him with a never-failing 
source of conversation. He mentioned a respectable gentleman, who 
became extremely penurious near the close of his life. Johnson said 
there must have been a degree of madness about him. “Not at all, 
Sir,” said Dr. Brocklesby, “‘ his judgment was entire.” Unluckily, 
however, he mentioned that although he had a fortune of twenty- 
seven thousand pounds, he denied himself many comforts, from an 
apprehension that he could not afford them. “Nay, Sir,” cried 
Johnson, ‘when the judgment is so disturbed that a man cannot 
count, that is pretty well.” 

I shall here insert a few of Johnson’s sayings, without the formal- 
ity of dates, as they have no reference to any particular time or place. 

‘‘The more a man extends and varies his acquaintance the better.” 
This, however, was meant with a just restriction ; for he on another 
occasion said to me, “Sir, a man may be so much of everything, 
that he is nothing of anything.” 

“Raising the wages of day-labourers is wrong ; for it does not 
make them live better, but only makes them idler, and idleness 
is a very bad thing for human nature.” . 

“Tt is a very good custom to keep a journal for a man’s own use ; 
he may write upon a card a day all that is necessary to be written, 
after he has had experience of life. At first there is a great deal to 
be written because there is a great deal of novelty ; but when once 
a man has settled his opinions, there is seldom much to be set 
down.” 

“There is nothing wonderful in the Journal’ which we see Swift 


2 In his Life of Swift, he thus speaks of this Journal: “In the midst of his power and hig 
politics, he kept a journal of his visits, his walks, his interviews with ministers, and quarrels 
with his servant, and transmitted it to Mrs. Johnson and Mrs. Dingley, to whom he knew that 
whatever befell him was interesting, and no account could be too minute. Whether these 
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kept in London, for it contains slight topies, and it might soon be 
written.” 

I praised the accuracy of an account-book of a lady whom I 
mentioned. Jonnson. “ Keeping accounts, Sir, is of no use when 
a man is spending his own money, and has nobody to whom he is 
te account. You won’t eat less beef to-day, because you have 
written down what it cost yesterday.” I mentioned another lady 
who thought as he did, so that her husband could not get her to 
keep an account of the expense of the family, as she thought it 
enough that she never exceeded the sum allowed her. JoHnson. 
“Sir, it is fit she should keep an account, because her husband 
wishes it ; but I do not see its use.” I maintained that keeping an 
account has this advantage, that it satisfies a man that his money 
has not been lost or stolen, which he might sometimes be apt to 
imagine, were there no written state of his expense ; and, besides, 
a calculation of economy, so as not to exceed one’s income, cannot 
be made without a view of the different articles in figures, that one 
may see how to retrench in some particulars less necessary than 
others. This he did not attempt to answer. 

Talking of an acquaintance of ours, whose narratives, which 
abounded in curious and interesting topics, were unhappily found to 
be very fabulous ; I mentioned Lord Mansfield’s having said to me, 
“ Suppose we believe one half of what he tells.” Jonnson. “ Ay ; 
but we don’t know which half to believe. By his lying we lose not 
only our reverence for him, but all comfort in his conversation.” 
Bosweiu. “May we not take it as amusing fiction.” JOHNSON. 

“Sir, the misfortune is, that you will insensibly believe as much of 
it as you incline to believe.” 

It is remarkable that notwithstanding their congeniality in poli- 
tics, he never was acquainted with a late eminent noble judge, 
whom I have heard speak of him as a writer with great respect. 


diurnal trifles were properly exposed to eyes which had never received any pleasure from the 
dean, may be reasonably doubted: they have, however, some odd attractions—the reader 
finding frequent mention of names which he has been used to consider as important, goes on 
in hope of information ; and, as there is nothing to fatigue attention, if he is disappointed, he 
gan hardly complain.” It may be added, that the reader not only hopes to find, but does 
find, in this very entertaining Journal, much curious information, respecting persons and 
things, which he will in vain seek for in other hooks of the same period.—M. 


12* 
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Johnson, I know not upon what degree of investigstion, entertained 
no exalted opinion of his lordship’s intellectual character. Talking 
of him to me one day, he said, “ It is wonderful, Sir, with how little 
real superiority of mind men can make an eminent figure in public 
life.” He expressed himself to the same purpose concerning another 
law-lord, who, it seems, once took a fancy to associate with the 
wits of London ; but with so little success, that Foote said, ““ What 
can he mean by coming among us? He is not only dull himself, 
but the cause of dulness in others.” Trying him by the test of his 
colloquial powers, Johnson had found him very defective. He once 
said to Sir Joshua Reynolds, “ This man now has been ten years 
about town, and has made nothing of it ;” meaning as a companion.’ 
He said to me, “I never heard anything from him in company that 
was at all striking ; and depend upon it, Sir, it is when you come 
close to a man in conversation, that you discover what his real 
abilities are: to make a speech in a public assembly is a knack. 
Now, I honour Thurlow, Sir; Thurlow is a fine fellow ; he fairly 
puts his mind to yours.” 

After repeating to him some of his pointed, lively sayings, I said, 
“It is a pity, Sir, you don’t always remember your own good 
things, that you may have a laugh when you will.” Jounson. 
“Nay, Sir, it is better that I forget them, that I may be reminded 
of them, and have a laugh on their being brought to my recollec- 
tion.” 

When I recalled to him his having said, as we sailed up Lochlo- 
mond, ‘That if he wore anything fine, it should be very fine ;” I 
observed that all his thoughts were upon a great scale. JoHNsON. 
“Depend upon it, Sir, every man will have as fine a thing as he can 
get ; as large a diamond for his ring.” Boswety. “ Pardon me, 
Sir: a man of a narrow mind will not think of it ; a slight trinket 
will satisfy him : 


‘Nec sufferre queat majoris pondera gemmea.’” 


1 Knowing as well as I do what precision and elegance of oratory his lordship can display. 
I cannot but suspect that his unfavorable appearance in a social circle, which drew such ey 
madversions upon him, must be owing to a cold affectation of consequence, from being 


veserved and stiff. If it be so, and he might be an agreeable man if he would, we cannot be 
sorry that he misses his aim, 
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I told him I should send him some “ Essays” which I had written, 
which I hoped he would be so good as to read, and pick out the 
geod ones. Jonson. “ Nay, Sir, send me only the good ones . 
don’t make me pick them.” 

I heard him once say, “Though the proverb ‘Nullum numen 
abest, st sit prudentia,’ does not always prove true, we may be cer 
tain of the converse of it, Nullwm numen adest, si sit imprudentia.” 

Once, when Mr. Seward was going to Bath, and asked his com- 
mands, he said, “Tell Dr. Harington that I wish he would publish 
another volume of the ‘ Nuge Antique ;’* it is a very pretty book.” 
Mr. Seward seconded this wish, and recommended to Dr. Harington 
to dedicate it to Johnson, and take for his motto what Catullus 
says to Cornelius Nepos: 


“s namque tu solebas 
Meas esse aliquid putare Nugas.” 


As a small proof of his kindliness and delicacy of feeling, the fol- 
lowing circumstance may be mentioned: One evening, when we 
were in the street together, and I told him I was going to sup at 
Mr. Beauclerk’s, he said, “ll go with you.” After having walked 
part of the way, seeming to recollect something, he suddenly 
stopped and said, “I cannot go,—but I do not love Beauclerk the 


less.” 
On the frame of his portrait Mr. Beauclerk had inscribed 


“ ________ Ingenium ingens 
Inculto latet hoc sub corpore.” 


After Mr. Beauclerk’s death, when it became Mr. Langton’s pro- 


1 They are to be found, under the title of “The Hypochondriack,” in the London Maga. 
wine from 1775 to 1784.—C. : 

2 Mrs. Piozzi gives a more classical version of Johnson’s variation : Nullum numen adest 
m sil prudentia. 

3 It has since appeared—B. Though the MSS., of which this work was composed, hau 
descended to Dr. Harington, the work was not edited by him, but by the Reverend Henry 
Harington, M.A —MARELAND. 

4 A new and greatly improved edition of this very curious collection was published by 
Mr. Park, in 1804, in two volumes octavo. In this edition the letters are chronologically 
grranged and the account of the bishops, which was formerly printed from a very corrupt 
copy, is taken from Sir John Harrington’s original manuscript, which he presented to Henry, 
Prince of Wales, and is now in the royal library in tts Museum,—M. 


276 LIFE OF JOHNSON. 1788 


perty, he made the inscription be defaced. Johnson said com- 
placently, “It was kind in you to take it off ;” and then, after a 
short pause, added, “and not unkind in him to put it on.” 

He said, ‘‘ How few of his friends’ houses would a man choose tu 
be at when he is sick!” He mentioned one or two. I recollect 
only Thrale’s. 

He observed, “ There is a wicked inclination in most people to 
suppose an old man decayed in his intellects. If a young or 
middle-aged man, when leaving a company, does not recollect 
where he laid his hat, it is nothing ; but if the same inattention is 
discovered in an old man, people will shrug up their shoulders, and 
say, ‘ His memory is going.’ ” 

When I once talked to him of some of the sayings which every- 
body repeats, but nobody knows where to find, such as Quos Devs 
vult perdere, prius dementat ; he told me that he was once offered ten 
guineas to point out from whence Semel insanivimus omnes was 
taken. He could not doit; but many years afterwards met with 
it by chance in Johannes Baptista Mantuanus. 

I am very sorry that I did not take a note of an eloquent argu- 
ment, in which he maintained that the situation of Prince of Wales 
was the happiest of any person’s in the kingdom, even beyond that 
of the sovereign. I recollect only—the enjoyment of hope—the 
high superiority of rank, without the anxious cares of government— 
and a great degree of power, both from natural influence wisely 
used, and from the sanguine expectations of those who look forward 
to the chance of future favour. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds communicated to me the following par- 
ticulars : 

Johnson thought the poems published as translations from Ossian 
had so little merit, that he said, “Sir, a man might write such stuff 
for ever, if he would abandon his mind to it.” 

He said, ‘A man should pass a part of his time with the laughers, 
by which means anything ridiculous or particular about him might 
be presented to his view, and corrected.” I observed, he must have 
been a bold laugher who would have“ventured to tell Dr. Johnson 
of any of his peculiarities,’ 


2 Tam happy, however, to mention a pleasing instance of his enduring with great gentle 


Pes. 16. JOHNSON’S CONVERSATION. 277 
é Having observed the vain ostentatious importance of many people 
in quoting the authority of dukes and lords, as having been in their 
company, he said, he went to the other extreme, and did not 
mention his authority when he should have done it, had it not been 
that of a duke or a lord. 

Dr. Goldsmith said once to Dr. Johnson that he wished for some 
additional members to the Literary Club, to give it an agreeable 
variety ; ‘‘for,” said he, “there can now be nothing new among 
us: we have travelled over one another’s minds.” Johnson seemed 
a little angry, and said, “Sir, you have not travelled over my mind, 
I promise you.” Sir Joshua, however, thought Goldsmith right ; 
observing, that ‘when people have lived a great deal together, 
they know what each of them will say on every subject. A new 
understanding, therefore, is desirable ; because though it may only 
furnish the same sense upon a question which would have been fur- 
nished by those with whom we are accustomed to live, yet this sense 
will have a different colouring ; and colouring is of much effect in 
everything else as well as in painting.” 

Johnson used to say that he made it a constant rule to talk as 
well as he could, both as to sentiment and expression ; by which 
means, what had been originally effort became familiar and easy. 
The consequence of this, Sir Joshua observed, was, that his common 
conversation in all companies was such as to secure him universal 
attention, as something above the usual colloquial style was 
expected. 

Yet, though Johnson had this habit in company, when another 
mode was necessary, in order to investigate truth, he could descend 
to a language intelligible to the meanest capacity. An instance of 
this was witnessed by Sir Joshua Reynolds, when they were present 
at an examination of a little blackguard boy, by Mr. Saunders 
Welch, the late Westminster justice. Welch, who imagined that he 
was exalting himself in Dr. Johnson’s eyes by using big words, spoke 
in a manner that was utterly unintelligible to the boy ; Dr. Johnson, 


ness to hear one of his most striking particularities pointed out: Miss Hunter, a niece of his 
friend, Christopher Smart, when a very young girl, struck by his extraordinary m/Aions, said 
to him, “Pray, Dr. Johnson, why do you make such strange gestures?” ‘ Frov. bad habit,” 
he replied: ‘do you, my dear, take care to guard against bad habits.” Thi 5 was told vy 
the young lady’s brother at Margate. 


. 
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perceiving it, addressed himself to the boy, and changed the 
pompous phraseology into colloquial language. Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds, who was much amused by this proceeding, which seemed a 
kind of reversing of what might have been expected from the two 
men, took notice of it to Dr. Johnson, as they walked away by 
themselves. Johnson said, that it was continually the case ; and 
that he was always obliged to translate the justice’s swelling diction 
‘amiling), so as that his meaning might be understood by the vulgar, 
from whom information was to be obtained. 

Sir Joshua once observed to him, that he had talked above the 
capacity of some people with whom they had been in company 
together. ‘No matter, Sir,” said Johnson ; they consider it as a 
compliment to be talked to as if they were wiser than they are. So 
true is this, Sir, that Baxter made it a rule in every sermon that 
he preached to say something that was above the capacity of his 
audience.” * 

Johnson’s dexterity in retort, when he seemed to be driven to an 
extremity by his adversary, was very remarkable. Of his power, 
in this respect, our common friend, Mr. Windham, of Norfolk, has 
been pleased to furnish me with an eminent instance. However 
unfavourable to Scotland, he uniformly gave liberal praise to 
George Buchanan, as a writer. In a conversation concerning the 
literary merits of the two countries, in which Buchanan was intro- 
duced, a Scotchman, imagining that on this ground he should have 
an undoubted triumph over him, exclaimed, “Ah, Dr. Johnson, 
what would you have said of Buchanan had he been an Englishman ?” 
“Why, Sir,” said Johnson after a little pause, “I should not have 
said of Buchanan, had he been an Englishman, what I will now say 
of him as Scotchman,—that he was the only man of genius his coun- 
try ever produced.” ? 


1 The justness of this remark is confirmed by the following story, for which I am indebted 
to Lord Eliot :—A country parson who was remarkable for quoting scraps of Latin in his 
sermons, having died, one of his parishioners was asked how he liked his successor; “*Heisa 
very good preacher,” was his answer, “ but no Latiner.”—B. 

2 This prompt and sarcastic retort may not unaptly be compared with Sir Henry Wotton’s 
celebrated answer to a priest in Italy, who asked him— Where was your religion to be found 
before Luther?” “ My religion was to be found then where yours is not to be found now, in 
the written word of God.” But Johnson’s admirable reply has a sharper edge, and eee 
more ingenuity than that of Wotten.—M. In Selden’s Tadle Talk we have the following 
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And this brings to my recollection another instance of the same 
nature. I once reminded him that when Dr. Adam Smith was ex- 
patiating on the beauty of Glasgow, he had cut him short by say- 
ing, ‘‘ Pray, Sir, have you ever seen Brentford?” and I took the 
liberty to add, “ My dear Sir, surely that was shocking.” ‘‘Why 
then, Sir,” he replied, “ you have never seen Brentford.” 

Though his usual phrase for conversation was talk yet he made a 
distinction ; for when he once told me that he dined the day before 
at a friend’s house, with “a very pretty company ; and I asked him 
if there was good conversation, he answered, “‘ No, Sir ; we had talk 
snough, but no conversateon ; there was nothing doscussed.” 

Talking of the success of the Scotch in London, he imputed it in 
a considerable degree to their spirit of nationality. ‘You know, 
Sir,” said he, “that no Scotchman publishes a book, or has a play 
brought upon the stage, but there are five hundred people ready to 
applaud him.” 

He gave much praise to his friend Dr. Burney’s elegant and enter- 
taining Travels, and told Mr. Seward that he had them in his eye 
when writing his ‘ Journey to the Western Islands of Scotland.” 

Such was his sensibility, and so much was he affected by pathetic 
poetry, that, when he was reading Dr. Beattie’s “‘ Hermit,” in my 
presence, it brought tears into his eyes.’ 

4¢ disapproved much of mingling real facts with fiction. On this 
account he censured a book entitled “‘ Love and Madness.” ? 

Mr. Hoole told him he was born in Moorfields, and had received 
part of his early instruction in Grub Street. “ Sir,” said Johnson, 
smiling, “‘ you have been regularly educated.” Having asked who 
was his instructor, and Mr. Hoole having answered, “‘ My uncle, Sir, 
who was a tailor ;” Johnson recollecting himself, said, ‘“ Sir, I 
knew him ; we called him the metaphyswal tailor. He was of a club 
in Old Street, with me and George Psalmanazer, and some others : 
but pray, Sir, was he a good tailor?” Mr. Hoole having answered 
that he believed he was too mathematical, and used to draw squares 


more witty reply made to this same question: “ Where was America an hundred or six-score 
years ago ?”— MARKLAND. : 

1 The particular passage which excited this strong emotion was, as I have heard from my 
father, the fourth stanza, “Tis night,” &c.—J. Bosweit Jun. 

2 A kind of novel founded on the story of rir. rtackman and mss Ray.—O. 
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and triangles on his shopboard, so that he did not excel in the cut 
of a coat,—“ I am sorry for it,” said Johnson, “for I would have 
every man to be master of his own business.” 

In pieasant reference to himself and Mr. Hoole, as brother 
authors, he often said, ‘‘ Let you and I, Sir, go together, and’eat a 
beef-steak in Grub Street.” 

Sir William Chambers, that great architect, whose works show a 
sublimity of genius, and who is esteemed by all who knew him, for 
his social, hospitable, and generous qualities, submitted the manu- 
script of his ‘Chinese Architecture” to Dr. Johnson’s perusal. 
Johnson was much pleased with it, and said, “It wants no addition 
nor correction, but a few lines of introduction ;” which he furnished, 
and Sir William adopted.’ 

He said to Sir William Scott, ‘“‘ The age is running mad after in- 
novation ; and all the business of the world is to be done in a new 
way ; men are to be hanged in a new way; Tyburn itself is not 
safe from the fury of innovation.” It having been argued that this 
was an improvement,—‘“No, Sir,” said he, eagerly, “it is mot an im- 
provement ; they object, that the old method drew together a num- 
ber of spectators. Sir, executions are intended to draw spectators. 
If they do not draw spectators, they do not answer their purpose. 
The old method was most satisfactory to all parties ; the public was 
gratified by a procession ; the criminal was supported by it. Why 
is all this to be swept away ?” I perfectly agree with Dr. Johnson 
upon this head, and am persuaded that executions now, the solemn 
procession being discontinued, have not nearly the effect which they 


+ The Hon. Horace Walpole, now Earl of Oxford, thus bears testimony to this gentleman's 
merit as a writer: “Mr. Chambers’s ‘ Treatise on Civil Architecture’ is the most sensible 
book, and the most exempt from prejudices, that ever was written on that science.”— Preface 
to Anecdotes of Painting in England. The introductory lines are these : 


“It is difficult to avoid praising too little or too much. The boundless panegyrics which 
have been lavished upon the Chinese learning, policy, and arts, show with what power novelty 
attracts regard, and how naturally esteem swells into admiration. I am far from desiring to 
be numbered among the exaggerators of Chinese excellence. I consider them as great, or 
wise, only in comparison with the nations that surround them; and have no intention to place 
them in competition either with the ancients or with the moderns of this part of the world; 
yet they must be allowed to claim our notice as a distinct and very singular race of men; as 
the inhabitants of a region divided by its situation from all civilized countries, who have 
formed their own manners, and invented their own arts, without the assistance of example.” 
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formerly had. Magistrates, both in London and elsewhere, have, i 
am afraid, in this had too much regard to their own ease. 

Of Dr. Hurd, Bishop of Worcester, Johnson said to a friend,— 
“ Hurd, Sir, is one of a set of men who account for everything sys 
tematically; for instance, it has been a fashion to wear scarlet 
breeches ; these men would tell you, that according to causes and 
effects, * other wear could at that time have been chosen.” He, 
however, said of him at another time to the same gentleman, “ Hurd, 
Sir, is a man whose acquaintance is a valuable acquisition.” 

That learned and ingenious prelate, it is well known, published at 
one period of his life “Moral and Political Dialogues,” with a wo- 
fully Whiggish cast. Afterwards, his lordship having thought bet- 
ter, came to see his error, and republished the work with a more 
constitutional spirit. Johnson, however, was unwilling to allow him 
full credit for his political conversion. I remember when his lord- 
ship declined the honour of being archbishop of Canterbury, John- 
son said, ‘‘I am glad he did not go to Lambeth; for, after all, I 
fear he is a Whig in his heart.” 

Johnson’s attention to precision and clearness in expression was 
very remarkable. He disapproved of a parenthesis ; and I believe 
in all his voluminous writings, not half a dozen of them will be 
found. He never used the phrases the former and the latter, having 
observed, that they often occasioned obscurity ; he therefore con- 
trived to construct his sentences so as not to have occasion for them, 
and would even rather repeat the same words, in order to avoid 
them. Nothing is more common than to mistake surnames, when we 
hear them carelessly uttered for the first time. To prevent this, he 
used not only to pronounce them slowly and distinctly, but to take 
the trouble of spelling them ; a practice which I have often followed, 
and whick I wish were general. 

Such was the heat and irritability of his blood, that not only did 
he pare his nails to the quick, but scraped the joints of his fingers 
with a penknife, till they seemed quite red and raw. 

The heterogeneous composition of human nature was remarkably 
exemplified in Johnson. His liberality in giving his money to per- 
sons in distress was extraordinary. Yet there lurked about him a 
propensity to paltry saving. One day I owned to him, that “I was 
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occasionally troubled with a fit of narrowness.” ‘ Why, Sir,” said 
he, “so am I. But Ido no: tell vt”. He has now and then bor- 
rowed a shilling of me ; and when I asked him for it again, seemed 
to be rather out of humour. A droll little circumstance once 
occurred ; as if he meant to reprimand my minute exactness as @ 
creditor, he thus addressed me :—“ Boswell, lend me sixpence—not 
to be repaid.” 

This great man’s attention to small things was very remarkable. 
As an instance of it, he one day said to me, “Sir, when you get sil- 
ver in change for a guinea, look carefully at it ; you may find some 
curious piece of coin.” 

Though a stern true-born Englishman, and fully prejudiced against 
all other nations, he had discernment enough to see, and candour 
enough to censure, the cold reserve too common among Englishmen 
towards strangers: “Sir,” said he, “two men of any other nation 
who are shown into a room together, at a house where they are 
both visitors, will immediately find some conversation. But two 
Englishmen will probably go each to a different window, and remain 
in obstinate silence. Sir, we as yet do not enough understand the 
common rights of humanity.” 

Johnson was at a certain period of his life a good deal with the 
Karl of Shelburne, now Marquis of Lansdown, as he doubtless could 
not but have a due value for that nobleman’s activity of mind, and 
uncommon acquisitions of important knowledge, however much he 
might disapprove of other parts of his lordship’s character, which 
were widely different from his own. 

Maurice Morgann, Esq, author of the very ingenious “ Essay on 
the Character of Falstaff,” * being a particular friend of his lordship, 
had once an opportunity of entertaining Johnson a day or two at 
Wycombe, when its lord was absent, and by him I have been 
favoured with two anecdotes. 

One is not a little to the credit of Johnson’s candour. Mr. Mor 
gann and he had a dispute pretty late at night, in which Johnson 
would not give up, though he had the wrong side ; and, in short, 


* Johnson being asked his opinion of this Essay, answered, “ Why, Sir, we shall have the 


nap come forth again; and as he has proved Falstaff to be no coward, be may prove Iago te 
be a very good character ” 2 
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both kept the field, Next morning, when they met in the break- 
fasting-room, Dr. Johnson accosted Mr. Morgann thus: “ Sir, I 
have been thinking on our dispute last night— You were on the 
right.” . 

The other was as follows: Johnson, for sport perhaps, or from 
the spirit of contradiction, eagerly maintained that Derrick had 
merit as a writer. Mr. Morgann argued with him directly, in vain. 
At length he had recourse to this device. “Pray, Sir,” said he, 
“whether do you reckon Derrick or Smart the best poet?” Jobn- 
son at once felt himself roused ; and answered, “Sir, there is no 
settling the point of precedency between a louse and a flea.” 

Once, when checking my boasting too frequently of myself in 
company, he said to me, “ Boswell, you often vaunt so much as to 
provoke ridicule. You put me in mind of a man who was standing 
in the kitchen of an inn with his back to the fire, and thus accosted 
the person next him. ‘Do you know, Sir, whoI am? ‘No, Sir,’ 
said the other, ‘I have not that advantage.’ ‘Sir,’ said he, ‘I am 
the great Twalmley, who invented the New Floodgate Iron.’”? 
The Bishop of Killaloe, on my repeating the story to him, defended 
Twalmley, by observing that he was entitled to the epithet of 
great ; for Virgil in his group of worthies in the Elysian fields— 


Hic manus ob patriam pugnando vulnera passi, etc. 


mentions 
Inventas aut qui vitam excoluere per artes. 


He was pleased to say to me one morning when we were left 
alene in his study, ‘“‘ Boswell, I think I am easier with you than 
with almost anybody.” 

He would not allow Mr. David Hume any credit for his political 
principles, though similar to his own; saying of him, “ Sir, he was 
a Tory by chance.” , 

His acute observation of human life made him remark, “ Sir, 
there is nothing by which a man exasperates most people more 
than by displaying a superior ability of brilliancy in conversation. 


1 What the great Twalmley was so proud of haying invented was;n¢fther more nor besa 
shan a kind of box-iron for smoothing linen. 
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They seem pleased at the time; but their envy makes them curse 
him at their hearts.” 

My readers will probably be surprised to hear that the great 
Dr. Johnson could amuse himself with so slight and playful a species 
of composition as a charade. Ihave recovered one which he made 
on Dr. Barnard, now Lord Bishop of Killaloe ; who has been pleased 
for many years to treat me with so much intimacy and social ease, 
that I may presume to call him not only my right reverend, but my 
very dear friend. I therefore with peculiar pleasure give to the 
world a just and elegant compliment thus paid to his lordship by 
Johnson. 

CHARADE. 


“My jirst shuts out thieves from your house or your room, 
My second expresses a Syrian perfume. 
My whole is a man in whose converse is shared 
The strength of a Bar and the sweetness of Nard.” 


Johnson asked Richard Owen Cambridge, Esq., if he had read 
the Spanish translation of Sallust, said to be written by a prince of 
Spain, with the assistance of his tutor, who is professedly the 
author of a treatise annexed, on the Pheenician language. 

Mr. Cambridge commended the work, particularly as he thought 
the translator understood his author better than is commonly the 
case with translators ; but said, he was disappointed in the purpose 
for which he borrowed the book ; to see whether a Spaniard could 
be better furnished with inscriptions from monuments, coins, or 
other antiquities, which he might more probably find on a coast so 
immediately opposite to Carthage, than the antiquaries of any other 
countries. Jonson. “Iam very sorry you were not gratified in 
your expectations.” Campriner. “ The language would have been 
of little use, as there is no history existing in that tongue to balance 
the partial accounts which the Roman writers have left us.” ° 
Jounson. “No, Sir. They have not been partial, they have told 
their own story without shame or regard to equitable treatment of 
their injured enemy ; they had no compunction, no feeling for a 
Carthaginian. Why, Sir, they would never have borne Virgil’s 
description of Eneas’s treatment of Dido, if she had not been a 
Carthaginian.” 
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I gratefully acknowledge this and other communications from 
Mr. Cambridge, whom, if a beautiful villa on the banks of the 
Thames, a few miles distant from London, a numerous and excellent 
library, which he accurately knows and reads, a choice collection of 
pictures, which he understands and relishes, an easy fortune, an 
amiable family, an extensive circle of friends and acquaintance, dis- 
tinguished by rank, fashion, and genius, a literary fame, various, 
elegant, and still increasing, colloquial talents rarely to be found, 
and, with all these means of happiness, enjoying, when well advanced 
in years, health and vigour of body, serenity and animation of 
mind, do not entitle to be addressed fortwnate senex! I know not 
to whom, in any age, that expression could with propriety have 
been used. Long may he live to hear and to feel it |? 

Johnson’s love of little children, which he discovered upon all occa- 
sions, calling them “ pretty dears,” and giving them sweetmeats, 
was an undoubted proof of the real humanity and gentleness of his 
disposition. 

His uncommon kindness to his servants, and serious concern, not 
only for their comfort in this world, but their happiness in the 
next, was another unquestionable evidence of what all, who were 
intimately acquainted with him, knew to be true. 

Nor would it be just, under this head, to omit the fondness which 
he showed for animals which he had taken under his protection. I 
never shall forget the indulgence with which he treated Hodge, his 
cat ; for whom he himself used to go out and buy oysters, lest the 
servants, having that trouble, should take a dislike to the poor 
creature. I am, unluckily, one of those who have an antipathy to a 
cat, so that I am uneasy when in the room with one; and I own I 
frequently suffered a good deal from the presence of this same 
Hodge. I recollect him one day scrambling up Dr. Johnson’s 
breast, apparently with much satisfaction, while my friend, smiling 
and half-whistling, rubbed down his back, and pulled him by the 
tail; and when I observed he was a fine cat, saying, “ Why, yes, 
Sir, but I have had cats whom I liked better than this ;” and then, 


1 Mr. Cambridge enjoyed all the blessings here enumerated for many years after this pas- 
page was written. He died at his seat near Twickenham, Sept. 17, 1802, in his eighty-stxth 


year —M. 
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as if perceiving Hodge to be out of countenance, adding, “ But he 
is a very fine cat, a very fine cat indeed.” 

This reminds me of the ludicrous account which he gave Mr. 
Langton of the despicable state of a young gentleman of good 
family. ‘Sir, when I heard of him last, he was running about 
town shooting cats.” And then, in a sort of kindly reverie, he be- 
thought himself of his own favourite cat, and said, “But Hodge 
shan’t be shot ; no, no, Hodge shall not be shot.” 

He thought Mr. Beauclerk made a shrewd and a judicious remark 
to Mr. Langton, who, after having been for the first time in com- 
pany with a well-known wit about town, was warmly admiring and 
praising him,—‘‘ See him again,” said Beauclerk. 

His respect for the hierarchy, and particularly the dignitaries of 
the church, has been more than once exhibited in the course of this 
work. Mr. Seward saw him presented to the Archbishop of York, 
and described his bow to an ARcHBISHOP as such a studied elabora- 
tion of homage, such an extension of limb, such a flexion of body, 
as have seldom or ever been equalled. 

I cannot help mentioning with much regret, that by my own 
negligence I lost an opportunity of having the history of my family 
from its founder, Thomas Boswell, in 1504, recorded and illustrated 
by Johnson’s pen, Such was his goodness to me, that when I pre- 
sumed to solicit him for so great a favour, he was pleased to say, 
“Let me have all the materials you can collect, and I will do it 
both in Latin and English ; then let it be printed, and copies of it 
be deposited in various places for security and preservation.” I can 
uow only do the best I can to make up for this loss, keeping my 
great master steadily in view. Family histories, like the imagines 
majorwm of the ancients, excite to virtue ; and I wish that they 
who really have blood, would be more careful to trace and ascer- 
tain its course. Some have affected to laugh at the history of the 
house of Yvery :’ it would be well if many others would transmit 
their pedigrees to posterity, with the same accuracy and generous 
zeal with which the noble lord who compiled that work has honoured 
and perpetuated his ancestry. 


1 Written by John, Marl of Egmont, and printed (but not published) in 1749.—M. 
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On Thursday, April 10, I introduced to him, at his house in Bolt 
Court, the Honourable and Reverend William Stuart,’ son of the Earl 
of Bute; a gentleman truly worthy of being known to Johnson ; 
being, with all the advantages of high birth, learning, travel, and 
elegant manners, an exemplary parish priest in every respect. 

After some compliments on both sides, the tour which Johnson 
and I had made to the Hebrides was mentioned. Jonson. “I got 
an acquisition of more ideas by it than by anything that I remem- 
ber. I saw quite a different system of life.” Boswet. ‘“ You 
would not like to make the same journey again ?” Jonnson. “ Why 
no, Sir; not the same: it is a tale told. Gravina, an Italian critic, 
observes, that every man desires to see that of which he has read - 
but no man desires to read an account of what he has seen: so much 
does description fall short of reality. Description only excites curi- 
osity ; seeing satisfies it. Other people may go and see the Heb- 
rides.” Boswett. “I should wish to go and see some country 
totally different from what I have been used to; such as Turkey, 
where religion and everything else are different.” Jonnson. “ Yes, 
Sir ; there are two objects of curiosity,—the Christian world, and 
the Mahometan world. All the rest may be considered as barbar- 
ous.” Boswett, ‘‘ Pray, Sir, is the ‘ Turkish Spy’ a genuine book ?” 
Jounson. “No, Sir. Mrs. Manley, in her life, says, that her father 
wrote the first two volumes: and in another book, ‘ Dunton’s Life 
and Errors,’* we find that the rest was written by one Sault, at 
two guineas a sheet, under the direction of Dr. Midgeley.” * 

Boswe.t. “ This has been a very factious reign, owing to the too 
great indulgence of government.” Jounson. “J think so, Sir, 
What at first was lenity, grew timidity. Yet this is reasoning @ 


+ At that time vicar of Luton, in Bedfordshire, where he lived for some years, and fully 
merited the character given of him in the text; he was afterwards Lord Archbishop of 
Armagh, and Primate of Ireland—M. And died May, 1822, in a very strange way, having 
had poison. by mistake for medicine, administered to him by the hand of his lady.—O. 

? A work which contains various biographical memoranda not to be found elaewhere. It 
was reprinted, in two volumes, with additional notes by Mr. Nichols, in 1818. , 

* « The Turkish Spy” was pretended to have been written originally in Arabic; from Ar: 
bic translated into Italian, and thence into Znglish. The real author 0’ the work, which was 
in fact, originally written in Italian, was I. P. Marana, a Genoese, who died at Paris in 1698. 
Jobn Dunton, in his life, says, that ‘‘Mr. William Bradshaw received from Dr, Midgeley 
forty shillings a sheet for writing part of the ‘Turkish Spy ;’ but I do not find that he any 
where mentions Sault as engaged in that work.”—M, 
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posteriori, and may not be just. Supposing a few had at first been 
punished, I believe faction would have been crushed ; but it might 
have been said, that it was a sanguinary reign. A man cannot tell 
a priori what will be best for government to do. ‘This reign has 
been very unfortunate. We have had an unsuccessful war ; but 
that does not prove that we have been ill governed. One side or 
other must prevail in war, as one or other must win at play. When 
we beat Louis, we were not better governed ; nor were the French 
better governed when Louis beat us.” 

On Saturday, April 12, I visited him, in company with Mr. Wind- 
ham, of Norfolk, whom, though a Whig, he highly valued. One of 
the best things he ever said was to this gentleman ; who, before he 
set out for Ireland as secretary to Lord Northington, when lord 
lieutenant, expressed to the sage some modest and virtuous doubts, 
whether he could bring himself to practise those arts which it is 
supposed a person in that situation has occasion to employ. ‘“ Don’t 
be afraid, Sir,” said Johnson, with a pleasant smile ; “ you will 
soon make a very pretty rascal.” 

He talked to-day a good deal of the wonderful extent and variety 
of London, and observed, that men of curious inquiry might see in 
it such modes of life as very few could even imagine. He in par- 
ticular recommended to us to explore Whapping, which we resolved 
to do.” 

Mr. Lowe, the painter, who was with him, was very much dis- 
tressed that a large picture which he had painted was refused to be 
received into the Exhibition of the Royal Academy. Mrs. Thrale 
knew Johnson’s character so superficially, as to represent him as 
unwilling to do small acts of benevolence; and mentions, in particu- 
lar, that he would hardly take the trouble to write a letter in 
favour of his friends. The truth, however, is that he was remark- 
able, in an extraordinary degree, for what she denies to him; and, 
above all, for this very sort of kindness, writing letters for those to 
whom his solicitations might be of service. He now gave Mr. 
Lowe the following, of which I was diligent enough, with his per- 


» We accordingly carried our scheme into execution, in October 1792; but whether from 
that uniformity which has in modern times, in a great degree, spread through every part of 
the metropolis, or from our want of sufficient exertion, we were disappointed, 
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mission, to take copies at the next coffee-house, while Mr. Windham 
Was so good as to stay by me. 


Lerrer 431. TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 
“ April 12, 1788, 

“Sir,—Mr. Lowe considers himself as cut off from all credit and all hope by 
the rejection of his picture from the Exhibition. Upon this work he has ex- 
hausted all his powers, and suspended all his expectations; and, certainly, to 
be refused an opportunity of taking the opinion of the public, is in itself a 
very great hardship. It is to be condemned without a trial. 

“Tf you could procure the revocation of this incapacitating edict, you would 
deliver an unhappy man from great affliction. The council has sometimes re- 
versed its own determination; and I hope that, by your interposition, this 
luckless picture may be got admitted. I am, &€., 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Lerrer 432, TO MR. BARRY 
“ April 12, 1788. 


“ Srr,—Mr. Lowe’s exclusion from the Exhibition gives him more trouble 
than you and the other gentlemen of the council could imagine or intend 
He considers disgrace and ruin as the inevitable consequence of your determi- 
nation, 

“He says, that some pictures have been received after rejection; and if 
there be any such precedent, I earnestly entreat that you will use your inter: 
est in his favour. Of his work I can say nothing; I pretend not to judge of 
painting, and this picture I never saw; but I conceive it extremely hard to 
shut out any man from the possibility of success; and therefore I repeat my 
request that you will propose the re-consideration of Mr. Lowe’s case; and if 
there be any among the council with whom my name can have any weight, be 
pleased to communicate to them the desire of, Sir, your, &c., 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Such intercession was too powerful to be resisted; and Mr. Lowe’s- 
performance was admitted at Somerset Place. The subject, as I 
recollect, was the Deluge, at that point of time when the water was 
verging to the top of the last uncovered mountain. Near to the 
spot was seen the last of the antediluvian race exclusive of those 
who were saved in the ark of Noah. This was one of those giants, 
then the inhabitants of the earth, who had still strength to swim, 
and with one of his hands held aloft his child. Upon the small re- 
maining dry spot appeared a famished lion, ready to spring at the 
child and devour it. Mr. Lowe told me that Johnson said to him, 
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“ Sir, your picture 1s noble and probable.” “A compliment, in- 
deed,” said Mr. Lowe, “from a man who cannot lie, and cannot be 
mistaken.” * 

About this time he wrote to Mrs. Lucy Porter, mentioning his 
bad health, and that he intended a visit to Lichfield. ‘“‘ It is,” says 
he, “ with no great expectation of amendment that I make every 
year a journey into the country; but it is pleasant to visit those 
whose kindness has been often experienced.” 

On April 18 (being Good Friday), I found him at breakfast, in 
- his usual manner upon that day, drinking tea without milk, and 
eating a cross bun to prevent faintness; we went to St. Clement’s 
church as formerly. When we came home from church, he placed 
himself on one of the stone seats at his garden door, and I took the 
other, and thus in the open air, and in a placid frame of mind, he 
talked away very easily. Jonson. ‘“‘ Were I a country gentleman - 
I should not be very hospitable; I should not have crowds in my 
house.” Boswetu. “Sir Alexander Dick tells me that he remem- 
bers having a thousand people in a year to dine at his house; that 
is, reckoning each person as one, each time that he dined there.” 
Jounson. “That, Sir, is about three a day.” Boswe.u. “ How 
your statement lessens the idea!” Jounson. ‘‘ That, Sir, is the 
good of counting. It brings everything to a certainty, which be- 
fore floated in the mind indefinitely.” Boswet. “ But. Omne ignotum 
pro magnifico est : one is sorry to have this diminished.” Joxwnson. 
“Sir, you should not allow yourself to be delighted with error.” 
Boswe... “Three a day seem but few.” Jounson. “ Nay, Sir, he 
who entertains three a day does very liberally. And if there is a 
large family, the poor entertain those three, for they eat what the 
poor would get: there must be superfluous meat; it must be given 
to the poor, or thrown out.” Boswetu. “I observe in London, 
that the poor go about and gather bones, which I understand are 
manufactured.” Jonnson. “ Yes, Sir; they boil them, and extract 
a grease from them for greasing wheels and other purposes. Of 
the best pieces they make a mock ivory, which is used for hafts to 
knives, and various other things; the coarser pieces they burn and 


} Mauritius Lowe died in 1788. See an account of him in “ Northcote’s Memoirs 
Soshua Reynol is »—CuaLuers, a 
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pound, and sell the ashes.” Boswett. “For what purpyse, Sir ?” 
Jounson. “ Why, Sir, for making a furnace for the chemists for 
melting iron. A paste made of burnt bones will stand a stronger 
heat than anything else. Consider, Sir, if you are to melt iron, 
you cannot line your pot with brass, because it is softer than iron, 
and would melt sooner; nor with iron, for though malleable iron is 
harder than cast-iron, yet it would not do; but a paste of burnt 
bones will not melt.” Boswetu. “Do you know, Sir, I have dis- 
covered a manufacture to a great extent, of what you only piddle 
at—scraping and drying the peel of oranges ?* At a place in 
Newgate Street there is a prodigious quantity prepared, which they 
sell to the distillers” Jonnson. “Sir, I believe they make a 
higher thing out of them than a spirit; they make what is called 
orange-butter, the oil of the orange inspissated, which they mix 
perhaps with common pomatum, and make it fragrant. The oil 
does not fly off in the drying.” 

Boswett. “I wish to have a good walled garden.” Joxnson. 
“T don’t think it would be worth the expense to you. We com- 
pute, in England, a park-wall at a thousand pounds a mile ; howa 
garden wall must cost at least as much. You intend your trees 
should grow higher than a deer will leap. Now let us see; for a 
hundred pounds you could have only forty-four square yards,? which 
is very little ; for two hundred pounds you could have eighty-four 
square yards which is very well. But when will you get the value 
of two hundred pounds of walls, in fruit, in your climate? No, 
Sir; such contention with nature is not worth while. I would 
plant an orchard, and have plenty of such fruits as ripen well in 
your country. My friend, Dr. Madden, of Ireland, said, that ‘In 
an orchard there should be enough to eat, enough to lay up, 
enough to be stolen, and enough to rot upon the ground.’ Cherries 
are an early fruit ; you may have them; and you may have the 
early apples and pears.” Boswetu. “ We cannot have nonpareils.” 


1 It is suggested to me by an anonymous annotator on my work, that the reason why 
Dr. Johnson collected the peels of squeezed oranges may be found in the 858th Letter in Mrs, 
Piozzi’s Collection, where it appears that he recommended “ dried orange-peel, finely pow- 
dered,” as a medicine.—B. 

2 The Bishop of Ferns observes, that Mr. Boswell here mistakes forty-four square yarda 
fer forty-four yards square, and thus makes Johnson talk nonsense,—Q, 
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Jounson. “Sir, you can no more have nonpareils than you can 
have grapes.” Bosweiu. “ We have them, Sir; but they are very 
bad.” Jonson. “ Nay, Sir, never try to have a thing merely to 
show that you cannot have it. From ground that would let for 
forty shillings you may have a large orchard: and you see it costs 
you only forty shillings. Nay, you may graze the ground when the 
trees are grown up; you cannot, while they are young.” BoswELL. 
“Ts not a good garden a very common thing in England, Sir ?” 
Jounson. “ Not so common, Sir, as you imagine. In Lincolnshire 
there is hardly an orchard : in Staffordshire very little fruit.” Bos- 
wELL. “ Has Langton no orchard?” Joxnson. “ No, Sir.” Bos- 
wELL. ‘‘ How so, Sir?” Joxunson. “ Why, Sir, from the general 
negligence of the county. He has it not, because nobody else has 
it.” Boswety. “A hothouse is a certain thing ; I may have that.” 
Jounson. “ A hothouse is pretty certain ; but you must first build ~ 
it, and then you must keep fires in it, and you must have a gar- 
dener to take care of it.” Boswet. “ But if I have a gardener at 
any rate?” Jonnson. “ Why, yes.” Boswety. “I’d have it near 
my house: there is no need to have it in the orchard.” JoHNson. 
“Yes, ’d have it near my house. I would plant a great many 
currants ; the fruit is good, and they make a pretty sweetmeat.” 

I record this minute detail which some may think trifling, in 
order to show clearly how this great man, whose mind could grasp 
such large and extensive subjects, as he has shown in his literary 
labors, was yet well-informed in the common affairs of life, and loved 
to illustrate them. 

Mr. Walker, the celebrated master of elocution,’ came in, and 
then we went up stairs into the study. I asked him if he had 
taught many clergymen. Jounson. “I hope not.” Wager. “I 
have taught only one, and he is the best reader I ever heard, not 
by my teaching, but by his own natural talents.” Jonson. 
“Were he the best reader in the world, I would not have it told 
that he was taught.” Here was one of his peculiar prejudices. 
Could it be any disadvantage to the clergyman to have it known 
that he was taught an easy and graceful delivery? Boswet. 


‘ He published several works on elocution and pronunciation, and died August 1, 1807, in 
the seventy-sixth year of his age.—O, 
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“Will you not allow, Sir, that a man may be taught to read 
well?” Joxunson. ‘“‘ Why, Sir, so far as to read better than he 
might do without being taught, yes. Formerly it was supposed 
that there was no difference in reading, but that one read as well 
as another.” Bosweuy. “It is wonderful to see old Sheridan as 
enthusiastic about oratory as ever.” Watker. “ His enthusiasm as 
to what oratory will do, may be too great; but he reads well.” 
Jounson. “ He reads well, but he reads low; and you know it is 
much easier to read low than to read high; for when you read 
high, you are much more limited, your loudest note can be but one, 
and so the variety is less in proportion to the loudness. Now some 
people have occasion to speak to an extensive audience, and must 
speak loud to be heard.” Watxer. “ The art is to read strong, 
though low.” 

Talking of the origin of language :—Jounson. “It must have 
come by inspiration. A thousand, nay a million of children could 
not invent a language. While the organs are pliable, there is not 
understanding enough to form a language ; by the time that there 
is understanding enough, the organs are become stiff. We know 
that after a certain age we cannot learn to pronounce a new lan- 
guage. No foreigner, who comes to England when advanced in life, 
ever pronounces English tolerably well ; at least, such instances are 
very rare. When I maintain that language must have come by in- 
spiration, I do not mean that inspiration is required for rhetorick, 
and all the beauties of language ; for when once man has language, 
we can conceive that he may gradually form modifications of it. I 
mean only that inspiration seems to me to be necessary to give man 
the faculty of speech; to inform him that he may have specch; which 
I think he could no more find out without inspiration, than cows or 
hogs would think of such a faculty.”” Watker. “Do you think, 
Sir, there are any perfect synonymes in any language ?” Jounson. 
“ Originally there were not ; but by using words negligently, cr in 
poetry, one wora comes to be confounded with another.” 

He talked of Dr. Dodd. ‘A friend of mine,” said he, ‘‘ came to 
me and told me, that a lady’ wished to have Dr. Dodd’s picture in 


Ihave been told that the lady was Dr. Dodd’s relict; but if this were so, Dr. Johngow 
Biog.—Vol. 26—13 
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a bracelet, and asked me for a motto. I said, I could think of no 
better than Currat Lex. I was very willing to have him pardoned, 
that is, to have the sentence changed to transportation ; but, when 
he was once hanged, I did not wish he should be made a saint.” 

Mrs. Burney, wife of his friend, Dr. Burney, came in, and he 
seemed to be entertained with her conversation. 

Garrick’s funeral was talked of as extravagantly expensive. 
Johnson, from his dislike to exaggeration, would not allow that 
it was distinguished by an extraordinary pomp. ‘‘ Were there not 
six horses to each coach?” said Mrs. Burney. Jonson. “ Madam, 
there were no more six horses than six phenixes.”! 

Mrs. Burney wondered that some very beautiful new buildings 
[Finsbury Square] should be erected in Moorfields, in so shocking 
a situation as between Bedlam and St. Luke’s Hospital ; and said 
she could not live there. Jonnson. ‘‘ Nay, madam, you see nothing 
there to hurt you. You no more think of madness by having 
windows that look to Bedlam, than you think of death by having 
windows that look to a churchyard.” Mrs. Burney. “ We may 
look to a churchyard, Sir ; for it is right that we should be kept 
in mind of death.” Jonnson. “ Nay, Madam, if you go to that, 
it is right that we should be kept in mind of madness, which is 
occasioned by too much indulgence of imagination. I think a very 
moral use may be made of these new buildings ; I would have 
those who have heated imaginations live there, and take warning.” 
Mrs. Burney. “But, Sir, many of the poor people that are mad 
have become so from disease, or from distressing events. It is, 
therefore, not their fault, but their misfortune ; and, therefore, to 
think of them is a melancholy consideration.” 

Time passed on in conversation till it was too late for the service 
of the church at three o’clock. I took a walk, and left him alone 
for some time ; then returned, and we had coffee and conversation 
again by ourselves. 

I stated the character of a noble friend of mine as a curious case 
could not have been aware of it, as he could hardly have disapproved of her wearing hia 
picture, and would surely not have insulted her by such an answer,—O, 


} Johnson, who attended the funeral, ought to have known: but, blind as he was, and in 


such circumstances, he probably did not observe very accurately - for the other authorities 
gay that there were six horses. —O. 


~ 
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for his opinion :—“ He is the most inexplicable man to me that [ 
ever knew. Can you explain him, Sir? He is, I really believe, 
noble-minded, generous, and princely. But his most intimate 
friends may be separated from him for years, without his ever 
asking a question concerning them. He will meet them with a 
formality, a coldness, a stately indifference ; but when they come 
close to him, and fairly engage him in conversation, they find him 
as easy, pleasant, and kind as they could wish. One then supposes 
that what is so agreeable will soon be renewed ; but stay away 
from him for half a year, and he will neither call on you, nor send 
to inquire about you.” Jounson. “ Why, Sir, I cannot ascertain 
his character exactly, as I do not know him ; but I should not like 
to have such a man for my friend. He may love study, and wish 
not to be interrupted by his friends; Amic fures temporis. He 
may be a frivolous man, and be so much occupied with petty pur- 
suits that he may not want friends. Or he may have a notion that 
there is dignity in appearing indifferent, while he in fact may not 
be more indifferent at his heart than another.” 

We went to evening prayers at St. Clement’s, at seven, and then 
parted.’ 


1 The reader will recollect that in the year 1775, when Dr. Johnson visited France, he 
was kindly entertained by the English Benedictine monks at Paris (Vol. III. p. 157). One 
of that body, the Rey. James Compton, in the course of some conversation with him at that 
time, asked him, if any of them should become converts to the protestant faith, and should 
visit England, whether they might hope for a friendly reception from him: to which he 
warmly replied, ‘‘ that he should receive such a convert most cordially.” In consequence of 
this conversation, Mr. Compton, a few years afterwards, having some doubts concerning the 
religion in which he had been bred, was induced, by reading the 10th Number of “‘ The Ram- 
bler,” (on REPENTANCE), to consider the subject more deeply ; and the result of his inquiries 
was, a determination to become a protestant. With this view, in the summer of 1782, he re- 
turned to his native country, from whence he had been absent from his sixth to his thirty-fifth 
year; and on his arrival in London, very scantily provided with the means of subsistence, he 
immediately repaired to Bolt Court, to visit Dr. Johnson; and having informed him of his 
desire to be admitted into the Church of England, for this purpose solicited his aid to procure 
for him an introduction to the bishop of London, Dr. Lowth. At the time of his first visit, 
Johnson was so much indisposed, that he could allow hin. only a short conversation of a few 
minutes; but he desired him to call again in the course of the following week. When Mr. 
Compton visited him a second time, he was perfectly recovered from his indisposition; re- 
ceived him with the utmost cordiality ; and not only undertook the management of the bust 
bess in which his friendly interposition had been requested, but with great kindness exerted 
himself in this gentleman’s favour, with a view to his future subsistence, and immediately 


supplied him with the means of present support, 
Finding that the proposed introduction to the bishop of London had from some accidente/ 
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causes been deferred, lest Mr. Compton, who them lodged at Highgate, should suppose him. 


self neglected, he wrote him the following note :— 
“ October 6, 1782. 


“Str,—I have directed Dr. Vyse’s letter to be sent to you, that you may know the situation 
of your business. Delays are incident to all affairs; but there appears nothing in your case 
of either superciliousness or neglect. Dr. Vyse seems to wish you well. Iam, &., 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Mr. Compton having, by Johnson’s advice, quitted Highgate, and settled in London, had 
now more frequent opportunities of visiting his friend, and profiting by his conversation and 
advice. Still, however, his means of subsistence being very scanty, Dr. Johnson kindly pro- 
mised to afford him a decent maintenance, until by his own exertions he should be able to 
obtain a livelihood; which benevolent offer he accepted, and lived entirely at Johnson’s 
expense till the end of January, 1783; in which month, having previously been introduced te 
Bishop Lowth, he was received into our communion in St. James’s parish church. In the fol- 
lowing April, the place of under-master of St. Paul’s school having become vacant, his friendly 
protector did him a more essential service, by writing the following letter in his favour, to the 
Mercer’s Company, in whom the appointment of the under-master lay :— 


“Bolt Court, Fleet-street, April 19, 1783. 

‘ GenTLEMEN,—At the request of the Reverend Mr. James Compton, who now solicits your 
votes to be elected under-master of St. Paul’s school, I testify with great sincerity, that he is, 
in my opinion, a man of abilities sufficient, and more than sufficient, for the duties of the 
office for which he is a candidate. Iam, &c., Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Though this testimony in Mr, Compton’s favour was not attended with immediate success, 
yet Johnson’s kindness was not without effect ; for his letter procured Mr. Compton so many 
well-wishers in the respectable company of Mercers, that he was honoured, by the favour of 
several of its members, with more applications to teach Latin and French than he could find 
time to attend to, In 1796, the Rey. Mr. Gilbert, one of his majesty’s French chaplains, 
having accepted a living in Guernsey, nominated Mr. Compton as his substitute at the French 
chapel of St. James’s; which appointment, in April, 1811, he reinquished for a petter in the 
French chapel at Bethnal Green. By the favour of Dr. Porteus, the late excellent Bishop of 
London, he was also appointed in 1802, chaplain of the Dutch chapel at St. James’s; a station 
which he still holds, —M. 


CHAPTER XII. 


1783. 


Population of London—Natural Affection—Self-defence—Duelling—Corpulency—Governmen 
of India—Reviewers—Horace—Sickness—Liberty of Teaching—“ Alias ”—Virgil—Cant— 
Hospitality—Miss Burney—Barry’s Pictures—Baxter’s Works—Devotion—Johnson at 
tacked with a Stroke of the Palsy—Recovery—Visit to Langton at Rochester. 


On Sunday, April 20, being Easter-day, after attending solemn 
service at St. Paul’s, I came to Dr. Johnson, and found Mr. Lowe, 
the painter, sitting with him. Mr. Lowe mentioned the great num- 
ber of new buildings of late in London, yet that Dr. Johnson had 
observed that the number of inhabitants was not increased. Joun- 
son. “ Why, Sir, the bills of mortality prove that no more people 
die now than formerly ; so it is plain no more live. The register 
of births proves nothing, for not one-tenth of the people of London 
are born there.” Boswett. “I believe, Sir, a great many of the 
children born in London die early.” Jonson. ‘‘ Why, yes, Sir.” 
Boswet. ‘But those who do live are as stout and strong people 
as any. Dr. Price says, they must be naturdlly strong to get 
through.” Jounson. “That is system, Sir. A great traveller 
observes, that it is said that there are no weak or deformed people 
among the Indians ; but he, with much sagacity, assigns the reason 
of this, which is, that the hardship of their life as hunters and 
fishers does not allow weak or diseased children to grow up. Now, 
had I been an Indian, I must have died early ; my eyes would not 
have served me to get food. I, indeed, now could fish, give me 
English tackle ; but had I been an Indian, I must have starved, or 
they would have knocked me on the head, when they saw I could 
do nothing.” Boswety. ‘ Perhaps, they would have taken care of 
you ; we are told they are fond of oratory,—you would have talked 
to them.” Jonnson. “Nay, Sir, I should not have lived long 
13* a9T 
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enuugh to be fit to talk ; I should have been dead before I was ten 
years old. Depend upon it, Sir, a savage, when he is hungry, will 
not carry about with him a looby of nine years old, who cannot 
help himself. They have no affection, Sir.” Boswetu. “I believe 
natural affection, of which we hear so much, is very small.” Joxn- 
son. ‘Sir, natural affection is nothing ; but affection from princi- 
ple and established duty is sometimes wonderfully strong.” Lows. 
“A hen, Sir, will feed her chickens in preference to herself.” JouHn- 
son. “ But we don’t know that the hen is hungry ; let the hen be 
fairly hungry, avd I’ll warrant she’ll peck the corn herself. A cock, 
I believe, will feed hens instead of himself: but we don’t know that 
the cock is hungry.” Boswety. “ And that, Sir, is not from affec- 
tion, but gallantry. But some of the Indians have affection.” 
Jounson. “Sir, that they help some of their children is plain ; for 
some of them live, which they could not do without being helped.” 

I dined with him ; the company were Mrs. Williams, Mrs. Des- 
moulins, and Mr. Lowe. He seemed not to be well, talked little, 
grew drowsy soon after dinner, and retired ; upon which I went 
away. 

Having next day gone to Mr. Burke’s seat in the country, from 
whence I was recalled by an express, that a near relation of mine 
had killed his antagonist in a duel, and was himself dangerously 
wounded, I saw little of Dr. Johnson till Monday, April 28, when 
I spent a considerable part of the day with him, and introduced the 
subject which then chiefly occupied my mind. Jonnson. “I do not 
see, Sir, that fighting is absolutely forbidden in Scripture ; I sce 
revenge forbidden, but not self-defence.” Bosweti. “The Quakers 
say itis. ‘Unto him that smiteth thee on one cheek, offer him also 
the other.” Jonson. “But stay, Sir; the text is meant only to 
have the effect of moderating passion ; it is plain that we are not to 
take it in a literal sense. We see this from the context, where there 
are other recommendations ; which, I warrant you, the quaker will 
uot take literally : as, for instance, ‘From him that would borrow 
of thee turn thou not away. Let a man whose credit is bad come 
to a quaker, and say, ‘ Well, Sir, lend me a hundred pounds ;’ he'll 
find him as unwilling as any other man. No, Sir; a man may 
shoot the man who invades his character, as he may shoot him who 
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attempts to break into his house.’ So, in 1745, my friend, Tom 
Cumming, the quaker, said he would not fight, but he would drive 
an ammunition cart; and we know that the quakers have sent 
flannel waistcoats to our soldiers, to enable them to fight betvar ” 
Boswe tt. ‘“‘ When a man is the aggressor, and by ill-usage forces 
on a duel by which he is killed, have we not little ground to hope 
that he is gone to a state of happiness?” Jounson. “Sir, we are 
not to judge determinately of the state in which a man leaves this 
life. He may in a moment have repented effectually, and it is pos- 
sible may have been accepted of God. There is in ‘Camden’s 
Remains’ an epitaph upon a very wicked man, who was killed by a 
fall from his horse in which he is supposed to say, 


‘Between the stirrup and the ground, 
I mercy ask’d, I mercy found.’” * 


Boswett. ‘Is not the expression in the burial-service,—‘ in the sure 
and certain hope of a blessed resurrection’—too strong to be used 
indiscriminately, and, indeed, sometimes when those over whose 
bodies it is said have been notoriously profane?” Jounson. “It 
is sure and certain hope, Sir, not belief.” I did not insist further ; 
but cannot help thinking that less positive words would be more 


proper.” 


} I think it necessary to caution my readers against concluding that, in this or any other 
conversation of Dr. Johnson, they have his serious and deliberate opinion on the subject of 
duelling. In my Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides, third edit. p. 886, it appears that he 
made this frank confession: ‘‘ Nobody, at times, talks more laxly than I do ;” and ibid. p. 
281, ‘‘ He fairly owned he could not explain the rationality of duelling.”” We may, there- 
fore, infer that he could not think that justifiable, which seems so inconsistent with the spirit 
of the Gospel. At the same time, it must be confessed, that, from the prevalent notions of 
honour, a gentleman who receives a challenge is reduced to a dreadful alternative. A re- 
markable instance of this is furnished by a clause in the will of the late Colonel Thomas, of 
the Guards, written the night before he feli in a duel, September 8, 1788: “In the first place, 
I commit my soul to Almighty God, in hopes of his mercy and yardon for the irreligious step 
I now (in compliance with the unwarrantable customs of this wicked world) put myself under 
the necessity of taking.’—B. [Colonel Thomas was shot in a duel by Colonel Cosmo Gordon. 
See Gent. Mag., 1783, p. 801.]} 

2 In repeating this epitaph, Johnson improved it. The original runs thus :— 

“ Betwiet the stirrup and the ground, 
Mercy I ask’d, mercy I found.”—M. 


* Upon this objection the Rev. Mr. Ralph Churton, fellow of Brazennose Oollege, Oxford, 
has favoured me with the following satisfactory observation; 
“The passage in the burial-service does not mean the resurrection of the person interred, 
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Talking ot a man who was grown very fat, so as to be incom: 
moded with corpulency, he said, ‘“‘ He eats too much, Sir.” BoswELt. 
“T don’t know, Sir ; you will see one man fat, who eats moderately, 
and another lean, who eats a great deal.” Joxnson. “ Nay, Sir, 
whatever may be the quantity that a man eats, it is plain that if he 
is too fat he has eaten more than he should have done. One man 
may have a digestion that consumes food better than common ; out 
it is certain that solidity is increased by putting something to it.” 
Boswe... ‘“‘ But may not solids swell and be distended ?” Joxnson. 
“Yes, Sir, they may swell and be distended ; but that is not fat.” 

We talked of the accusation against a gentleman for supposed 
delinquencies in India. Jonnson. “ What foundation there is for 
accusation I know not, but they will not get at him. Where bad 
actions are committed at so great a distance, a delinquent can 
obscure the evidence till the scent becomes cold ; there is a cloud 
between, which cannot be penetrated : therefore all distant power 
is bad. Iam clear that the best plan for the government of India 
is a despotic governor ; for if he be a good man, it is evidently the 
best government ; and supposing him to be a bad man, it is better 
to have one plunderer than many. A governor whose power is 
checked lets others plunder, that he himself may be allowed to plun- 
der ; but if despotic, he sees that the more he lets others plunder, 
the less there will be for himself, so he restrains them ; and though 
he himself plunders, the country is a gainer, compared with being 
plundered by numbers.” 

I mentioned the very liberal payment which had been received for 
reviewing ; and as evidence of this, that it had been proved in a 
trial, that Dr. Shebbeare had received six guineas a sheet for that 
kind of literary labour Jounson. “Sir, he might get six guineas 
for a particular sheet, but not communibus sheetibus.” Boswku. 


but the general resurrection; it is in sure and certain hope of the resurrection ; not Ais resur- 
rection. Where the deceased is really spoken of, the expression is very different,—‘as our 
hope is this our brother doth,’ [rest in Christ]: a mode of speeeh consistent with everything 
but absolute certainty that the person departed doth not rest in Christ, which no one can be 
assured of without immediate revelation from Heaven. In the first of these places, also, 
‘eternal life’ does not necessarily mean eternity of bliss, but merely the eternity of the state, 
whether in happiness or in misery, to ensue upon the resurrection ; which is probably the 


sense of ‘the life everlasting,’ in the Apostles’ Creed. See Wheatly and Bennet on the Com: 
mon Prayer.’’ 
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“ Pray, Sir, by a sheet of review, is it meant that it shail be all of 
the writer’s own composition? or are extracts, made from the book’ 
reviewed, deducted?” Jounson. “N o, Sir; it is a sheet, no matter 
of what.” Boswetu. “I think that is not reasonable.” JOHNSON, 
“Yes, Sir, itis. A man will more easily write a sheet all his own, 
than read an octavo volume to get extracts.” To one of Johnson’s 
wonderful fertility of mind, I believe writing was really easier than 
reading and extracting ; but with ordinary men the case is very dif- 
ferent. A great deal, indeed, will depend upon the care and judg- 
ment with which extracts are made. I can suppose the operation to 
be tedious and difficult ; but in many instances we must observe 
crude morsels cut out of books as if at random ; and when a large 
extract is made from one place, it surely may be done with very 
little trouble. One, however, I must acknowledge, might be led, 
from the practice of reviewers, to suppose that they take a pleasure 
in original writing ; for we often find, that instead of giving an 
accurate account of what has been done by the author whose work 
they are reviewing, which is surely the proper business of a literary 
journal, they produce some plausible and ingenious conceits of their 
own, upon the topics which have been discussed. 

Upon being told that old Mr. Sheridan, indignant at the neglect of 
his oratorical plans, had threatened to go to America: Jounson. 
“‘T hope he will go to America.” Boswett. “The Americans don’t 
want oratory.” Jonson. “ But we can want Sheridan.” 

On Monday, April 28, I found him at home in the morning, and 
Mr. Seward with him. Horace having been mentioned : Boswett. 
“There is a great deal of thinking in his works. One finds there 
almost everything but religion.” Szwarp. “He speaks of his 
returning to it, in his Ode Parcus Deorwm cultor et infrequens.” 
Jounson. “Sir, he was not in earnest ; this was merely poetical.” 
Bosweti. “There are, I am afraid, many people who have no reli- 
gion at all.” Sewarp. “And sensible people too. Jonnson. 
“Why, Sir, not sensible in that respect. There must be either a 
natural or a moral stupidity, if one lives in a total neglect of so 
very important a concern.” Srwarp. “I wonder that there should 
be people without religion.” Jonson. “Sir, you need not wonder 
at this, when you consider how large a proportion of almost every 
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man’s life is passed without thinking of it. I myself was for some 
years totally regardless of religion. It had dropped out of my mind. 
It. was at an early part of my life. Sickness brought it back, and I 
hope I have never lost it since. Boswety. ‘ My dear, Sir, what a 
man must you have been without religion! Why you must have 
gone on drinking, and swearing, and—” Jonson (with a smile) 
“T drank enough, and swore enough, to be sure.” Srwarp. “ One 
should think that sickness and the view of death would make more 
men religious.” Jounson. “ Sir, they do not know how to go about 
it ; they have not the first notion. A man who has never had reli- 
gion before, no more grows religious when he is sick, than a man 
who has never learnt figures can count when he has need of cal- 
culation. 

I mentioned a worthy friend of ours, whom we valued mueh [Mr. 
Langton] but observed that he was too ready to introduce religious 
discourse upon all occasions. Jounson. “‘ Why, yes, Sir, he will 
introduce religious discourse without seeing whether it will end in 
instruction and improvement, or produce some profane jest. He 
would introduce it in the company of Wilkes, and twenty more such. 

I mentioned Dr. Johnson’s excellent distinction between liberty of 
conscience and liberty of teaching. Jonnson. “ Consider, Sir ; if 
you have children whom you wish to be educated in the principles 
of the church of England, and there comes a quaker who tries vo 
pervert them to his principles, you would drive away the quaker. 
You would not trust to the predomination of right, which you believe 
is in your opinions ; you will keep wrong out of their heads. Now 
the vulgar are the children of the state. If any one attempts to 
teach them doctrines contrary to what the state approves, the magis- 
trate may and ought to restrain him.” Srwarp. “ Would you restrain 
private conversation, Sir?” Joanson. ‘“ Why, Sir, it is difficult to 
say where private conversation begins, and where it ends. If we 
three should discuss even the great question concerning the exis- 
tence of a Supreme Being by ourselves, we should not be restrained ; 
for that would be to put an end to all improvement. But if we 
should discuss it in the presence of ten boarding-school girls, and as 
many boys, I think the magistrate would do well to put us in the 
stocks, to finish the debate there.” 


Stat. 1, ANCIENT AND MODERN LEARNING, 808 


Lord Hailes had sent him a present of a curious little printed 
poem, on repairing the university of Aberdeen, by David Mallock, 
which he thought would please J. ohnson, as affording clear evidence 
that Mallet had appeared even as a literary character by the name 
of Malloch ; his changing which to one of softer sound had given 
Johnson oecasion to introduce him into his Dictionary, under the 
article Ahas.' This piece was, I suppose, one of Mallet’s first 
essays. It is preserved in his works, with several variations, 
Johnson having read aloud, from the beginning of it, where there 
were some common-place assertions as to the superiority of ancient 
times :—“‘ How false,” said he, “is all this, to say that ‘in ancient 
times learning was not a disgrace to a peer, as it is now!’ In 
ancient times a peer was as ignorant as any one else. He would 
have been angry to have it thought he could write his name. Men 
in ancient times dared to stand forth with a degree of ignorance 
with which nobody would now dare to stand forth. I am always 
angry when I hear ancient times praised at the expense of modern 
times. There is now a great deal more learning in the world than 
there was formerly ; for it is universally diffused. You have, per- 
haps, no man who knows as much Greek and Latin as Bentley ; no 
man who knows as much mathematics as Newton: but you have 
many more men who know Greek and Latin, and who know mathe- 
matics.” 

On Thursday, 1st May, I visited him in the evening along with 
young Mr. Burke. He said, “It is strange that there should be so 
little reading in the world, and so much writing. People in general 
do not willingly read, if they can have anything else to amuse them, 
There must be an external impulse ; emulation, or vanity, or avarice. 


1 Malloch, as Mr. Bindley observes to me, “continued to write his name thus, after he 
came to London, His verses prefixed to the second edition of Thomson’s ‘ Winter’ are so 
subscribed, and so are his letters written in London, and published a few years ago in ‘The 
European Magazine ;’ but he soon afterwards adopted the alteration to Mallet, for he is so called 
in the list of subscribers to Savage’s Miscellanies, printed in 1726 ; and thenceforward uniformly 
Mallet, in all his writings.".—M. A notion has been entertained, that no such exemplifica- 
tion of Alias is to be found in Johnson’s Dictionary, and that the whole story was waggishly 
fabricated by Wilkes in the ‘“‘ North Briton.” The real fact is, that it is not to be found ia 
the folio or quarto editions, but was added by Johnson in his own octavo abridgment, in 
1736.—J. Boswxi, Jun, It still remains in the octavo editions, at least it is in mine of 
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The progress which the understanding makes through a book has 
more pain than pleasure in it. Language is scanty and inedequate 
to express the nice gradations and mixtures of our feelings. No 
man reads a book of science from pure inclination. The books that 
we do read with pleasure are light compositions, which contain a 
quick succession of events. However, ] have this year read all 
Virgil through. I read a book of the Aneid every night, so it was 
done in twelve nights, and I had a great delight in it. The Geor- 
gics did not give me so much pleasure, except the fourth book. The 
Kclogues I have almost all by heart. I do not think the story of 
the Aineid interesting. I like the story of the Odyssey much bet- 
ter ; and this not on account of the wonderful things which it con- 
tains ; for there are wonderful things enough in the Aneid ;—the 
ships of the Trojans turned to sea-nymphs,—the tree at Polydorus’s 
tomb dropping blood. The story of the Odyssey is interesting as a 
great part of it is domestic. It has been said there is pleasure in 
writing, particularly in writing verses. I allow you may have plea- 
sure from writing after it is over, if you have written well ;' but 
you don’t go willingly to it again. I know, when I have been writ- 
ing verses, I have run my finger down the margin, to see how many 
I had made, and how few I had to make.” 

He seemed to be in a very placid humour ; and although I have 
no note of the particulars of young Mr. Burke’s* conversation, it is 
but justice to mention in general, that it was such that Dr. Johnson 
said to me afterwards, ‘‘ He did very well indeed ; I have a mind to 
tell his father.” 


Lerrer 488. TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, / 
“ May 2, 1788, 
‘Dear Sir,—The gentleman who waits on you with this is Mr. Cruikshanks, 
who wishes to succeed his friend Dr. Hunter as professor of anatomy in the 
royal academy. His qualifications are very generally known, and it adds dig- 
nity to the institution that such men* are candidates. I am, Sir, &. 


“Sam. Jounson.” 


» Dum pingit, fuitur arte; postquam pinxerat, fruitur fructa artis. —Seneca. —K EaRNEY. 
* This gentleman, to the inexpressible grief of his parents, died Aug. 2, 1794, in his thirty 
@fth year.—M. 


® Let it be remembered by those who accuse Dr. Johnson of liberality, tha both wore 
bs0tchimen, 
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I have no minute of any interview with Johnson till Thursday, 
May 15th, when I find what follows: Bosweu. “I wish much to 
be in parliament, Sir.” Jonson. “Why, Sir, unless you come 
resolved to support any administration, you would be the worse for 
being in parliament, because you would be obliged to live more ex- 
pensively.” Boswet. “Perhaps, Sir, I should be the less happy 
for being in parliament. I never would sell my vote, and I should 
be vexed if things went wrong.” Jounson. “That’s cant, Sir. It 
would not vex you more in the House than in the gallery : public 
affairs vex no man.” Boswetu. “ Have not they vexed yourself a 
little, Sir? Have not you been vexed by all the turbulence of this 
reign, and by that absurd vote of the house of commons, ‘That the 
influence of the crown has increased, is increasing, and ought to be 
diminished?” Jounson. “ Sir, I have never slept an hour less, nor 
eat an ounce less meat. I would have knocked the factious dogs 
on the head, to be sure ; but I was not vered.” Boswe.u. “I de- 
clare, Sir, upon my honour, I did imagine I was vexed, and took a 
pride in it ; but it was, perhaps, cant ; for I own I neither eat less 
nor slept less.” Jounson. ‘‘ My dear friend, clear your mind of 
cant. You may talk as other people do; you may say to a man, 
‘Sir, I am your humble servant.’ You are not his most humble 
servant. You may say, ‘These are bad times; it is a melancholy 
thing to be reserved to such times.’ You don’t mind the times 
You tell a man, ‘I am sorry you had such bad weather the last 


day of your journey, and were so much wet.’? You don’t care six- | 


pence whether he is wet or dry. You may ¢alk in this manner ; it 
is a mode of talking in society ; but don’t think foolishly.” 

I talked of living in the country. Jonnson. “Don’t set up for 
what is called. hospitality: it is a waste of time, and a waste of 
money ; you are eaten up, and not the more respected for your 
liberality. If your house be like an inn, nobody cares for you. A 
man who stays a week with another makes him a slave for a week.” 
Boswetu. “But there are people, Sir, who make their houses a 
home to their guests, and are themselves quite easy.” JOHNSON 
“Then, Sir, home must be the same to the guests, and they need 
not come.” 

Here he discovered a notion common enough in persons not muck 
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accustomed to entertain company, that there must be a degree of 
elaborate attention, otherwise company will think themselves 
neglected ; and such attention is no doubt very fatiguing. He pro- 
ceeded : ‘‘I would not, however, be a stranger in my own country ; 
I would visit my neighbours, and receive their visits ; but I would 
not be in haste to return visits. If a gentleman comes to see me, J 
tell him he does me a great deal of honour. I do not go to see 
him perhaps for ten weeks ; then we are very complaisant to each 
other. No, Sir, you will have much more influence by giving or 
lending money where it is wanted, than by hospitality.” 

On Saturday, May 17, I saw him for a short time. Having men- 
tioned that I had that morning been with old Mr. Sheridan, he 
remembered their former intimacy with a cordial warmth, and said 
to me, “ Tell Mr. Sheridan I shall be glad to see him and shake 
hands with him.” Boswety. “It is to me very wonderful that 
resentment should be kept up so long.” Jounson. ‘‘ Why, Sir, it 
is not altogether resentment that he does not visit me ; it is partly 
falling out of the habit,—partly disgust, such as one has at a drug 
that has made him sick. Besides, he knows that I laugh at his 
oratory.” 

Another day I spoke of one of our friends, of whom he, as well as 
I, had a very high opinion, He expatiated in his praise ; but added, 
“Sir, he is a cursed Whig, a bottomless Whig, as they all are now.”? 

I mentioned my expectations from the interest of an eminent 
person* then in power; adding, “But I have no claim but the 
claim of friendship: however, some people will go a great way 
from that motive.” Jonnson. “Sir, they will go all the way 
from that motive.” A gentleman talked of retiring. ‘“ Never think 
of that,” said Johnson. The gentleman urged, ‘I should then do 
no ill.” Jonson. “Nor no good either. Sir, it would be a civil 
suicide.” 

“Qn Monday, May 26, I found him at tea, and the celebrated 
Miss Burney,* the author of “ Evelina” and “ Cecilia,” with him. 

1 Mr. Burke, who, however, proved himself, on the French Revolution, not to be a bottom, 
tees Whig.—O, 
2 Probably Lord Mountstuart.—O. 


* Frances, afterwards Mad, D’Arblay, born in July, 1762, had published “ Evelina” tm 
1778 and “ Cecilia” in the autumn of 1782,—0, 


Mraz, 7. MISS BURNEY. 807 
I asked if there would be any speakers in parliament, if there were 
no places to be obtained. Jonnson. “Yes, Sir. Why do you 
speak here? Either to instruct and entertain, which is a benevo- 
lent motive ; or for distinction, which is a selfish motive" 1 men- 
tioned “‘ Cecilia.” Jonnson (with an air of animated satisfaction) 
“ Sir, if yon talk of ‘ Cecilia,’ talk on.” : 

We talked of Mr. Barry’s exhibition of his pictures. JoHNson. 
“Whatever the hand may have done, the mind has done its part, 
There is a grasp of mind there which you find nowhere else.”? 

I asked whether a man naturally virtuous, or one who has over- 
come wicked inclinations, is the best. JoHnson. “ Sir, to you, the 
man who has overcome wicked inclinations is not the best. He 
has more merit to himself. I would rather trust my money to a 
man who has no hands, and so a physical impossibility to steal, 
than to a man of the most honest principles. There is a witty 
satirical story of Foote. He had a small bust of Garrick placed 
upon his bureau. ‘You may be surprised,’ said he, ‘that I allow 
him to be so near my gold; but you will observe he has no 
hands.’” 

On Friday, May 29, being to set out for Scotland next morning, 
I passed a part of the day with him in more than usual earnestness, 
as his health was in a more precarious state than at any time when 
I had parted from him. He, however, was quick and lively, and 
critical, as usual. I mentioned one who was a very learned man. 
Jounson. “Yes, Sir, he has a great deal of learning ; but it never 
lies straight. There is never one idea by the side of another "tis 
all entangled : and then he drives it so awkwardly upon conver- 
sation |” 

I stated to him an anxious thought, by which a sincere Christian 
might be disturbed, even when conscious of having lived a good 
life, so far as is consistent with human infirmity: he might fear 
that he should afterwards fall away, and be guilty of such crimes 
es would render ail his former religion vain. Could there be, upon 
this awful subject, such a thing as balancing of accounts? Suppose 


1 In Mr. Barry’s printed analysis or description of these pictures, he speaks of Johnson's 
eharacter in the highest terms. 
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a man who has led a good life for seven years commits an act of 
wickedness, and instantly dies ; will his former good life have any 
effect in his favour? Jounson. “Sir, if a man has led a good life 
for seven years, and then is hurried by passion to do what is wrong, 
and is suddenly carried off, depend upon it he will have the reward 
of his seven years’ good life: God will not take a catch of him. 
Upon this principle Richard Baxter believes that a suicide may be 
saved. ‘If? says he, ‘it should be objected that what I maintain 
may encourage suicide, I answer, I am mt to tell a lie to prevent 
it?” Boswey. “But does not the text say, ‘As the tree falls, so 
it must lie?” Jonnson. “Yes, Sir; as the tree falls: but,”— 
after a little pause—‘‘ that is meant as to the general state of the 
tree, not what is the effect of a sudden blast.’” In short, he inter- 
preted the expression as referring to condition, not to position. The 
common notion, therefore, seems to be erroneous ; and Shenstone’s 
witty remark on divines trying to give the tree a jerk upon a death- 
bed, to make it lie favourably, is not well founded. 

I asked him what works of Richard Baxter’s I should read. He 
said, “‘ Read any of them: they are all good.” 

He said, ‘‘ Get as much force of mind as you can. Live within 
your income. Always have something saved at the end of the 
year. Let your imports be more than your exports, and you'll 
never go far wrong.” 

I assured him, that in the extensive and various range of his 
acquaintance there never had been any one who had a more sincere 
respect and affection for him than I had. He said, “I believe it, 
Sir. Were I in distress, there is no man to whom I should sooner 
come than to you. I should like to come and have a cottage in 
your park, toddle about, live mostly on milk, and be taken care of 
by Mrs. Boswell. She and I are good friends now ; are we not?” 

Talking of devotion, he said, “Though it be true that ‘ God 
dwelleth not in temples made with hands,’ yet in this state of being 
our minds are more piously affected. in places appropriated to divine 
worship, than in others. Some people have a particular room in 
their houses where they say their prayers ; of which I do not dis- 
approve, as it may animate their devotion.” 

He embraced me, and gave me his blessing, as usual, when I 
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was leaving him for any length of time. I walked from this door 
to-day with a fearful apprehension of what might happen before I 
returned. 


Lrrrmr 484. TO THE RIGHT HON. WILLIAM WINDHAM. 

“London, May 81, 1788, 
“Sir,—The bringer of this letter is the father of Miss Philips,? a singer 
who comes to try her voice on the stage at Dublin. Mr. Philips is one of my 
old friends; and as I am of opinion that neither he nor his daughter will do 
anything that can disgrace their benefactors, I take the liberty of entreating 
you to countenance and protect them so far as may be suitable to your sta- 
tion* and character, and shall consider myself as obliged by any favourable 
notice which they shall have the honour of receiving from you. I am, Sir, &c., 

“Sam. JoHNsoN.” 


The following is another instance of his active benevolence :— 


Lerrer 435. TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 
“ June 2, 1788, 


“ Dear Str,—I have sent you some of my god-son’s performances, ot which 
I do not pretend to form any opinion. When I took the liberty of mentioning 
him to you, I did not know what I have since been told, that Mr. Moser had 
admitted him among the students of the Academy. What more can be done 
for him, I earnestly entreat you to consider; for I am very desirous wat he 
should derive some advantage from -ny connection with him. If you are in- 
clined to see him, I will bring him to wait on you at any time that you shali 
be pleased to appoint. I am, Sir, &. Sam. Jounsos.” 


My anxious apprehensions at parting with him this year proved 
to be but too well founded; for not long afterwards he had a dread- 
ful stroke of the palsy, of which there are very full and accurate 
accounts in letters written by himself, to show with what composure 
of mind and resignation to the Divine Will his steady piety enabled 
him to behave. 

Lzrrer 436. TO MR. EDMUND ALLEN. jae 


“Tt has pleased God this morning to deprive me of the powers of speech , 
and as I do not know but that it may be his further good pleasure to deprive 


1 Now the celebrated Mrs. Crouch.—B. She died in October, 1805, xt. 45.—0. 
3 Mr. Windham was at this time in Dublin, secretary to the Earl of Northington, then Jord 


Weutenant of Ireland 
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me soon of my senses, I request you will, on the receipt of this note, come to 
me, and act for me as the exigences of my case may require. I am, &. 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


LErTer 437, TO THE REV. DR. JOHN TAYLOR. 
“June 17, 1788. 

“Dear Sir,—It has pleased God, by a paralytic stroke in the night, to 
deprive me of speech. I am very desirous of Dr. Heberden’s assistance, as | 
think my case is not past remedy. Let me see you as soon as it is possible. 
Bring Dr. Heberden with you, if you can; but come yourself at all events. I 
am glad you are so well when I am so dreadfully attacked, 

“T think that by a speedy application of stimulants much may be done. I 
question if a vomit, vigorous and rough, would not rouse the organs of speech 
to action. As it is too early to send, I will try to recollect what I can that can 
be suspected to have brought on this dreadful distress. 

‘““T have been accustomed to bleed frequently for an asthmatic complaint, 
put have forborne for some time by Dr. Pepys’s persuasion, who perceived my 
legs beginning to swell. I sometimes alleviate a painful, or, more properly, 
an oppressive constriction of my chest, by opiates; and have lately taken 
opium frequently ; but the last, or two last times, in smaller quantities. My 
largest dose is three grains, and last night I took but two. You will suggest 
these things (and they are all that I can call to mind) to Dr. Heberden. I ax, 
&e. ““ Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Two days after he wrote thus to Mrs. Thrale :’ 


“On Monday, the 16th, I sat for my picture, and walked a considerable way 
with little inconvenience. In the afternoon and evening I felt myself light and 
easy, and began to plan schemes of life. Thus I went to bed, and in a short 
time waked and sat up, as has been long my custom, when I felt a confusion 
and indistinctness in my head, which lasted, | suppose, about half a minute. I 
was alarmed, and prayed God, that however he might afflict my body, he 
would spare my understanding. This prayer, that I might try the integrity of 
my faculties, I made in Latin verse. The lines were not very good, but I knew 
them not to be very good: I made them easily, and concluded myself to be 
unimpaired in my faculties. 

“Soon after | perceived that I had suffered a paralytic stroke, and that my 
speech was taken from me. J had no pain, and so little dejection in this 
dreadful state, that I wondered at my own apathy, and considered that per- 
haps death itself, when it should come, would excite less horror than seems 
now to attend it. : 

‘‘In order to rouse the vocal organs, I took two drams. Wine has been 


1 Vol. Il. p. 268, of Mrs, Thrale’s Collection, 
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celebrated for the production of eloquence. I put myself in violent motion, 
and I think repeated it ; but all was in vain. I then went to bed; and, strange 
as it may seem, I think slept. When I saw light, it was time to contrive what 
I should do. Though God stopped my speech, he left me my hand: I enjoyed 
a mercy which was not granted to my dear friend Lawrence, who now per- 
haps overlooks me as I am writing, and rejoices that I have what he wanted. 
My first note was necessarily to my servant, who came in talking, and could 
bot immediately comprehend why he should read what I put into his hands. 

“I then wrote a card to Mr. Allen, that I might have a discreet friend at 
and, to act as occasion should require. In penning this note I had some diffi- 
culty ; my hand, I knew not how or why, made wrong letters. I then wrote 
to Dr. Taylor to come to me, and bring Dr. Heberden; and I sent to Dr. 
Brocklesby, who is my neighbour. My physicians are very friendly, and give 
me great hopes; but you may imagine my situation. I have so far recovered 
my vocal powers, as to repeat the Lord’s Prayer with no imperfect articula- 
tion. My memory, I hope, yet remains as it was; but such an attack produces 
solicitude for the safety of every faculty.” 


Lerter 438. TO MR. THOMAS DAVIES. 
“June 18, 1788. 


“Dear Sir,—I have had, indeed, a very heavy blow; but God, who yet 
spares my life, I humbly hope will spare my understanding and restore my 
speech. As I am not at all helpless, I want no particular assistance, but am 
strongly affected by Mrs. Davies’s tenderness; and when I think she can do 
me good, shall be very glad to call upon her. I had ordered friends to be 
shut out; but one or two have found the way in; and if you come you shall 
be admitted; for I know not whom I can see that will bring more amusement 
on his tongue, or more kindness in his heart. I am, &. 

“ Sam. JOHNSON.” 


It gives me great pleasure to preserve such a memorial of John- 
son’s regard for Mr. Davies, to whom I was indebted for my intro- 
duction to him.’ He indeed loved Davies cordially, of which I shall 
give the following little evidence :—One day when he had treated 
him with too much asperity, Tom, who was not without pride and 
spirit, went off in a passion ; but he had hardly reached home, when 
Frank, who had been sent after him, delivered this note: ‘‘ Come, 
come, dear Davies, I am always sorry when we quarrel; send me 
word that we are friends.” 


1 Poor Derrick, however, though he did not himself introduce me to Dr. Johnson as he pre 
mised, had the merit of introducing me to Davies, the immediate introducer. 
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Lerrer 489. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“ London, July 8, 1783. 

“Dear Srr,—Your anxiety about my health is very friendly and very agree- 
able with your general kindness. I have indeed had a very frightful blow. 
On the 17th of last month, about three in the morning, as near as I can guess, 
I perceived myself almost totally deprived of speech. I had no pain. My 
organs were so obstructed that I could say no, but could scarcely say yes. if 
wrote the necessary directions, for it pleased God to spare my hand, and sent 
for Dr. Heberden and Dr. Brocklesby. Between the time in which I discovered 
my own disorder, and that in which I sent for the doctors, I had, I believe, in 
spite of my surprise and solicitude, a little sleep, and nature began to renew 
its operations. They came and gave the directions which the disease required, 
and from that time I have been continually improving in articulation. I can 
aow speak; but the nerves are weak, and I cannot continue discourse long; 
but strength, I hope, will return. The physicians consider me as cured. I 
was last Sunday at church, On Tuesday, I took an airing to Hampstead, and 
dined with the Club, where Lord Palmerston was proposed, and, against my 
opinion, was rejected.’ I designed to go next week with Mr. Langton to 
Rochester, where I purpose to stay about ten days, and then try some other 
air, Ihave many kind invitations. Your brother has very frequently inquired 
after me. Most of my friends have, indeed, been very attentive. Thank dear 
Lord Hailes for his present. 

“T hope you found at your return everything gay and prosperous, and your 
lady, in particular, quite recovered and confirmed. Pay her my respects. I 
am, dear Sir, &. Sam. Jounson.” 


Lerrer 440. TO MRS. LUCY PORTER. 
“London, July 5, 1788. 

“Dear MapamM,—The account which you give of your health is but melan- 
choly, May it please God to restore you. My disease affected my speech, and 
still continues, in some degree, to obstruct my utterance; my voice is distinct 
enough for a waile, but the organs being still weak are quickly weary; but in 
other respects 1 am, I think, rather better than I have lately been, and can let 
you know my state without the help of any other hand. In the opinion of my 
friends, and in my own, I am gradually mending. The physicians consider 
me as cured, and I had leave four days ago to wash the cantharides from my 
head. Last Tuesday I dined at the Club. 

“JT am going next week into Kent, and purpose to change the air frequently 
this summer: whether I shall wander so far as Staffordshire I cannot tell. I 
should be glad to come. Return my thanks to Mrs. Cobb, and Mr. Pearson,® 


§ His lordship was soon after chosen, and ls now, a member of the Club. 


® The Rev. Mr. Pearson, to whom Mrs. Lucy Porter bequeathed the greater part of her - 
§roperty.—M. 
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and all that have shown attention to me. Let us, my dear, pray for one 
another, and consider our sufferings as notices mercifully given us to prepare 
ourselves for another state. : 
“TI live now but in a melancholy way. My old friend Mr. Levett is dead, 
who lived with me in the house, and was useful and companionable; Mrs. Des- 
moulins is gone away; and Mrs. Williams is so much decayed, that she can 
add little to another’s gratifications. The world passes away, and we are pass- 
ing with it; but there is, doubtless, another world, which will endure for ever. 
Let us all fit ourselves for it. Iam, &. Sam. Jonnson.” 


Such was the general vigour of his constitution. tnat he recovered 
from this alarming and severe attack with wonderfa! quickness ; so 
that in July he was able to make a visit to Mr. Langton at Roches- 
ter, where he passed about a fortnight, and made little excursions 
as easily as at any time of his life.’ 


1 In his letters to Mrs. Thrale we find the following melancholy paragraphs : 

“ Aug. 18.—I am now broken with disease, without the alleviation of familiar friendship or 
domestic society ; I have no middle state between clamour and silence, between general con- 
versation and self-tormenting solitude. Levett is dead, and poor Williams is making haste 
to die: I know not if she will ever come out of her chamber.” 

“ Aug 20.—This has been a day of great emotion: the office of the communion for the sick 
has been performed in poor Mrs. Williams’s chamber. At home I see almost all my compa- 
tions dead or dying. At Oxford I have just left Wheeler, the man with whom I most delighted 
to converse. The sense of my own diseases, and the sight of the world sinking round me, 
gppress me perhaps too much. I hope that all these admonitions will not be vain, and that 
{ shall learn to die as dear Williams is dying, who was very cheerful before and after this 
awful solemnity, and seems to resign herself with calmness and hope upon eternal mercy. 
I read your last kind letter with great delight; but when I came to love and honour, what 
sprung in my mind ?—‘ How loved, how honoured once, avails thee not.’—-I sat to Mrs. Rey- 
nolds yesterday for my picture, perhaps the tenth time; and I sat for three hours with the 
‘atience of mortal born to bear.” 

“ Aug. 26.—Mrs. Williams fancies now and then that she grows better, but her vital powers 
appear to be slowly burning out. Nobody thinks, however, that she will very soon be quite 
wasted ; and as she suffers me to be of very little use to her, I have determined to pass some 
time with Mr. Bowles, near Salisbury, and have taken a place for Thursday. Some benefit 
may be perhaps received from change of air, some from change of company, and sore from 
mere change of place. It is not easy to grow well in a chamber where one has long been 
sick, and where every thing seen, and every person speaking, revives and impresses images 
of pain. Though it be true that no man can run away from himself, yet he may escape from 
many causes of useless uneasiness. That the mind is its own place is the boast of a fallen 
angel that had learned to lie. External locality has great effects, at least upon all embodied 
beings. I hope this little journey will afford me at least some suspense of melancholy.” —M. 
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In August he went as far as the neighbourhood of Salisbury, to 
Heale, the seat of William Bowles, Esq., a gentleman whom I have 
heard him praise for exemplary religious order in his family. In his 
diary I find a short but honourable mention of this visit :—‘‘ August 
28, I came to Heale without fatigue. 30, I am entertained quite to 
my mind.” 


Lerrgr 44) TO DR. BROCKLESBY. 


“ Heale, near Salisbury, Aug. 29, 1788, 
“Dear Srr,—Without appearing to want a just sense of your kind attention, 
I cannot omit to give an account of the day which seemed to appear in some 
sort perilous. I rose at five, and went out at six; and having reached Salis- 
bury about nine, went forward a few miles in my friend’s chariot. I was no 
more wearied with the journey, though it was a high-hung, rough coach, than 
T should have been forty years ago. - We shall now see what air will do. The 
country is all a plain; and the house in which I am, so far as I can judge from 
my window, for I write before I have left my chamber, is sufficiently pleasant. 
“Be so kind as to continue your attention to Mrs. Williams. It is great 
sonsolatioa to the well, and still greater to the sick, that they find themselves 
oot neglected; and I know that you will be desirous of giving comfort, even 
where you have no great hope of giving help. 
“Since I wrote the former part of the letter, I find that by the course of the 
post I cannot send it before the thirty-first. I am, &. 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


While he was here, he had a letter from Dr. Brocklesby, ac- 
quainting him of the death of Mrs. Williams, which affected him 


a good deal. Though for several years her temper had not been 
Sis 
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complacent, she had valuable qualities, and her departure left a 
blank in his house. Upon this occasion ? he, according to his hab- 
itual course of piety, composed a prayer.’ 

I shall here insert a few particulars concerning him, with which 
T have been favoured by one of his friends. 


“He had once conceived the design of writing the Life of Oliver Cromwell, 
saying, that he thought it must be highly curious to trace his extraordinary 
rise to the supreme power from so obscure a beginning. He at length laid 
aside his scheme, on discovering that all that can be told of him is already in 
print; and that it is impracticable to procure any authentic information in ad- 
dition to what the world is already in possession of.” ® 

“He had likewise projected, but at what part of his life is not known, a 
work to show how small a quantity of rzaL Fiction there is in the world ; 
and that the same images, with very little variation, have served all the authors 
who have ever written.” 

“His thoughts in the latter part of his life were frequently employed on his 
deceased friends. He often muttered these or such like sentences: ‘ Poor 
man! and then he died.’” 

“Speaking of a certain literary friend, ‘ He is a very pompous puzzling fet- 
low,’ said he; ‘he lent me a letter once that somebody had written to him, no 
matter what it was about; but he wanted to have the letter back, and ex: 
pressed a mighty value for it; he hoped it was to be met with again; he 
would not lose it for a thousand pounds. I laid my hand upon it soon after- 
wards, and gave it him. I believe I said I was very glad to have met with it. 


1 Prayers and Meditations, p. 226. 

* In his letter to Miss Susannah Thrale, Sept. 9, he thus writes :— 

“Pray shew mamma this passage of a letter from Dr. Brockiesby :—‘ Mrs. Williams, from 
mere inanition, has at length paid the great debt to nature, about three o’clock this morning 
(Sept. 6). She died without a struggle, retaining her faculties entire to the very last ; and, 
as she expressed it, having set her house in order, was prepared to leave it at the last sum- 
mons of nature.” 

In his letter to Mes. Thrale, Sept. 22, he adds :— 

“Poor Williams has, I hope, seen the end of her afflictions. She acted with prudence, and 
the bore with fortitude. She has left me. : 


‘Thou thy weary task hast done, 
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages,’ 


Had she good humour and prompt elocution, her universal curiosity and comprehensive 
knowledge would have made her the delight of all that knew her. She left her Uttle to your 
charity-school.”—M. 

3 Mr. Malone observes, ‘* This, however, was entirely a mistake, as appears from the 
Memoirs published by Mr. Noble. Had Johnson been furnished with the materials which the 
industry of that gentleman has procured, and with others which it is believed are yet pre- 
gerved in manuscript, he would, without doubt, have produced 2 most vamanie and curious 


history of Cromwell’s life.” 
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O, then he did not know that it signified anything. So you see, when the let- 
ter was lost it was worth a thousand pounds, and when it was found it was not 
worth a farthing.’ ” 

“The style and character of his conversation is pretty generally known; it 
was certainly conducted in conformity with a precept of Lord Bacon, but it is 
not clear, I apprehend, that this conformity was either perceived or intended 
by Johnson. The precept alluded to is as follows: ‘In all kinds of speech, 
either pleasant, grave, severe, or ordinary, it is convenient to speak leisurely, 
and rather drawlingly than haséily ; because hasty speech confounds the memory, 
and oftentimes, besides the unscemliness, drives a man either to stammering, 
a non-plus, or harping on that which should follow; whereas a slow speech 
confirmeth the memory, addeth a conceit of wisdom to the hearers, besides & 
seemliness of speech and countenance.’ Dr. Johnson’s method of convere 
sation was certainly calculated to excite attention, and to amuse and instruct 
(as it happened), without wearying or confusing his company. He was always 
most perfectly clear and perspicuous; and his language was so accurate, and his 
sentences so neatly constructed, that his conversation might have been all 
printed without any correction. At the same time it was easy and natural; 
the accuracy of it had no appearance of labour, constraint, or stiffness: he 
seemed more correct than others by the force of habit, and the customary 
exercises of his powerful mind.” 

“He spoke often in praise of French literature. ‘The French are excellent 
tn this,’ he would say, ‘they have a book on every subject.’ From what he 
had seen of them he denied them the praise of superior politeness, and men- 
tioned, with very visible disgust, the custom they have of spitting on the 
floors of their apartments. ‘This,’ said the doctor, ‘is as gross a thing as 
¢an well be done; and one wonders how any man, or set of men, can persist 
in so offensive a practice for a whole day together; one should expect that 
the first effort towards civilisation would remove it even among savages.’ ” 

“Baxter’s ‘Reasons of the Christian Religion,’ he thought contained the 
best collection of the evidences of the divinity of the Christian system.” 

“ Chymistry was always an interesting pursuit with Dr. Johnson. Whilst he 
was in Wiltshire, he attended some experiments that were made by a physician 
at Salisbury on the new kinds of air. In the course of the experiments frequent 
mention being made of Dr. Priestley, Dr. Johnson knit his brows, and in @ 
stern manner inquired, ‘ Why do we hear so much of Dr. Priestley? * He 


1 Hints for Civil Conversation.—Bacon’s Works, 4to. vol. 1. p. 571.—M. 

2 I do not wonder at Johnson’s displeasure when the name of Dr. Priestley was mentioned; 
for I know no writer who has been suffered to publish more pernicious doctrines. I shall 
mstance only three. First, Materialism ; by which mind is denied to human nature; which, 
@ believed, must deprive us of every elevated principle. Secondly, Necessity ; or the doo 
rine that every action, whether good or bad, is included in an unchangeable and unavoide 
able system ; a notion utterly subversive of moral government. Thirdly, that we have no rea 
aon to think that the /wtwre world (which, as he ia pleased to i/orm us, will be adapted te 
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was very properly answered, ‘Sir, because we are indebted to him for these 
important discoveries.’ On this Dr. Johnson appeared well content, and re 
plied, ‘ Well, well, I believe we are; and let every man have the honour he 
has merited.” 

“A friend was one day, about two years before his death, struck with some 
instance of Dr. Johnson’s great candour. ‘ Well, Sir,’ said he, ‘I will always 
say that you are a very candid man.’ ‘ Will you? replied the doctor; ‘¥ 
doubt then you will be very singular. But, indeed, Sir,’ continued he, ‘I look 
upon myself to be a man very much misunderstood. I am not an uncandid,, 
noram Iasevere man, I sometimes say more than I mean, in jest; and 
people are apt to believe me serious: however, I am more candid than I wae 
when I was younger. AsI know more of mankind, I expect less of them, 
and am ready now to call a man a good man upon easier terms than I was 
formerly.’ ” 


On his return from Heale he wrote to Dr. Burney :~ 


our merely improved nature) will be materially different from this; which, if believed, 
would sink wretched mortals into despair, as they could no longer hope for the “rest that 
remaineth for the people of God,” or for that happiness which is revealed to us as something 
beyond our present conceptions, but weuld feel themselves doomed to a continuation of the 
uneasy state under which they now groan. I say nothing of the petulant intemperance with 
which he dares to insult the venerable establishments of his country. As a specimen of his 
writings, I shall quote the following passage, which appears to me equally absurd and 
impious, and which might have been retorted upon him by the men who were prosecuted for 
burning his house. “I cannot,” says he, “‘as a necessarian [meaning necessitarian), hate 
any man ; because I consider him as being, in all respects, just what God has made him to 
be; and also as doing, with respect to me, nothing but what he was ewpressly designed and 
appointed to do: God being the only cause, and men nothing more than the inatrwmente in 
his hands to execute all his pleasure.”—Tilustrations of Philosophical Necessity, p. 111. 
The Reverend Dr, Parr, in a late tract, appears to suppose that Dr. Johnson not only 
endured, but almost solicited, an interview with Dr. Priestley. In justice to Dr. Johnson, 
I declare my firm belief that he never did. My illustrious friend was particularly resolutein 
not giving countenance to men whose writings he considered as pernicious to society. I was 
present at Oxford when Dr. Price, even before he had rendered himself so generally 
obnoxious by his zeal for the French revolution, came into a company where Johnson was, 
who instantly left the room. Much more would he have reprobated Dr. Priestley. Whoever 
wishes to see a perfect delineation of this Literary Jack of all Trades may find it in an 
ingenious tract, entitled ‘A Small Whole-Length of Dr. Priestley,” printed for Riving- 
tons, in St. Paul’s Churchyard.—B. 

The foregoing note produced a reply from Dr. Parr (Gent. Mag. March, 1795), in which he 
endeavoured to support his assertion by evidence, which, however, really contradicted him, 
For instead of Johnson’s having solicited an interview (which was the point in dispute), Dr, 
Parr is obliged to admit that the meeting was at Mr. Paradise’s dimmer-table, that Dr. John- 
gon did not solicit the interview, but was aware that Dr. Priestley was invited, and that he 
behaved to him with civility: and then Dr. Parr eoncludes, in a way that does little credit 
either to his accuracy or his candour, ‘‘ Should Mr. Boswell be pleased to maintain that Dr. 
Johnson rather consented to the interview, than almost solicited it, I shall not object to the 
ehange of expression.”’—O, 


Brog.—Vol, 26—14 
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“Tcame home on the 18th of September, at noon, to a very disconsolate 
house. You and I have lost our friends; but you have more friends at home. 
My domestic companion is taken from me. She is much missed, for her ac- 
quisitions were many, and her curiosity universal; so that she partook of 
every conversation. I am not well enough to go much out; and to sit, and 
eat, or fast alone, is very wearisome, I always mean to send my compliments 
to all the ladies.” 


His fortitude and patience met with severe trials during this year. 
The stroke of the palsy has been related circumstantially; but he 
was also afflicted with the gout, and was besides troubled with a 
complaint which not only was attended with immediate inconve- 
nience, but threatened him with a chirurgical operation, from which 
most men would shrink. The complaint was a sarcocele, which 
Johnson bore with uncommon firmness, and was not at all frightened 
while he looked forward to amputation. He was attended by Mr. 
Pott and Mr. Cruikshank. I have before me a letter of the 80th 
of July, this year, to Mr. Cruikshank, in which he says, “I am go- 
ing to put myself into your hands :” and another, accompanying a 
set of his “ Lives of the Poets,” in which he says, “I beg your ac- 
ceptance of these volumes, as an acknowledgment of the great 
favours which you have bestowed on, Sir, your most obliged and 
most humble servant.” I have in my possession several more let- 
ters from him to Mr. Cruikshank, and also to Dr. Mudge at Ply- 
mouth, which it would be improper to insert, as they are filled with 
unpleasing technical details. I shall, however, extract from his 
letters to Dr. Mudge such passages as show either a felicity of ex- 
pression, or the undaunted state of his mind. 

“My conviction of your skill, and my belief of your friendship, determine 
me to entreat your opinion and advice. In this state I with great earnestness 
desire you to tell me what is to be done. Excision is doubtless necessary to 
the cure, and I know not any means of palliation. The operation is doubtless 
painful ; but is it dangerous? The pain I hope to endure with decency ; but 
I am loth to put life into much hazard. By representing the gout as an ane 
tagonist to the palsy, you have said enough to make it welcome, This is not 
strictly the first fit, but I hope it is as good as the first; for it is the second 
that ever confined me; and the first was ten years ago, much less fierce and 
fiery than this, Write, dear Sir, what you can to inform or encourage me 
The operation is not delayed by any fears or objections of mine.” 
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Lerrer 442. TO BENNET LANGTON, ESQ. 


“London, Sept. 29, 1768, 

“ Dear Str,—You may very reasonably charge me with insensibility of your 
kindness and that of Lady Rothes, since I have suffered so much time to pass 
without paying any acknowledgment. I now, at last, return my thanks ; and 
why I did it not sooner I ought to tell you. I went into Wiltshire as soon as 
I well could, and was there much employed in palliating my own malady, 
Disease produces much selfishness. A man in pain is looking after ease, and 
lets most other things go as chance shall dispose of them. In the meantime 
T have lost a companion (Mrs. Williams), to whom I have had recourse for 
domestic amusement for thirty years, and whose variety of knowledge never 
was exhausted ; and now return to a habitation vacant and desolate. I carry 
about a very troublesome and dangerous complaint, which admits of no cure 
but by the chirurgical knife. Let me have your prayers. I am, &e., 

“Sam. JoHNnson.” 


Happily the complaint abated without his being put to the tor 
ture of amputation. But we must surely admire the manly resolu- 
tion which he discovered while it hung over him. 

In a letter to the same gentleman he writes, “The gout bas 
within these four days come upon me with a violence which I never 
experienced before. It made me helpless as an infant.” And in 
another, having mentioned Mrs. Williams, he says,—‘“ whose death 
following that of Levett has now made my house a solitude. She 
left her little substance to a charity-school. She is, I hope, where 
there is neither darkness,’ nor want, nor sorrow.” 

I wrote to him, begging to know the state of his health, and 
mentioned that ‘ Baxter’s Anacreon, which is in the library at 
Auchinleck, was, I find, collated by my father in 1727 with the 
MS. belonging to the University of Leyden, and he has made a 
number of notes upon it. Would you advise me to publish a new 
edition of it?” His answer was dated September 30. 


“ You should not make your letters such rarities, when you know, or might 
know, the uniform state of my health. It is very long since I heard from 
you; and that I have not answered is a very insufficient reason for the silence 
ofa friend. Your Anacreon is a very uncommen book: neither London nor 
Cambridge can supply a copy of that edition. Whether it should be reprinted, 
you cannot do better than consult Lord Hailes. Besides my constant ang 


3 In allusion to her blindness.—C, 
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radical disease, I have been for these ten days much harassed with the gout ; 
but that has now remitted. I hope God will yet grant me a little longer life, 
and make me less unfit to appear before him.” 


He this autumn received a visit from the celebrated Mrs. Sid: 
dons. He gives this account of it in one of his letters to Mrs. 
Thrale (Oct. 27): 


“Mrs, Siddons, in her visit to me, behaved with great modesty and propri- 
ety, and left nothing behind her to be censured or despised. Neither praise 
nor money, the two powerful corruptors of mankind, seem to have depraved 
her. I shall be glad to see heragain. Her brother Kemble’ calls on me, and 
pleases me very well. Mrs. Siddons and I talked of plays; and she told me 
her intention of exhibiting this winter the characters of Constance, Catharine, 
and Isabella,’ in Shakspeare.” 


Mr. Kemble has favoured me with the following minute of what 
passed at this visit :— 


‘“ When Mrs. Siddons came into the room, there happened to be no chair 
ready for her, which he observing said, with a smile, ‘Madam, you who so 
often occasion a want of seats to other people will the more easily excuse the 
want of one yourself,’ 

“Having placed himself by her, he, with great good-humour, entered upon 
a consideration of the English drama; and among other inquiries, par- 
ticularly asked her which of Shakspeare’s characters she was most pleased 
with. Upon her answering that she thought the character of Queen Catharine, 
in Henry the Eighth, the most natural: ‘I think so too, Madam,’ said he; 
‘and whenever you perform it, I will once more hobble out to the theatre my- 
self.’ Mrs. Siddons promised she would do herself the honour of acting his 
favourite part for him ; but many circumstances happened to prevent the repre- 
sentation of King Henry the Eighth during the doctor’s life.* 

“Tn the course of the evening he thus gave his opinion upon the merits of 


1 This great actor and amiable and accomplished man left the stage in 1816, and died 26th 
February, 1828, at Lausanne. In his own day he had no competitor in any walk of tragedy ; 
and those who remembered Barry, Mossop, Henderson, and Garrick admitted, that in cha- 
racters of high tragic dignity, such as Hamlet, Coriolanus, Alexander, Cato, he excelled all 
his predecessors, almost as much as his sister did all actresses in the female characters of the 
same heroic class.—O, 

2 Isabella in Shakspeare’s Measure for Measure. Mrs, Siddons had made her first appear- 
ance in Isabella in the Fatal Marriage.—O, 

* It was acted many years after with critical attention to historical accuracy, and with 
great success. Mrs, Siddons played Oatharine: Mr. Kemble, Wolsey ; Mr. Charles Kemble, 


Cromwell. There is a very interesting picture by Harlow (since engraved), of the trial scene, 
with portraits of all the performers.—O. : 
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some of the principal performers whom he remembered to have seen upon the 
stage. ‘Mrs. Porter in the vehemence of rage, and Mrs. Clive in the sprightlé 
ness of humour, I have never seen equalled. What Clive did best, she did 
better than Garrick; but could not do half so many things well: she was a 
better romp than any I ever saw in nature. Pritchard, in common life, was a 
vulgar idiot ; she would talk of her gownd: but when she appeared upon the 
stage, seemed to be inspired by gentility and understanding. I once talkee 
with Colley Cibber, and thought him ignorant of the principles of his art. 
Garrick, Madam, was no declaimer ; there was not one of his own scene-shif. 
ters who could not have spoken 7o be or not to be better than he did: yet he 
was the only actor I ever saw, whom I could call a master both in tragedy and 
comedy ; though I liked him best in comedy. A true conception of character, 
and natural expression of it, were his distinguished excellences. Having 
expatiated, with his usual force and eloquence, on Mr. Garrick’s extraordinary 
eminence as an actor, he concluded with this compliment to his social talents : 
And after all, Madam, I thought him less to be envied on the stage than at the 
head of a table.” 


Johnson, indeed, had thought more upon the subject of acting 
than might be generally supposed. Talking of it one day to Mr, 
Kemble, he said, “ Are you, Sir, one of those enthusiasts who believe 
yourself transformed into the very character you represent ?” Upon 
Mr. Kemble’s answering, that he had never felt so strong a persua- 
sion himself ;* “To be sure not, Sir,” said Johnson ; “the thing is 
impossible. And if Garrick really believed himself to be that mon- 
ster, Richard the Third, he deserved to be hanged every time he 
performed it.* 


' Mr, Kemble told me, that the occasion on which he had felt himself the most affected— 
the most personally touched—was in playing the last scene of The Stranger with Mrs. Sid- 
dons, Her pathos, he said, in that part always overcame him.—O, 

2 My worthy friend, Mr. John Nichols, was present when Mr. Henderson, the actor, paid a 
risit to Dr. Johnson, and was received in a very courteous manner. See Gent, Mag. June, 
1791. I found among Dr. Johnson’s papers the following letter to him, from the celebrated 


amie ; “No. 10 Duke Street, St. James’s, May 11, 1783. 
“Sin,—The flattering remembrance of the partiality you honoured me with some years 
#g0, as well as the humanity you are known to possess, has encouraged me to solicit your 
patronage at my benefit. By a long chanc:ry suit, and a complicated train of unfortunate 
events, Iam reduced to the greatest distress ; which obliges me, once more, to request the 
Indulgence of the public. Give me leave to solicit the honour of your company, and to assure 
you, if you grant my request, the gratification I shall feel from being patronised by Dr. John 
son will be infinitely superior to any advantage that may arise from the benefit; as I am, 
with the profoundest respect, Sir, your most obedient, humble servant, 
“@. A. BaLuamy.” 


Tam happy in recording these particulars, which prove that my illustrious friend lived to 
14* 
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Lerrer 448, TO MRS. LUCY PORTER. 
“ Bolt Court, Fleet Street, Nov. 10, 1788. 

“Dear Mapam,—The death of poor Mr. Porter, of which your maid has 
sent me an account, must have very much surprised you. The death of a 
friend is almost always unexpected. we do not love to think of it, and there- 
fore are not prepared for its coming. He was, I think, a religious man, and 
therefore that his end was happy. 

“Death has likewise visited my mournful habitation. Last month died Mrs, 
Williams, who had been to me for thirty years in the place of a sister: her 
knowledge was great and her conversation pleasing. I now live in cheerless 
solitude, 

“‘ My two last years have passed under the pressure of successive diseases. I 
have lately had the gout with some severity. But I wonderfully escaped the 
operation which I mentioned, and am upon the whole restored to health 
beyond my own expectation. 

“As we daily see our friends die round us, we that are left must cling closer, 
and if we can do nothing more, at least pray for one another; and remember, 
that as others die we must die too, and prepare ourselves diligently for the last 
great trial. Iam, Madam, yours affectionately, &. Sam. JOHNSON.” 


A pleasing instance of the generous attention of one of his friends 
has been discovered by the publication of Mrs. Thrale’s Collection 
of Letters. In a letter to one of the Miss Thrales, he writes, ‘A 
friend, whose name I will tell when your mamma has tried to guess 
it, sent to my physician to inquire whether this long train of illness 
had brought me into difficulties for want of money, with an invita- 
tion to send to him for what occasion required. I shall write this 
night to thank him, having no need to borrow.” And afterwards, in 
a letter to Mrs. Thrale, “Since you cannot guess, I will tell you, 
that the generous man was Gerard Hamilton. I returned him a 
very thankful and respectful letter.” 

I applied to Mr. Hamilton, by a common friend, and he has been 
so obliging as to let me have Johnson’s letter to him upon this occas 
sion, to adorn my collection. 


Lerrer 444. TO THE RIGHT HON. WILLIAM GERARD HAMILTON. 
“Nov 19, 1788. 
“Dear Siz,—Your kind inquiries after my affairs and your generous offers, 
have been communicated to me by Dr. Brocklesby. I return thanks with 


shink mach more favourably of players than he appears to have done in the early part of hig 
hife. 
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great sincerity, having lived long enough to know what gratitude is due te 
such friendship; and entreat that my refusal may not be imputed to sullenness 
or pride. Iam, indeed, in no want. Sickness is, by the generosity of my 
physicians, of little expense to me. But if any unexpected exigence should 
press me, you shall see, dear Sir, how cheerfully I can be obliged to so much 
liberality. Iam, Sir, your, etc. Sam. Jonnson.” 


I find in this, as in former years, notices of his kind attention to 
Mrs. Gardiner, who, though in the humble station of a tallow- 
chandler upon Snow Hill, was a woman of excellent good sense, 
pious, and charitable.‘ She told me she had been introduced to 
him by Mrs. Masters, the poetess, whose volumes he revised, and, it 
is said, illuminated here and there with a ray of his own genius 
Mrs. Gardiner was very zealous for the support of the ladies 
charity-school, in the parish of St. Sepulchre. It is confined to 
females ; and, I am told, it afforded a hint for the story of “ Betty 
Broom” in “The Idler.” Johnson this year, I find, obtained for it 
a sermon from the late Bishop of St. Asaph, Dr. Shipley, whom he, 
in one of his letters to Mrs. Thrale, characterises as “ knowing and 
conversable ;” and whom all who knew his lordship, even those who 
differed from him in politics, remember with much respect. 

The Earl of Carlisle having written a tragedy, entitled “ The 
Father’s Revenge,” some of his lordship’s friends applied to 
Mrs. Chapone, to prevail on Dr. Johnson to read and give his 
opinion of it, which he accordingly did, in a letter to that lady. 
Sir Joshua Reynolds having informed me that this letter was in 
Lord Carlisle’s possession, though I was not fortunate enough to 
have the honour of being known to his lordship, trusting to the 
general courtesy of literature, I wrote to him, requesting the favour 
of a copy of it, and to be permitted to insert it in my Life of 
Dr. Johnson. His lordship was so good as to comply with my 
request, and has thus enabled me to enrich my work with a very 
fine piece of writing, which displays both the critical skill and 
politeness of my illustrious friend ; and perhaps the curiosity which 
it will excite may induce the noble and elegant author to gratify 


1 In bis will Dr, Johnson left her a book “at her election, to keep as a token of remem? 
brance.”—M, She died in 1789, xt. 74.—C, " 
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the world by the publication - of a performance of which Dr. John 
son has spoken in such terms. 


Lerrsr 445. TO MRS. CHAPONE. 
* Nov. 28, 1788. 

“ Mapam,—By sending the tragedy to me a second time,? I think that a very 
honourable distinction has been shown me; and I did not delay the perusal, 
of which I am now to tell the effect. 

“The construction of the play is not completely regular: the stage is toe 
often vacant, and the scenes are not sufficiently connected. This, however, 
would be called by Dryden only a mechanical defect; which takes away little 
from the power of the poem, and which is seen rather than felt. 

\ “A rigid examiner of the diction might, perhaps, wish some words changed, 
and some lines more vigorously terminated. But from such petty imperfec- 
tions what writer was ever free ? 

“The general form and force of the dialogue is of more importance. It 
seems to want that quickness of reciprocation which characterises the English 
drama, and is not always sufficiently fervid or animated. 

“Of the sentiments, I remember not one that I wished omitted. In the 
imagery I cannot forbear to distinguish the comparison of joy succeeding grief 
te light rushing on the eye accustomed to darkness.’ It seems to have all that 
can be desired to make it please. It is new, just, and delightful. 

“With the characters, either as conceived or preserved, I have no fault te 
find; but was much inclined to congratulate a writer who, in defiance of pre- 
judice and fashion, made the archbishop a good man, and scorned all thought- 
less applause, which a vicious churchman would have brought him. 

“The catastrophe is affecting. The father and daughter both culpable, 
both wretched, and both penitent, divide between them our pity and our 
sorrow. 

“Thus, Madam, I have performed what I did not willingly undertake, and 
could not decently refuse. The noble writer will be pleased to remember that 
sincere criticism ought to raise no resentment, because judgment is not under 
the control of will; but involuntary criticism, as it has still less of choice, 
ought to be more remote from possibility of offence. I am, etc. 


“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


+ A few copies only of this tragedy have been printed, and given to the author’s friends, 
3 Dr. Johnson having been very ill when the tragedy was first sent to him had declined the 
éousideration of it. 
® “T could have borne my woes ; that stranger Joy 
Wounds while it smiles :—the long imprison’d wretch, 
Emerging from the night of his damp cell, 
Shrinks from the sun’s bright beams ; and that which flings 
Gladness o’er all, to him is agony.” 
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I consulted him on two questions of a very different nature : one, 
Whether the unconstitutional influence exercised by the peers of 
Scotland in the election of the representatives of the commons, by 
means of fictitious qualifications, ought not to be resisted; the 
other, What in propriety and humanity should be done with old 
horses unable to labour. I gave him some account of my life at 
Auchinleck ; and expressed my satisfaction that the gentlemen of 
the county had, at two public meetings, elected me their preses or 
chairman. 


Lerrer 446, TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“London, Dec. 24, 1788. 

“Dear Srr,—Like all other men who have great friends, you begin to feel 
the pangs of neglected merit; and all the comfort that I can give you is, by 
telling you that you have probably more pangs to feel, and more neglect to 
suffer. You have, indeed, begun to complain too soon; and I hope I am the 
only confidant of your discontent. Your friends have not yet had leisure to 
gratify personal kindness ; they have hitherto been busy in strengthening their 
ministerial interest. Ifa vacancy happens in Scotland, give them early intelli- 
gence: and as you can serve government as powerfully as any of your probable 
competitors, you may make in some sort a warrantable claim. 

“Of the exaltations and depressions of your mind you delight to talk, and I 
hate to hear. Drive all such fancies from you. 

“On the day when I received your letter, I think, the foregoing page was 
written ; to which one disease or another has hindered me from making any 
additions. I am now a little better. But sickness and solitude press on me 
very heavily. I could bear sickness better if I were relieved from solitude. 

“The present dreadful confusion of the public ought to make you wrap 
yourself up in your hereditary possessions, which, though less than you may 
wish, are more than you can want; and in an hour of religious retirement 
return thanks to God, who has exempted you from any strong temptation to 
faction, treachery, plunder or disloyalty. 

“As your neighbours distinguish you by such honours as they can bestow, 
content yourself with your station, without neglecting your profession. Your 
estate and the courts will find you full employment, and your mind well occu- 
pied will be quiet. . 

““The usurpation of the nobility, for they apparently usurp all the influence 
they gain by fraud and misrepresentation, I think it certainly lawful, perhaps 
your duty, to resist. What is not their own, they have only by robbery. 

‘Your question about the horses gives me more perplexity. I know not 
well what advice to give you. I can only recommend « rule which you de 
not want: give as little pain as you can. I sappose that we have a right + 
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their service while their strength lasts; what we can do with them afterwards, 
I cannot so easily determine. But let us consider. Nobody denies that man 
has a right first to milk the cow, and to shear the sheep, and then to kill them 
for his table. May he not, by parity of reason, first work a horse, and then 
kill him the easiest way, that he may have the means of another horse, or food 
for cows and sheep? Man is influenced in both cases by different motives of 
self-interest. He that rejects the one must reject the other. Iam, &c. 
“Sam. JOHNSON. 

‘“‘A happy and pious Christmas ; and many happy years to you, your lady 

and children.” 


The late ingenious Mr. Mickle, some time before his death, wrote 
me a letter concerning Dr. Johnson, in which he mentions,— 


“T was upwards of twelve years acquainted with him, was frequently in his 
company, always talked with ease to him, and can truly say, that I never 
received from him one rough word.” 


In this letter he relates his having, while engaged in translating 
the Luciad, had a dispute of considerable length with Johnson, who, 
as usual, declaimed upon the misery and corruption of a sea-life, and 
used this expression : “It had been happy for the world, Sir, if 
your hero, Gama, Prince Henry of Portugal, and Columbus, had 
never been born, or that their schemes had never gone farther than 
their own imaginations.” 


“This sentiment,” says Mr. Mickle, “‘ which is to be found in his ‘ Introduction 
to the World Displayed,’ I, in my Dissertation prefixed to the Lusiad, have con- 
troverted; and though authors are said to be bad judges of their own works, 
I am not ashamed to own to a friend, that that dissertation is my favourite 
above all that I ever attempted in prose. Next year, when the Luciad was pube 
lished, | waited on Dr. Johnson, who addressed me with one of his good humoured 
smiles :—‘ Well, you have remembered our dispute about Prince Henry, and 
have cited me too. You have done your part very well indeed: you have 
made the best of your argument; but I am not convinced yet,’ 

“Before publishing the Lusiad, I sent Mr. Hoole a proof of that part of the 
introduction in which I make mention of Dr. J ohnson, yourself, and other 
well-wishers of the work, begging it might be shown to Dr. Johnson. This 
was accordingly done; and in place of the simple mention of him which I had 
made, he dictated to Mr. Hoole the sentence as it now stands. 

‘Dr. Johnson told me in 1772, that, about twenty years before that time, ne 
himself had a design to translate the Lusiad, of the merit of which he spoke 
highly, but had been prevented by a number of other engagements,” 
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Mr. Mickle reminds me in this letter of a conversation at dinner 
one day at Mr. Hoole’s with Dr. Johnson, when Mr. Nicol, the 
king’s bookseller, and I, attempted to controvert the maxim, 
“Better that ten guilty should escape, than one innocent person 
suffer,” and were answered by Dr. Johnson with great power of 
reasoning and eloquence. I am very sorry that I have no record 
of that day: but I well recollect my illustrious friend’s having ably 
shown, that unless civil institutions ensure protection to the innocent, 
all the confidence which mankind should have in them would be lost. 

I shall here mention what, in strict chronological arrangement, 
should have appeared in my account of last year; but may more 
properly be introduced here, the controversy having not been closed 
till this. The Reverend Mr. Shaw, a native of one of the Hebrides, 
having entertained doubts of the authenticity of the poems ascribed 
to Ossian, divested himself of national bigotry; and having travelled 
in the Highlands and Islands of Scotland, and also in Ireland, in 
order to furnish himself with materials for a Gaelic Dictionary, 
which he afterwards compiled, was so fully satisfied that Dr. John- 
son was in the right upon the question, that he candidly published 
& pamphlet, stating his conviction, and the proofs and reasons on 
which it was founded. A person at Edinburgh, of the name of 
Clark, answered this pamphlet with much zeal, and much abuse of 
its author. Johnson took Mr. Shaw under his protection, and gave 
him his assistance in writing a reply, which has been admired by 
the best judges, and by many been considered as conclusive. A few 
paragraphs, which sufficiently mark their great author, shall be 
selected : 


“My assertions are, for the most part, purely negative: I deny the existence 
of Fingal, because in a long and curious peregrination through the Gaelic 
regions I have never been able to find it. What I could not see myseif, I 
suspect to be equally invisible to others; and I suspect with the more reason, 
as among all those who have seen it no man can show it. 

“Mr. Clark compares the obstinacy of those who disbelieve the genuineness 
of Ossian to a blind man who should dispute the reality of colours, and deny 
that the British troops are clothed in red. The blind man’s doubt would be 
rational, if he did not know by experience that others have a power which he 
himself wants: but what perspicacity has Mr. Clark which Nature has withheld 
frum me or the rest of mankind? 
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“The true state of the parallel must be this:—Suppose a man, with eyes like 
his neighbours, was told by a boasting corporal, that the troops, indeed, wore 
red clothes for their ordinary dress, but that every soldier had likewise a suit 
of black velvet, which he puts on when the king reviews them. This he thinks 
strange, and desires to see the fine clothes, but finds nobody in forty thousand 
men that can produce either coat or waistcoat. One, indeed, has left them in 
his chest at Port Mahon; another has always heard that he ought to have 
velvet clothes somewhere; and a third has heard somebody say that soldiers 
ought to wear velvet. Can the inquirer be blamed if he goes away believing 
that a soldier’s red coat is all that he has? 

“But the most obdurate incredulity may be shamed or silenced by facts. 
To overpower contradictions, let the soldier show his velvet coat, and the Fin- 
galist the original of Ossian. 

“The difference between us and the blind man is this: the blind man is 
unconvinced, because he cannot see: and we because, though we can see, we 
find nothing that can be shown.” 


Notwithstanding the complication of disorders under which John- 
son now laboured, he did not resign himself to despondency and 
discontent, but with wisdom and spirit endeavoared to console and 
amuse his mind with as many innocent enjoyments as he could pro- 
eure. Sir John Hawkins has mentioned the cordiality with which 
he insisted that such of the members of the old club in Ivy Lane as 
survived should meet again and dine together, which they did twice 
at a tavern, and once at his house : and in order to ensure himself 
society in the evening for three days in the week, he instituted a 
club at the Hssex Head, in Essex Street, then kept by Samuel 
Greaves, an old servant of Mr. Thrale’s. 


Lerrer 447. TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 
“ Dec. 4, 1788, 
“Dear S1r,—It is inconvenient to me to come out; I should else have 
waited on you with an account of a little evening club which we are establish- 
ing in Essex Street, ic the Strand, and of which you are desired to be one. It 
will be held at the Essex Head, now kept by an old servant of Thrale’s, The 
company is numerous, and, as you will see by the list, miscellaneous. The 
terms are lax, and the expenses light. Mr. Barry was adopted by Dr. Brock: 
lesby, who joined with me in forming the plan. We meet thrice a week, and 
he who misses forfeits twopence. If you are willing to become a member, 
draw a line under your name. Return the list. We meet for the first time 
on Monday ateight. Iam, &€. Sam. Jounson.” 
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It did not suit Sir Joshua to be one of this club. But when I men- 
tion only Mr. Daines Barrington, Dr. Brocklesby, Mr. Murphy, Mr. 
John Nichols, Mr. Cooke,’ Mr. Joddrell, Mr. Paradise, Dr. Horse- 
ley, Mr. Windham,’ I shall sufficiently obviate the misrepresentation 
of it by Sir John Hawkins, as if it had been a low alehouse asso- 
ciation,* by which Johnson was degraded. Johnson himself, like 
his namesake Old Ben, composed the rules of his club.‘ 


1 A biographical notice of Mr. Cooke, who died April 8,1 24, willbe found in the Gentle- 
man’s Magazine for that month; and some account of Mr. Joddrell is given in Nichols’s Zéé, 
Anee. vol. viii.—C. 

2 I was in Scotland when this club was founded, and during all the winter. Johnson, how- 
ever, declared I should be a member, and invented a word upon the occasion: “ Boswell,” 
gaid he, “‘is a very clubable man.” When I came to town I was proposed by Mr. Barring- 
ton, and chosen. I believe there are few societies where there is better conversation or more 
decorum. Several of us resolved to continue it after our great founder was removed by 
death. Other members were added; and now, about eight years since that loss, we go 
on happily. 

3 Miss Hawkins candidly says, ‘“ Boswell was well justified in his resentment of my father’s 
designation of this as a séepenny club at an alehouse, I am sorry my father permitted 
himself to be so pettish on the subject. Honestly speaking, I dare say he did not like being 
passed over.” —Mem. vol. li. p. 104.—O 


4“ RULES. 


“To-day deep thoughts with me resolve to drench 
In mirth, which after no repenting draws.—MILTON. 


‘The club shall consist of four and twenty. 

“The meetings shall be on the Monday, Thursday, and Saturday of every week; bw 
in the week before Easter there shall be no meeting. 

“‘ Every member is at liberty to introduce a friend once a week, but not oftener. 

“Two members shall oblige themselves to attend in their turn every night from eight to 
ten, or procure two to attend in their room. 

‘‘ Every member present at the club shall spend at least sixpence; and every member whe 
stays away shall forfeit threepence. 

% The master of the house shall keep an account of the absent members ; and deliver to the 
president of the night a list of the forfeits incurred. 

“‘When any member returns after absence, he shall immediately lay down his forfeits; 
which if he omits to do, the president shall require. 

“ There shall be no general reckoning, but every man shall adjust his own expenses. 

“The night of indispensable attendance will come to every member once a month, Who- 
ever shall for three months together omit to attend himself, or by substitution, nor shall make 
apy apology in the fourth month, shall be considered as having abdicated the club. 

“ When a vacancy is to be filled, the name of the candidate, and of the member recom- 
mending him, shall stand in the club-room three nights. On the fourth he may be chosen by 
ballot ; six members at least being present, and two-thirds of the ballot being in his favour: 
or the majority, should the numbers not be divisible by three. 

“The master of the house shall give notice, six days before, to each of those members 
whose turn of necessary attendance Is come. 

“The notice may be in these words: ‘Sir, On the of , Will be your tura 
of presiding at the Hesex Head. Your company is therefore earnestiy requested.’ 
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In the end of this year he was seized with a spasmodic asthma 
of such violence, that he was confined to the house in great pain, 
being sometimes obliged to sit all night in his chair, a recumbent 
posture being so hurtful to his respiration, that he could not endure 
lying in bed; and there came upon him at the same time that 
oppresive and fatal disease, a dropsy. It was a very severe winter, 
which probably aggravated his complaints ; and the solitude in 
which Mr. Levett and Mrs Williams had left him rendered his life 
very gloomy. Mrs. Desmoulins, who still lived, was herself so very 
ill, that she could contribute very little to his relief. He, however, 
had none of that unsocial shyness which we commonly see in people 
afflicted with sickness. He did not hide his head from the world, 
in solitary abstraction ; he did not deny himself to the visits of hig 
friends and acquaintances ; but at all times when he was not over- 
come by sleep, was as ready for conversation as in his best days. 


* One penny shall be left by each member for the waiter.” 
Johnson’s definition of a club, in this sense, in his Dictionary, is “An assembly of geod 
sellows, meeting under certain conditions.” 


CHAPTER XIV. 
1784. 


Barton’s Books—Alderman Clark—Correspondence—Dr. Gillespie—Drs, Cullen, Hope and 
Monro—Divine Interposition—Lord Monboddo—Dr. Ross—George Steevens—Mrs. Montagu 
—Burke’s Conversation—Foote—The Empress of Russia—Mrs, Thrale—Kcclesiastical 
Discipline—Fear of Death—Capel Lofft—Thomas 4 Kempis—Dr, Douglas—Rditions of 
Horace—Charles Fox. 


Anpd now I am arrived at the last year of the life of Samurn 
JOHNSON ; a year in which, although passed in severet ndisposition, 
he nevertheless gave many evidences of the continuance of those 
wonderous powers of mind which raised him so high in the intellec- 
tual world. His conversation and his letters of this year were in 
no respect inferior to those of former years. The following is a 
remarkable proof of his being alive to the most minute curiosities 
of literature. 


Letrer 448, TO MR. DILLY, BOOKSELLER, 
In the Poultry. 
“Jan. 6, 1784. 
“Sir,—There is in the world a set of books which used to be sold by the 
dooksellers on the bridge, and which I must entreat you to procure me. They 
are called Burton’s Books :1 the title of one is ‘ Admirable Curiosities, Rarities, 
and Wonders in England.’ I believe there are about five or six of them; they 
seer very proper to allure backward readers; be so kind as to get them for 
me, and send me them with the best printed edition of * Baxter’s Call to the 
Unconverted.’ Iam, &e. Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Letter 449, TO MR. PERKINS, 
“ Jan, 21, 1784, 


“Dear Sir,—I was very sorry not to see you when you were so kind as to 
call on me; but to disappoint friends, and if they are not very good-natured, 
to disoblige them is one of the evils of sickness. If you will please to let me 
know which of the afternoons in this week I shall be favoured with another 


1 These books are much more numerous than Johnson supposed, 
aan 
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visit by you and Mrs. Perkins, and the young people, I will take all the mea- 
sures that I can to be pretty well at that time. I am, &c. 
“Sam. JoHxNsoN.” 


His attention to the Essex Head Club appears from the following 
letter to Mr. Alderman Clark, s gentleman for whom he deservedly 
entertained a great regard.’ 


Grrrer 450. TO RICHARD CLARK, ESQ. 
Jan, $7, 1784 


“Dear §1r,—You will receive a requisition, according to the rules of the 
tlub, to be at the house as president of the night. This turn comes once a 
month, and the member is obliged to attend, or send another in his place. 
You were inrolled in the club by my invitation, and I ought to introduce you; 
but as I am hindered by sickness, Mr. Hoole will very properly supply my 
place as introductor, or yours as president. I hope in milder weather to be a 
very constant attendant. I am, Sir, &. Sam. Jonson. 

“You ought to be informed that the forfeits began with the year, and that 
every night of non-attendance incurs the mulct of threepence, that is, nine- 
pence a-week.” 


On the 8th of January I wrote to him, anxiously inquiring as to 
his health, and enclosing my “ Letter to the People of Scotland on 
the Present State of the Nation.” “TI trust,” said I, “ that you 
will be liberal enough to make allowance for my differing from you 
on two points, [the Middlesex election and the American war, | 
when my general principles of government are according to your 
own heart, and when, at a crisis of doubtful event, I stand forth 
with honest zeal as an ancient and faithful Briton. My reason for 
introducing those two points was, that as my opinions with regard 
to them had been declared at the periods when they were least favoura- 
ble, I might have the credit of a man who is not a worshipper of 
ministerial power.” 


“LETTER 451. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“Feb. 11, 1784, 
“Dear Srr,—I hear of many inquiries which your kindness has disposed to 
make after me. I have long intended you a long letter, which perhaps the 
imagination of its length hindered me from beginning. I will, therefore, con 
tent myself with a shorter. 


* He died at Chertsey, January 16, 1831, st, 93.0, 
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“Having promoted the institution of a new club in the neighbourhood, at 
the house of an old servant of Thrale’s, I went thither to meet the company, 
and was seized with a spasmodic asthma, so violent, that with difficulty I got 
to my own house, in which I have been confined eight or nine weeks, and from 
which I know not when I shall be able to go even to church. The asthma, 
however, is not the worst. A dropsy gains ground upon me: my legs and 
thighs are very much swollen with water, which I should be content if I could 
keep there; but I am afraid that it will soon be higher. My nights are very 
sleepless and very tedious, and yet I am extremely afraid of dying. 

““My physicians try to make me hope, that much of my malady is the effeet 
of cold, and that some degree at least of recovery is to be expected from ver- 
nal breezes and summer suns. If my life is prolonged to autumn, I shall be 
glad to try a warmer climate; though how to travel with a diseased body, 
without a companion to conduct me, and with very little money, I do not well 
see. Ramsay has recovered his limbs in Italy; and Fielding was sent to 
Lisbon, where, indeed, he died; but he was, I believe, past hope when he 
went. Think for me what I can do. 

“I received your pamphlet, and when I write again may perhaps tell you 
some opinion about it; but you will forgive a man struggling with disease his 
neglect of disputes, politics, and pamphlets. Let me have your prayers. My 
compliments to your lady, and young ones. Ask your physicians about my 
ease: and desire Sir Alexander Dick to write me his opinion. I am, dear 


Sir, &c. Sam. JoHNson.” 
Lerrer 452, TO MRS. LUCY PORTER. 
“ Peb, 28, 1784, 


“My pearest Lovz,—I have been extremely ill of an asthma and dropsy, 
but received by the mercy of God sudden and unexpected relief last Thursday, 
by the discharge of twenty pints of water. Whether I shall continue free, or 
shall fill again, cannot be told. Pray for me. Death, my dear, is very dread- 
fui; let us think nothing worth our care but how to prepare for it; what we 
know amiss in ourselves let us make haste to amend, and put our trust in the 
mercy of God and the intercession of our Saviour. I am, &c. 

“Sam. Jounson.” 


Lerrer 458. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
London, Feb, 27, 1784. 
“Dear Sir,—I have just advanced so far towards recovery as to read a 
pamphlet; and you may reasonably suppose that the first pamphlet which I 
read was yours. I am very much of your opinion, and, like you, feel great 
indignation at the indecency with which the king is every day treated. Your 
paper contains very considerable knowledge of history and of the constitution, 
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very properly produced and applied. It will certainly razse your character, 
though perhaps it may not make you a minister of state. 

“T desire you to see Mrs. Stewart once again, and tell her, that in the letter. 
case was a letter relating to me, for which I will give her, if she is willing te 
give it me, another guinea. The letter is of consequence only to me. Iam, 
dear Sir, &c. Sam. JOHNSON.” 


In consequence of Johnson’s request that I should ask our physi- 
cians abont his case, and desire Sir Alexander Dick to send his 
opinion, I transmitted him a letter from that very amiable baronet, 
then in his eighty-first year, with his faculties as entire as ever, and 
mentioned his expressions to me in the note accompanying it,— 
“With my most affectionate wishes for Dr. Johnson’s recovery, in 
which his friends, his country, and all mankind have so deep a 
stake ;” and at the same time a full opinion upon his case by Dr. 
Gillespie, who, like Dr. Cullen, had the advantage of having passed 
through the gradations of surgery and pharmacy, and by study and 
practice had attained to such skill, that my father settled on him 
two hundred pounds a year for five years, and fifty pounds a year 
during his life, as an honorarium to secure his particular attendance. 
The opinion was conveyed in a letter to me, beginning, “I am sin- 
cerely sorry for the bad state of health your very learned and illus- 
trious friend, Dr. Johnson, labours under at present.” 


Lerrer 454. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 


“London, March 2, 1784. 
“Deak S1r,—Presently after I had sent away my last letter, I received your 
kind medical packet. I am very much obliged both to you and to your physi- 
cians for your kind attention to my disease. Dr. Gillespie has sent me an 
excellent consilium medicum, all solid practical experimental knowledge. Iam 
at present, in the opinion of my physicians (Dr. Heberden and Dr. Brocklesby), 
as well as my own, going on very hopefully. I have just begun to take vine- 


1 “Letter to the People of Scotland on the present State of the Nation.” I sent it to Mr. 
Pitt, with a letter, in which I thus expressed myself :—‘‘ My principles may appear to you 
too monarchical ; but I know and am persuaded they are not inconsistent with the true prin- 
ciples of liberty. Be this as it may, you, Sir, are now the prime minister, called by the sove- 
reign to maintain the rights of the crown, as well as those of the people, against a violent 
faction. As such, you are entitled to the warmest support of every good subject in every 
department.” He answered, ‘I am extremely obliged to you for the sentiments you do me 
the honour to express, and have observed with great pleasure the eaalous and able eupport 
given to the cause of the public in the work you were so good to transmit to me,” 
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gar of squills. The powder hurt my stomach so much that it could not be 
continued. 

“Return Sir Alexander Dick my sincere thanks for his kind letter; and 
bring with you the rhubarb! which he so tenderly offers me. I hope dear 
Mrs. Boswell is now quite well, and that no evil, either real or imaginary, now 


disturbs you. Iam, &c. 5 Sam. JoHNnson.” 
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I also applied to three of the eminent physicians who had chairs 
in our celebrated school of medicine at Edinburgh, Doctors Cullen, 
Hope, and Monro, to each of whom I sent the following letter :— 


“* March 7, 1784. 

“Dear Srr,—Dr. Johnson has been very ill for some time; and in a letter 
of anxious apprehension he writes to me, ‘ Ask your physicians about my case.’ 

“This, you see, is not authority for a regular consultation: but I have no 
doubt of your readiness to give your advice to a man so eminent, and who, in 
his Life of Garth, has paid your profession a just and elegant compliment: ‘T 
believe every man has found in physicians great liberality and dignity of senti- 
ment, very prompt effusions of beneficence, and willingness to exert a lucrative 
art where there is no hope of lucre.’ 

“Dr, Johnson is aged seventy-four. Last summer he had a stroke of tho 
palsy, from which he recovered almost entirely. He had, before that, been 
troubled with a catarrhous cough. This winter he was seized with a spasmodic 
asthma, by which he has been confined to his house for about three months, 
Dr. Brocklesby writes to me, that upon the least admission of cold, there is 
such a constriction upon his breast, that he cannot lie down in his bed, but is 
obliged to sit up all night, and gets rest, and sometimes sleep, only by means 
of laudanum and syrup of poppies ; and that there are edematous tumours in 
his legs and thighs. Dr. Brocklesby trusts a good deal to the return of mild 
weather. Dr. Johnson says that a dropsy gains ground upon him; and he 
seems.to think that a warmer climate would do him good. I understand he is 
now rather better, and is using vinegar of squills. I am, &€. 

“James BoswELL.” 


All of them paid the most polite attention to my letter and its 
venerable object. Dr. Cullen’s words concerning him were, “It 
would give me the greatest pleasure to be of any service to a man 
whom the public properly esteem, and whom I esteem and respect 
as much as I do Dr. Johnson.” Dr. Hope’s, ‘‘ Few people have a 


) From his garden at Prestonfield, where he cultivated that plant with such success, that 
he was presented with a gold medal by the Society of London for the Encouragement of Arts, 
Manufactures, and Commerce. 
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better claim on me than your friend, as hardly a day passes that I 
do not ask his opinion about this or that word.” Dr. Monro’s,“1 
most sincerely join you in sympathising with that very worthy and 
ingenious character, from whom this country has derived much 
instruction and entertainment.” 

Dr. Hope corresponded with his friend Dr. Brocklesby. Doctors 
Cullen and Monro wrote their opinions and prescriptions to me, 
which I afterwards carried with me to London, and, so far as they 
were encouraging, communicated to Johnson. The liberality on one 
hand, and grateful sense of it on the other, I have great satisfac- 
tion in recording. 


Lerrer 455. TO JAMES BOSWELI, ESQ. 
“London, March 18, 1784 

‘Dear Str,—I am too much pleased with the attentions which you and 
your dear lady’ show to my welfare not to be diligent in letting you know 
the progress which I make towards health. The dropsy, by God’s blessing, 
has now run almost totally away by natural evacuation; and the asthma, if 
not irritated by cold, gives me little trouble. While I am writing this I have 
not any sensation of debility or disease. But I do not yet venture out, having 
been confined to the house from the 18th of December, now a quarter of a 
year. 

“When it will be fit for me to travel as far as Auchinleck I am not able to 
guess; but such a letter as Mrs. Boswell’s might draw any man not wholly 
motionless a great way. Pray tell the dear lady how much her civility and 
kindness have touched and gratified me. 

“Our parliamentary tumults have now begun to subside, and the king’s 
autLority is in some measure re-established. Mr. Pitt will have great power;* 
but you must remember that what he has to give must, at least for some time, 
be given to those who gave, and those who preserve his power. A new 
minister can sacrifice little to esteem or friendship; he must, till he is settled, 
think only of extending his interest. ~ 

‘Tf you come hither through Edinburgh, send for Mrs. Stewart, and give 
from me another guinea for the letter in the old case, to which I shall not 
be satisfied with my claim till she gives it me. Please to bring with you 
Baxter’s Anacreon; and if you procure heads of Hector Boece, the historian, 


* Who had written bim a very kind letter. 


* Mr. Boswell does not give us Ada letter, to which this is an answer ; but it is clear thathe 
expressed some too sanguine hopes of preferment from Mr. Pitt, whose favour, as we have 
just seen, he had endeavoured to propitiate.—0, 
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and Arthur Johnston, the poet, I will put them in my room; or any other of 
the fathers of Scottish literature. 

“T wish you an easy and happy journey and hope I need not tell you that 
you will be welcome to, dear Sir, your, &., Sam. Jounson.” 


I wrote to him, March 28, from York, informing him that I had 
a high gratification in the triumph of monarchical principles over 
sristocratical influence, in that great county, in an address to the 
king ; that I was thus far on my way to him, but that news of 
the dissolution of parliament having arrived, I was to hasten back 
to my own county, where I had carried an address to his majesty 
by a great majority, and had some intention of being a candidate 
to represent the county in parliament. 


Lerrer 456. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“London, March 80, 1784. 

“‘Dzar Sir,—You could do nothing so proper as to hasten back when you 
found the parliament dissolved. With the influence which your address must 
have gained you, it may reasonably be expected that your presence will be 
of importance, and your activity of effect. 

“Your solicitude for me gives me that pleasure which every man feels from 
the kindness of such a friend; and it is with delight I relieve it by telling 
that Dr. Brocklesby’s account is true, and that I am, by the blessing of God, 
wonderfully relieved. 

“You are entering upon a transaction which requires much prudence. 
You must endeavour to oppose without exasperating; to practise temporary 
hostility, without producing enemies for life. This is, perhaps, hard to be 
done; yet it has been done by many, and seems most likely to be effected by 
opposing merely upon general principles, without descending to personal or 
particular censures or objections. One thing I must enjoin you, which is 
seldom observed in the conduct of elections; I must entreat you to be scru- 
pulous in the use of strong liquors. One night’s drunkenness may defeat the 
labours of forty days well employed. Be firm, but not clamorous; be active, 
but not malicious; and you may form such an interest, as may not only exalt 
yourself, but dignify your family. 

‘‘ We are, as you may suppose, all busy here. Mr. Fox resolutely stands 
for Westminster, and his friends say will carry the election.’ However that 
be, he will certainly have a seat. Mr. Hoole has just told me, that the city 
leans towards the king. — 


. Mr. Fox was returned for Westminster, after e sharp contest and tedious scrutiny.—O. 
VoL. Iv. } 15 
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“Let me hear, from time to time, how you are employed, ana vhat progresa 
you make. Make dear Mrs. Boswell, and all the young Boswells, the sincere 
compliments of, Sir, your affectionate humble servant, &c. 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


To Mr. Langton he wrote with that cordiality which was suit- 
able to the long friendship which had subsisted between him and 
that gentleman. 


Lerrer 467. TO BENNET LANGTON, ESQ. 


“March 27. Since you left me I have continued, in my own opinion, and 
in Dr. Brocklesby’s, to grow better, with respect to all my formidable and 
dangerous distempers; though to a body battered and shaken as mine has 
lately been, it is to be feared that weak attacks may be sometimes mischiey- 
ous. I have indeed, by standing carelessly at an open window, got a very 
troublesome cough, which it has been necessary to appease by opium, in 
larger quantities than I like to take, and I have not found it give way so 
readily as I expected; its obstinacy, however, seems at last disposed to submit 
to the remedy, and I know not whether I should then have a right to com- 
plain of any morbid sensation. My asthma, is, I am afraid, constitutional and 
incurable; but it is only occasional, and, unless it be excited by labour 
or by cold, gives me no molestation, nor does it lay very close siege to life; 
for Sir John Floyer, whom the physical race consider as author of one of the 
best books upon it, panted on to ninety, as was supposed. And why were we 
content with supposing a fact so interesting of a man so conspicuous? Be- 
cause he corrupted, at perhaps seventy or eighty, the register, that he might 
pass for younger than he was. He was not much less than eighty, when to a 
man of rank, who modestly asked his age, he answered, ‘Go look ;’ though 
he was in general a man of civility and elegance. The ladies, I find, are at 
your house all well, except Miss Langton, who will probably soon recover her 
health by light suppers, Let her eat at dinner as she will, but not take a full 
stomach to bed. Pay my sincere respects to my dear Miss Langton in Lin- 
colnshire; let her know that I mean not to break our league of friendship, 
aid that I have a set of Lives for her, when I have the means of sending it,” 

“April 8. I am still disturbed by my cough; but what thanks have I not 
#9 pay, when my cough is the most painful sensation that I feel? and from 
that I expect hardly to be released, while winter continues to gripe us with so 
much pertinacity. The year has now advanced eighteen days beyond the 
equinox, and still there is very little remission of the cold. When warm 
weather comes, which surely must come at last, I hope it will help both me and 
your young lady. The man so busy about addresses is neither more nor less 
than our own Boswell, who had come as far as York vowards London, but 
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turned back on the dissolution, and is said now to stand for some place. 
Whether to wish him success his best friends hesitate. Let me have your 
prayers for the completion of my recovery. I am now better than I ever ex- 
pected to have been. May God add’to his mercies the grace that may enable 
me to use them according to his will. My compliments to all.” 

“April 13. I had this evening a note from Lord Portmore,! desiring that I 
would give you an account of my health. You might have had it with less 
eircumduction. I am, by God’s blessing, I believe, free from all morbid sen- 
sations, except a cough, which is only troublesome. But I am still weak, and 
ean have no great hope of strength till the weather shall be softer. The sum- 
mer, if it be kindly, will, I hope, enable me to support the winter. God, who 
has so wonderfully restored me, can preserve me in all seasons. Let me in- 
quire in my turn after the state of your family, great and little. I hope Lady 
Rothes and Miss Langton are both well. That is a good basis of content. Then 
how goes George on with his studies? How does Miss Mary? And hoy does 
my own Jenny? I think I owe Jenny a letter, which I will take care to pay. 
In the meantime tell her that I acknowledge the debt. Be pleased to make 
my compliments to the ladies. If Mrs. Langton comes to London, she will 
favour me with a visit, for I am not well enough to go out.” 


Lertrer 458. TO OZIAS HUMPHRY, ESQ.’ 
‘¢ April 3, 1784, 


‘<Srr,—Mr. Hoole has told me with what benevolence you listened to a re 
quest which I was almost afraid to make, of leave to a young pain-er * to at- 
tend you from time to time in your painting-room, to see your operations, and 
receive your instructions. The young man has perhaps good parts, but has 
been without a regular education. He is my godson, and therefore I interest 
myself in his progress and success, and shall think myself much favoured if I 
receive from you a permission to send him. 


1 To which Johnson returned this answer :— 

**Dr. Johnson acknowledges with great respect the honour of Lord Portmore’s notice. He 
is better than he was; and will, as his Lordship directs, write to Mr. Langton.” 

2 The eminent painter, representative of the ancient family of Homfrey (now Humphry) in 
the west of England; who, as appears from their arms, which they have invariably used, have 
been (as I have seen authenticated by the best authority) one of those among the knights and 
esquires of honour, who are represented by Holinshed as having issued from the Tower of 
London on coursers apparelled for the justes, accompanied by ladies of honour, leading every 
one a knight, with a chain of gold, passing through the streets of London into Smithfield, on 
Sunday, at three o’clock in the afternoon, being the first Sunday after Michaelmas, in the 
fourteenth year of King Richard the Second. This family once enjoyed large possessions, 
but, like others, have lost them in the progress of ages. Their blood, however, remains in 
them well ascertained; and they may hope, in the revolution of events, to recover that rank 
in society for which, in modern times, fortune seems to be an indispensable requisite.—_R 
Mr. Humphry died in 1810, xt. 68.—O. 

8 Son of Mr. Samuel Paterson, éminent for his knowledge of books. 
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“My health is, by God’s blessing, much restored, but I am not yet allowed 
by my physicians to go abroad; nor, indeed, do I think myself yet able to 
endure the weather. I am, Sir, &c. Sam. Jounson.” 


LETTER 459. TO THE SAME. 
“ April 10, 1784. 

“‘S1r,—The bearer is my godson, whom I take the liberty of recommending 
to your kindness; which I hope he will deserve by his respect to your excel- 
lence, and his gratitude for Your favours. I am, Sir, &. 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 
Lerrer 460. TO THE SAME. 
“ May 81, 1784. 

‘“‘Srr,—I am very much obliged by your civilities to my godson, but must 
. beg of you to add to them the favour of permitting him to see you paint, that 
he may know how a picture is begun, advanced, and completed. If he may 
attend you in a few of your operations, I hope he will show that the benefit 
has been properly conferred, both by his proficiency and his gratitude. At 
least I shall consider you as enlarging your kindness to, Sir, &c. 

“Sam. JOHNSON.” 
Letter 461. TO THE REV. DR. TAYLOR, 
Ashbourne. 
“ London, Easter Monday, April 12, 1784. 

“Dear Sir,—What can be the reason that I hear nothing from you? I 
hope nothing disables you from writing. What I have seen, and what I have 
felt, gives me reason to fear everything. Do not omit giving me the comfort 
of knowing, that after all my losses, I have yet a friend left. 

“T want every comfort. My life is very solitary and very cheerless, 
Though it has pleased God wonderfully to deliver me from the dropsy, I am 
yet very weak, and have not passed the door since the 138th of December. [I 
hope for some help from warm weather, which will surely come in time. 

“T could not have the consent of the physicians to go to church yesterday ; 
I therefore received the holy sacrament at home, in the room where I com: 
municated with dear Mrs. Williams, a little before her death. O! my friend, 
the approach of death is very dreadful! I am afraid to think on that which I 
know I cannot avoid. It is vain to look round and round for that help which 
cannot be had. Yet we hope and hope, and fancy that he who has lived to- 
day may live to-morrow. But let us learn to derive our hope only from 
God. 

“In the meantime, let us be kind to one another. I have no friend now 
living but you! and Mr. Hector, that was the friend of my youth. Do not neg- 


fect, dear Sir, yours affectionately, 5 Sam. Jounson.” 


1 This friend of Johnson’s youth survived him somewhat more than three years, having 
died February 19, 1788 —M. 
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“April 19. I received this morning your magnificent fish, and in the after. 
noon your apology for not sending it. I have invited the Hooles and Mise 
Burney to dine upon it to-morrow.” 


Lerrer 462. TO MRS. LUCY PORTER. 
“ London, April 26, 1784 

“My pzar,—I write to you now, to tell you that I am so far recovered that 
on the 2ist I went to church to return thanks, after a confinement of more thay 
four long months. 

“My recovery is such as neither myself nor the physicians at all expected, 
and is such as that very few examples have been known of the like. Join witk 
me, my dear love, in returning thanks to God. 

“Dr. Vyse has been with (me) this evening: he tells me that you likewise 
have been much disordered, but that you are now better. I hope that we 
shall sometime have a cheerful interview. In the meantime let us pray for on¢ 
another. I am, Madam, your humble servant, &c. Sam. Jounson.” 


What follows is a beautiful specimen of his gentleness and com- 
placency to a young lady, his godchild, one of the daughters of his 
friend Mr. Langton, then, I think, in her seventh year. He took 
the trouble to write it in a large round hand, nearly resembling 
printed characters, that she might have the satisfaction of reading 
it herself. The original lies before me, but shall be faithfully res- 
tored to her ; and I dare say will be preserved by her as a jewel, as 
long as she lives. 


Lerrer 463. TO MISS JANE LANGTON. 
In Rochester, Kent. 
“May 10, 1784 
‘“‘My pearest Miss Jenny,—I am sorry that your pretty letter has been so 
iong without being answered: but, when I am not pretty well, I do not always 
write plain enough for young ladies. I am glad, my dear, to see that you 
write so well, and hope that you mind your pen, your book, aud your needle, 
for they are all necessary. Your books will give you knowledge, and make 
you respected; and your needle will find you useful employment when you do 
not care to read. When you area little older, I hope you will be very dili- 
gent in learning arithmetic; and, above all, that through your whole life you 
will carefully say your prayers and read your Bible. I am, my dear, &c. 
“Sam, JOHNSON.” 


On Wednesday, May 5, I arrived in London, and next morning 
had the pleasure to find Dr. Johnson greatly recovered. I but just 
Biog.—Vol. 26—15 
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saw him ; for a coach was waiting to carry him to Islington, to the 
house of his friend the Reverend Mr. Strahan, where he went some- 
times for the benefit of good air, which, notwithstanding his having 
formerly laughed at the general opinion upon the subject, he now 
acknowledged was conducive to health. 

One morning afterwards, when I found him alone, he communi- 
cated to me, with solemn earnestness, the very remarkable ¢irccm- 
stance which had happened in the course of his illness, when he was 
much distressed by the dropsy. He had shut himself up, and 
employed a day in particular exercises of religion, fasting, humilia- 
tion, and prayer. On a sudden he obtained extraordinary relief, for 
which he looked up to Heaven with grateful devotion. He made 
no direct inference from this fact ; but from his manner of telling 
it, I could perceive that it appeared to him as something more than 
an incident in the common course of events. For my own part, I 
have no difficulty to avow that cast of thinking, which, hy many 
modern pretenders to wisdom, is called superstitious. But here I 
think even men of dry rationality may believe, that there was an 
intermediate * interposition of Divine Providence, and that “ the fer- 
vent prayer of this righteous man” availed,” 

On Sunday, May 9, found Colonel Vallancy,* the celebrated anti- 
quary and engineer of Ireland, with him On Monday, the 10th, I 
dined with him at Mr. Paradise’s, where was a large company; Mr 
Bryant, Mr. Joddrel,* Mr. Hawkins Browne, &c. On Thursday, the 


? So in all the editions, though the meaning of the term intermediate does not seem quite 
clear. Perhaps Mr. Boswell may have meant immediate.—O. ‘ 

2 Upon this subject there is a very fair and judicious remark in the Life of Dr. Abernethy, 
in the first edition of the Biographia Britannica, which I should have been glad to see in 
his Life, which has been written for the second edition of that valuable work. “To deny the 
exercise of a particular Providence in the Deity’s government of the world is certainly im- 
pious, yet nothing serves the cause of the scorner more than an incautious forward zeal in 
determining the particular instances of it.” In confirmation of my sentiments, I am also 
happy to quote that sensible and elegant writer, Mr. Melmoth, in Letter VIII. of his collec 
tion, published under the name of Fitzosborne, “ We may safely assert, that the belief of a 
particular Providence is founded upon such probable reasons as may well justify our assent. 
It would scarce, therefore, be wise to renounce an opinion which affords so firm a support to 
the soul in those seasons wherein she stands in most need of assistance, merely because it ig 
not possible, in questions of this kind, to solve every difficulty which attends them.” 

5 Afterwards General Vallancy; an ingenious ma 
antiquities. He died in 1812, xt. 92.—0, 


* Richard Paul Joddrel, Esq., formerly M. P, for Seaford, died Jan. 26, 1881, aged 86, He 
was the last survivor of the Essex Street Club.—O, 


n, but somewhat of a visionary on Irish 
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18th, I dined with him at Mr. Joddrel’s, with another large com- 
pany ; the Bishop of Exeter (Dr. Ross), Lord Monboddo, Mr. 
Murphy, &c. I was sorry to observe Lord Monboddo avoid any 
communication with Dr. Johnson. I flattered myself that I had 
made them very good friends; but unhappily~ his lordship had 
resumed and cherished a violent prejudice against my illustrious 
friend, to whom I must do the justice to say, there was on his part 
not the least anger, but a good-humoured sportiveress. Nay, though 
he knew of his lordship’s indisposition towards him, he was even 
kindly ; as appeared from his inquiring of me, after him, by an 
abbreviation of his name, “ Well, how does Monny ?” 

On Saturday, May 15, I dined with him at Dr. Brocklesby’s, where 
were Colonel Vallancy, Mr. Murphy, and that ever-cheerful com- 
panion, Mr. Devaynes, apothecary to his majesty.’ Of these days, 
and others on which I saw him, I have no memorials, except the 
general recollection of his being able and animated in conversation, 
and appearing to relish society as much as the youngest man. I 
find only these three small particulars: When a person was men- 
tioned, who said, ‘‘I have lived fifty-one years in this world without 
having had ten minutes of uneasiness ;” he exclaimed, “The man who 
says so lies: he attempts to impose on human credulity.” The 
Bishop of Exeter in vain observed, that men were very different. 
His lordship’s manner was not impressive ; and I learnt afterwards, 
that Johnson did not find out that the person who talked to him 
was a prelate ; if he had I doubt not that he would have treated 
him with more respect ; for once talking of George Psalmanazar, 
whom he reverenced for his piety, he said, ‘‘I should as soon think 
of contradicting a bishop.” One of the company? provoked him 
greatly by doing what he could least of all bear, which was quoting 
something of his own writing, against what he then maintained 
“ What, Sir,” cried the gentleman, “do you say to— 


1 Indeed, his friends seem to have, as it were, celebrated his recovery by 4 round of din- 
ners ; for he wrote on the 18th to Mrs. Thrale—* Now I am broken loose, my friends seem 
willing enough to see me. On Monday I dined with Paradise; Tuesday, Hoole; Wednesday, 
Dr. Taylor ; to-day with Joddrel; Friday, Mrs. Garrick; Saturday, Dr. Brocklesby : next 
Monday, Dilly.”—0. t 

8 Most probably Mr. Boswell himself, who has more than once applied the same quotation 
from Cibber to Johnson’s retorts on him. 
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‘The busy day, the peaceful night,' 
Unfelt, uncounted, glided by?’” 


Johnson finding himself thus presented as giving an instance of a 
man who had lived without uneasiness, was much offended, for he 
looked upon such a quotation as unfair ; his anger burst out in an 
unjustifiable retort, insinuating that the gentleman’s remark was a 
sally of ebriety ; ‘Sir, there is one passion I would advise you to 
command ; when you have drunk out that glass, don’t drink 
another.” Here was exemplied what Goldsmith said of him, with 
the aid of a very witty image from one of Cibber’s comedies: 
“There is no arguing with Johnson : for if his pistol misses fire, he 
knoeks you down with the butt end of it.” 

Another was this : when a gentleman * of eminence in the literary 
world was violently censured for attacking people by anonymous 
paragraphs in newspapers, he, from the spirit of contradiction, as I 
thought, took up his defence, and said, ‘‘ Come, come, this is not so 
terrible a crime ; he means only to vex them a little. I do not say 
that I should do it; but there is a great difference between him and 
me : what is fit for Hepheestion is not fit for Alexander.” Another, 
when I told him that a young and handsome countess had said to 
me, ‘‘I should think that to be praised by Dr. Johnson would make 
one a fool all one’s life ;” and that I answered, “ Madam, I shall 
make him a fool to-day, by repeating this to him ;” he said, “I am 
too old to be made a fool ; but if you say I am made a fool, I shall 
not deny it. I am much pleased with a compliment, especially from 
a pretty woman.” 

On the evening of Saturday, May 15, he was in fine spirits at our 
Essex Head Club. He told us, “I dined yesterday at Mrs. Gar- 
rick’s with Mrs. Carter,” Miss Hannah More, and Fanny Buruey. 
Three such women are not to be found: I know not where I could 
find a fourth, except Mrs. Lennox, who is superior to them all.” 
Boswetu. “ What! had you them all to yourself, Sir?” Jounson. 
‘IT had them all, as much as they were had; but it might have been 


4 Verses on the death of Mr, Levett. 
® Mr. George Steevens, 


» This learned and excellent lady died at her house in Olarges Street, Feb. 19, 1806, in her 
@ghty-ninth year.—M. 
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better had there been more company there.” Boswet. ¥ Might 
not Mrs. Montagu have been a fourth?” Jonnson. “ Sir, Mrs. 
Montagu does not make a trade of her wit ; but Mrs. Montagu is 
& very extraordinary woman : she has a constant stream of conver- 
sation, and it is always impregnated ; it has always meaning.” 
Boswett. “Mr. Burke has a constant stream of conversation.” 
Jounson. “Yes, Sir; if a man were to go by chance at the same 
time with Burke under a shed, to shun a shower, he would say, ‘ this 
is an extraordinary man.’ If Burke should go into a stable to see 
his horse dressed, the ostler would say, ‘we have had an extraordi- 
nary man here.’” Bosweti. “ Foote was a man who never failed 
in conversation. If he had gone into a stable—”’ Jonnson. “ Sir, 
if he had gone into a stable, the ostler would have said, here has 
been a comical fellow; but he would not have respected him.” Bos- 
weLL. ‘ And, Sir, the ostler would have answered him, would have 
given him as good as he brought, as the common saying is.” JoHn- 
son. “ Yes, Sir; and Foote would have answered the ostler. When 
Burke does not descend to be merry, his conversation is very supe- 
rior indeed. There is no proportion between the powers which he 
shows in serious talk and in jocularity. When he lets himself down 
to that, he is in the kennel.” I have in another place’ opposed, aad 
I hope with success, Dr. Johnson’s very singular and erroneous 
notion as to Mr. Burke’s pleasantry. Mr. Windham now said low 
to me, that he differed from our great friend in this observation; for 
that Mr. Burke was often very happy in his merriment. It would 
not have been right for either of us to have contradicted Johnson 
at this time, in a society all of whom did not know and value Mr. 
Burke as much as we did. It might have occasioned something 
more rough, and at any rate would probably have checked the flow 
of Jobnson’s good humour. He called to us with a sudden air of 
exultation, as the thought started in his mind, “0! Gentlemen, I 
must tell you a very great thing. The Empress of Russia has 
ordered the ‘ Rambler’ to be translated into the Russian language; * 
so I shall be read on the banks of the Wolga. Horace boasts that 


) “ Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides.” 
3 I have since heard that the report was not well tounded; but the elation discoverei by 
Johnson, in the belief that it was true, showed a noble ardour for literary fame, 


15* 
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Ins fame would extend as far as the banks of the Rhone, now the 
Wolga is farther from me than the Rhone was from Horace.” Bos- 
WELL. ‘‘ You must certainly be pleased with this, Sir.” JoHNson. 
“T am pleased, Sir, to be sure. A man is pleased to find he has 
succeeded in that which he has endeavoured to do.” 

One of the company mentioned his having seen a noble person 
driving in his carriage, and looking exceedingly well, notwithstand- 
ing his great age. Jounson. “ Ah, Sir, that is nothing. Bacon 
observes, that a stout healthy old man is like a tower undermined.” 

On Sunday, May 16, I found him alone: he talked of Mrs. 
Thrale with much concern, saying, “Sir, she has done everything 
wrong, since Thrale’s bridle was off her neck ;” and was proceeding 
to mention some circumstances which have since been the subject of 
public discussion, when he was interrupted by the arrival of Dr. 
Douglas, now Bishop of Salisbury. 

Dr. Douglas, upon this occasion, refuted a mistaken notion which 
is very common in Scotland that the ecclesiastical discipline’? of the 
Church of England, though duly enforced, is insufficient to preserve 
the morals of the clergy, inasmuch as all delinquents may be screened 
by appealing to the convocation, which being never authorised by 
the king to sit for the despatch of business, the appeal never can 
be heard. Dr. Douglas observed that this was founded upon ignor- 
ance ; for that the bishops have sufficient power to maintain disci- 
pline, and that the sitting of the convocation was wholly immaterial 
in this respect, it being not a court of judicature, but like a parlia- 
ment, to make canons and regulations as times may require. 

Johnson, talking of the fear of death, said, ‘“‘Some people are 
not afraid, because they look upon salvation as the effect of an abso- 


! Since the abolition of the High Commission Court in 1640, proceedings against clergymen 
for ecclesiastical offences (happily, in this country of rare occurrence, when compared with 
the number of the clergy) have been conducted by the same rules as are observed in other 
criminal cases in the spiritual courts. That inconveniences have attended their application 
to such suits is not a recent complaint. ‘The Archbishop” (Tenison), says Evelyn, in 1696, 
“told me how unsatisfied he was with the canon law, and how exceedingly unreasonable all 
their pleadings appeared to him; and the ecclesiastical commissioners, appointed in 1881, 
allude in their report to the wnnecessary delay, and the large ewpenses incurred, owing to 
the present form of proceedings, The report adds, that “the interests of religion evidently 
require that some provision should be made for the effectual prosecution of suite against 


clerks, and particularly to restore to the bishops that personal jurisdiction which they origi 
nally exercised.”—MarxLanp, 
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lute decree, and think they feel in themselves the marks of sanctifi- 
cation. Others, and those the most rational in my opinion, look 
upon salvation as conditional ; and as they never can be sure that 
they have complied with the conditions, they are afraid.” 

In one of his little maruscript diaries about this time I find a 
short notice, which marks his amiable disposition more certainly 
than a thousand studied declarations. ‘‘ Afternoon spent cheer- 
fully and elegantly, I hope without offence to God or man; though 
in no holy duty, yet in the general exercise and cultivation of bene- 
volence.” 

On Monday, May 17, I dined with him at Mr. Dilly’s, where were 
Colonel Vallancy, the Reverend Dr. Gibbons, and Mr. Capel Lofft, 
who, though a most zealous Whig, has a mind so full of learning 
and knowledge, and so much exercised in various departments, and 
withal so much liberality, that the stupendous powers of the lite- 
rary Goliah, though they did not frighten this little David of popu- 
lar spirit, could not but excite his admiration. There was also Mr. 
Braithwaite of the post-office, that amiable and friendly man, who 
with modest and unassuming manners, has associated with many of 
the wits of the age. Johnson was very quiescent to-day. Perhaps too 
I was indolent. I find nothing more of him in my notes, but that when 
I mentioned that I had seen in the king’s library sixty-three editions 
of my favourite Thomas 4 Kempis,—amongst which it was in eight 
languages, Latin, German, French, Italian, Spanish, English, Arabic, 
and Armenian,—he said he thought it unnecessary to collect many 
editions of a book, which were all the same, except as to the paper 
and print ; he would have the original, and all the translations, and 
all the editions which had any variation in the text. He approved 
of the famous collection of the editions of Horace by Douglas,’ 


1 The mention by Pope (no very delicate one) is in the following lines of the Dunciad, and 
the subjoined note -— 
“ Bid me with Pollio sup, as well as dine, 
There all the learned shall at the labour stand, 
And Douglas lend his soft obstetric hand. 


“ Douglas, a physician of great learning and no less taste; above all, curious in what related 
to Horace; of whom he collected every edition, translation, and comment, to the number of 
several hundred volumes.”—Dunciad, b. iv. 1. 892. Dr, James Douglas was born in Scotland 
ip 1675, and died in London, in 1742. He published me medical works —0. 
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mentioned by Pope, who is said to have had a closet filled with 
them ; and he added, ‘‘ every man should try to collect one book in 
that manner, and present it to a public library.” 

On Tuesday, May 18, I saw him for a short time in the morning. 
I told him that the mob had called out as the king passed,’ ‘‘ No 
Fox, no Fox !” which I did not like. He said, ‘“‘ They were right, 
Sir.” I said, I thought not ; for it seemed to be making Mr. Fox 
the king’s competitor. There being no audience, so that there 
could be no triumph in a victory, he fairly agreed with me. I said 
it might do very well, if explained thus, “ Let us have no Fox,” 
understanding it as a prayer to his majesty not to appoint that gen- 
tleman minister. 


' To open parliament. The Westminster election had concluded only the day before ia 
fevour of Mr. Fox, whose return, however, was delayed by the requisition for a ecrutiny.—@ 
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On Wednesday, May 19, I sat a part of the evening with him, by 
ourselves. I observed that the death of our friends might be a 
consolation against the fear of our own dissolution, because we 
might have more friends in the other world than in this. He per- 
haps felt this as a reflection upon his apprehension as to death, and 
said, with heat, “‘ How can a man know where his departed friends 
are, or whether they will be his friends in the other world? How 
many friendships have you known formed upon principles of virtue ? 
Most friendships are formed by caprice or by chance—mere confe- 
deracies in vice or leagues in folly.” 

We talked of our worthy friend Mr. Langton. He said, “I 
know not who will go to heaven if Langton does not. Sir, I could 
almost say, Set anima mea cum Lamgtono.” I mentioned a very 
eminent friend as a virtuous man. Jonnson. “ Yes, Sir; but 
has not the evangelical virtue of Langton. , 1 am afraid, 
would not scruple to pick up a wench.” 

He however charged Mr. Langton with what he thought want of 
jadgment upon an interesting occasion. ‘‘ When I was ill,” said 
he, ‘I desired he would tell me sincerely in what he thought my 
life was faulty. Sir, he brought me a sheet of paper, on which he 
had written down several texts of Scripture recommending Christ- 
jan charity. And when I questioned him what occasion I had giver 
for such an animadversion, all that he could say amounted to this, 


—that. I sometimes contradicted people in conversation. Ncw 
349 
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what harm does it do to any man to be contradicted ?” Boswet. 
‘I suppose he meant the manner of doing it ; roughly and harshly.” 
Jounson. “ And who is the worse for that?” Boswetu. “It hurts 
people of weaker nerves.” Jounson. ‘I know no such weak-nerved 
people.” Mr. Burke, to whom I related this conference, said, “It 
is well if, when a man comes to die, he has nothing heavier upon 
his conscience than having been a little rough in conversation.” 

Johnson, at the time when the paper was presented to him, 
hough at first pleased with the attention of his friend, whom he 
thanked in an earnest manner, soon exclaimed in a loud and angry 
tone, ‘‘ What is your drift, Sir?” Sir Joshua Reynolds pleasantly 
observed, that it was a scene for a comedy, to see a penitent get 
into a violent passion and belabour his confessor. 

I have preserved no more of his conversation at the times when 
I saw him during the rest of this month, till Sunday, the 30th of 
May, when I met him in the evening at Mr. Hoole’s, where there 
was a large company both of ladies and gentlemen. Sir James 
Johnston happened to say that he paid no regard to the arguments 
of counsel at the bar of the House of Commons, because they were 
paid for speaking. JoHnson. “Nay, Sir, argument is argument, 
You cannot help paying regard to their arguments if they are good. 
If it were testimony, you might disregard it, if you knew that it 
were purchased. There is «x beautiful image in Bacon? upon this 
subject : testimony is like an arrow shot from a long bow ; the force 


? After all, I cannot but be of opinion that as Mr. Langton war seriously requested by Dr. 
Johnson to mention what appeared to him erroneous in the ch:racter of his friend, he was 
bound as an honest man to intimate what he really thought, waich he certainly did mn the 
most delicate manner; so that Johnson himself, when in a quist frame of mind, was pleased 
with it. The texts suggested are now before me, and I shall quote a few of them, «“ Blessed 
are the meek, for they shall inherit the earth.”—Matt. v. 5. “1 therefore, the prisoner of the 
Lord, beseech you that ye walk worthy of the vocation wherewith ye are called, with all 
lowliness and meekness, with long-suffering, forbearing one another in love.”—Ephes. v. 1, 2. 
“And above all these things put on charity, which is the bond of perfectness.”— Col, iii. 14, 
v\ Charity suffereth long, and is kind; charity envieth not; charity vaunteth not itself, is not 
puffed up, doth not behave itself unseemly, is not easily provoked.”—1 Cor, xiii, 4, 5. 

* Dr. Johnson’s memory deceived him. The passage referred to is not Bacon’s, but Boyle's, 
and may be found, with a slight variation, in Johnson’s Dictionary, under the word Crossbow, 
So happily selected are the greater part of the examples in that incomparable work, that if 
the most striking passages found in it were collected by one of our modern book-makers, 


under the title of “ The Beauties of Johnson’s Dictionary,” they would fo easing 
and popular volume.—M. ; i sma 


writ. T. MISS WILLIAMS. 351 


of it depends on ti strength of the hand that draws it. Argument 
is like an arrow from a crossbow, which has equal force though shot 
by a child.” 

He had dined that day at Mr. Hoole’s, and Miss Helen Maria 
Williams being expected in the evening, Mr. Hoole put into his 
bands her beautiful ‘‘Ode on the Peace.”’ Johnson read it over, 
and when this elegant and accomplished young lady * was presented 
to him, he took her by the hand in the most courteous manner, and 
repeated the finest stanza of her poem. This was the most delicate 
and pleasing compliment he could pay. Her respectable friend, 
Dr. Kippis, from whom I had this anecdote, was standing by, and 
was not a little gratified. 

Miss Williams told me, that the only other time she was fortunate 
enough to be in Dr. Johnson’s company, he asked her to sit down 
by him, which she did ; and upon her inquiring how he was, he an- 
swered, ‘‘I am very ill indeed, Madam. I am very ill even when 
you are near me; what should I be were you at a distance ?” 

He had now a great desire to go to Oxford, as his first jaunt after 
his illness. We talked of it for some days, and I had promised to 
accompany him. He was impatient and fretful to-night, because I 
did not at once agree to go with him on Thursday. When I con- 
sidered how ill he had been, and what allowance should be made 
for the influence of sickness upon his temper, I resolved to indulge 
him, though with some inconvenience to myself, as I wished to at- 
tend the musical meeting in honour of Handel, in Westminster 
Abbey, on the following Saturday. 

In the midst of his own diseases and pains, he was ever compas- 


1 The peace made by that very able statesman, the Harl of Shelburne, now Marquis of 
Lansdowne, which may fairly be considered as the foundation of all the prosperity of Great 
Britain since that time. 

2 In the first edition of my work, the epithet amiable was given. I was sorry to be obliged 
to strike it out; but I could not in justice suffer it to remain, after this young lady had not 
only written in favour of the savage anarchy with which France has been visited, but had 
(as I have been informed by good authority) walked, without horror, over the ground at the 
Thuilleries when it was strewed with the naked bodies of the faithful Swiss Guards, who were 
barbarously massacred for having bravely defended, against a crew of ruffians, the monarch 
whom they had taken an oath to defend. From Dr. Johnson she could now expect not en- 
flearment, but repulsion —B. Miss Williams, like many other early enthusiasts of the French 
jer olution, had latterly altered her opinion very vonsiderably. She died in 1828, mt. 65.—Q. 
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sionate to the distresses of others, and actively earnest in procuring 
them aid, as appears from a note to Sir Joshua Reynolds, of June, 
in these words:—‘I am ashamed to ask for some relief for @"poor 
man, to whom I hope I have given what I can be expected to spare. 
The man importunes me, and the blow goes round. I am going to 
try another air on Thursday.” 

On Thursday, June 3, the Oxford post coach took us up in the 
morning at Bolt Court. The other two passengers were Mrs. Beres- 
ford and her daughter, two very agreeable ladies from America : 
they were going to Worcestershire, where they then resided. Frank 
had been sent by his master the day before to take places for us ; 
and I found from the way-bill that Dr. Johnson had made our 
names be put down. Mrs. Beresford, who had read it, whispered 
me, “Is this the great Dr. Johnson?” I told her it was ; so she 
was then prepared to listen. As she soon happened to mention, in 
a voice so low that Johnson did not hear it, that her husband had 
been a member of the American Congress, I cautioned her to be- 
ware of introducing that subject, as she must know how very vio- 
lent Johnson was against the people of that country. He talked a 
great deal ; but I am sorry I have preserved little of the conver- 
sation. Miss Beresford was so much charmed, that she said to me 
aside, “How he does talk! Every sentence is an essay.” She 
amused herself in the coach with knotting, He would scarcely 
allow this species of employment any merit. “Next to mere idle- 
ness,” said he, ‘‘I think knotting is to be reckoned in the scale of 
insignificance ; though I once attempted to learn knotting: Demp- 
ster’s sister (looking to me) endeavoured to teach me it, but I made 
ho progress.” 

I was surprised at his talking without reserve in the public post 
coach of the state of his affairs: ‘I have,” said he, “ about the 
world I think above a thousand pounds, which I intend shall afford 
Frank an annuity of seventy pounds a year.” Indeed, his openness 
with people at a first interview was remarkable. He said once to 
Mr. Langton, “1 think I am like Squire Richard? in ‘ The Journey 


1 The remark is made by Miss Jenny, and not by her brother From its smartness it would 


have been ill suited to one who was originally described in the dramatis Persons as “a mere 
whelp. ’—MArxkLAnp, 
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to London, Pm never strange in a strange place.” He was truly 
soaal, He strongly censured what is much too common in England 
among persons of condition,—maintaining an absolute silence when 
unknown to each other ; as, for instance, when occasionally brought 
together in a room before the master or mistress.of the house has 
appeared. “Sir, that is being so uncivilised as not to understand 
the common rights of humanity.” 

At the inn where we stopped he was exceedingly dissatisfied with 
some roast mutton which we had for dinner. The ladies, I saw, 
wondered to see the great philosopher, whose wisdom and wit they 
had bee a admiring all the way, get into ill-humour from such a cause. 
He scolded the waiter, saying, ‘‘It is as bad as bad can be: it is ill- 
fed, ill-killed, ill-kept, and ill-drest.” 

He bore the journey very well, and seemed to feel himself elevated 
as he epproached Oxford, that magnificent and venerable seat of 
learning, orthodoxy, and Toryism. Frank came in the heavy coach, 
in readiness to attend him ; and we were received with the most 
polite hospitality at the house of his old friend Dr. Adams, Master 
of Pembroke College, who had given us a kind invitation. Before 
we were set down, I communicated to Johnson my having engaged 
to return to London directly for the reason I have mentioned, but 
that I would hasten back to him again. He was pleased that I had 
made this journey merely to keep him company. He was easy and 
placid, with Dr. Adams, Mrs. and Miss Adams, and Mrs. Kennicott, 
widow of the learned Hebrxan,' who was here on a visit. He soon 
despatched the inquiries that were made about his illness and reco- 
very by a short and distinct narrative, and then assuming a gay air, 
repeated from Swift,— 


“ Nor think on our approaching ills, 
And talk of spectacles and pills.” 


Dr. Newton, the Bishop uf Bristol, having been mentioned, John- 
son, recollecting the manner in which he had been censured by that 
prelate,’ thus retaliated :—“ Tom knew he should be dead before 


1 See ante, Vol. IL. p. 54.—O, 
2 Dr. Newton in his account of his own life, after animadverting upon Mr. Gfobon’s His 


tory, says— 
“Dr. Johnson’s ‘ Lives of the Poets’ afforded more amusement; but candour was muab 
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what he has said of me would appear. He durst not have printed it 
while he was alive.” Dr. Apams. “I believe his ‘ Dissertations on the 
Prophecies’ is his great work.” - Jonnson. ‘“‘ Why, Sir, it is Tom’s 
great work ; but how far it is great, or how much of it is Tom’s, 
are other questions. I fancy a considerable part of it was borrowed.” 
Dr. Apams. “ He was a very successful man.” Jonnson. “I don’t 
think so, Sir. He did not get very high. He was late in getting 
what he did get; and he did not get it by the best means. I 
believe he was a gross flatterer.” 

I fulfilled my intention by going to London, and returned to 
Oxford on Wednesday the 9th of June, when I was happy to find 
myself again in the same agreeable circle at Pembroke College, 
with the comfortable prospect of making some stay. Johnson 
welcomed my return with more than ordinary glee. 

He talked with great regard of the Honourable Archibald Camp- 
bell, whose character he had given at the Duke of Argyll’s table 
when we were at Inverary,’ and at this time wrote out for me in his 
own hand, a fuller account of that learned and venerable writer, 
which I have published in its proper place. Johnson made a remark 
this evening which struck me a good deal. “I never,” said he, 
“knew a nonjurer who could reason.* Surely he did not mean to 


hurt and offended at the malevolence that predominates in every part. Some passages, it must 
be allowed, are judicious and well-written, but make not sufficient compensation for so much 
spleen and ill-humour. Never was any biographer more sparing of his praise, or more 
abundant in his censures, He seemingly delights more in exposing blemishes, than in recom- 
mending beauties; slightly passes over excellences, enlarges upon imperfections, and, not 
content with his own severe reflections, revives old scandal, and produces large quotations 
from the forgotten works of former critics.» His reputation was so high in the republic of 
letters, that it wanted not to be raised upon the ruins of others. But these essays, instead of 
raising a higher idea than was before entertained of his understanding, have certainly given 
the world a worse opinion of his temper. The bishop was therefore the more surprised and 
concerned for his townsman, for he respected him not only for his genius and learning, 


but valued him much for the more amiable part of his character—his humanity and 
charity, his morality and religion.” 


The last sentence we may consider as the general and permanent opinion of Bishop Newton, 
the remarks which precede it must, by all who have read Johnson’s admirable work, be im- 
puted to’the disgust and peevishness of old age. I wish they had not appeared, and that Dr, 
Johiison had sot been provoked by them to express himself not in respectful terms of a 
prelate whose labours were certainly of considerable advantage both to literature and relk 


gion. 


* “Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides,”—C. 
* The Rov. Mr. Agutter has favoured me with a note of a dialogue between Mr, John Hem 
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deny that faculty to many of their writers—to Hickes, Brett, and 
other eminent divines of that persuasion ; and did not recollect that 
the seven bishops, so justly celebrated for their magnanimous resis- 
tance of arbitrary power, were yet nonjurers! to the new govern 
ment. The nonjuring clergy of Scotland, indeed, who, excepting » 
few, have lately, by a sudden stroke, cut off all ties of allegiance to 
the house of Stuart, and resolved to pray for our present lawful 
sovereign by name, may be thought to have confirmed this remark ; 
as it may be said, that the divine indefeasible hereditary right which 
they professed to believe, if ever true, must be equally true still. 
Many of my readers will be surprised when I mention that Johnson 
assured me he had never in his life been in a nonjuring meeting-house. 

Next morning at breakfast, he pointed out a passage in Savage’s 
“ Wanderer,” saying ‘‘ These are fine verses.” “If,” said he, I had 
written with hostility of Warburton in my Shakspeare, I should 
have quoted this couplet :— 


‘Here Learning, blinded first, and then beguiled, 
Looks dark as Ignorance, as Frenzy wild.’ 


You see they’d have fitted him toa 7,” (smiling.) Dr. Apams. 
“ But you did not write against Warburton.” Jonson. “ No, Sir, 
I treated him with great respect both in my preface and in my 
notes.” 

Mrs. Kennicott spoke of her brother, the Reverend Mr. Chamber- 
layne, who had given up great prospects in the Church of England? 


derson and Dr. Johnson en this topic, as related by Mr, Henderson, and it is evidently so 
authentic that I shail here insert it :—Hznpzrson. “ What do you think, Sir, of William Law ?’- 
Jounson “ William Law, Sir, wrote the best piece of parenetic divinity ; but William Law was 
no reasoner.’? Hznperson. “Jeremy Collier, Sir?” Jounson, “Jeremy Collier fought with- 
out a rival, and therefore could not claim the victory.” Mr. Henderson mentioned Ken and 
Kettlewell ; but some objections were made; at last he said, “ But, Sir, what do you think of 
Lesley ?”” Jounson. ‘Charles Lesley Ihad forgotten. Lesley was a reasoner, and a rea: 
eoner who was not to be reasoned against.” 

1 Mr, Boswell is mistaken: two of the seven bishops (Lloyd, of St. Asaph’s, and Trelawney) 
were not nonjurors.—0O. 

2 Mr. Hallam informs me that there is here an inaccuracy. Mr. George Chamberlayne was 
a clerk in the Treasury, and never was in the Church of England. He became a Romish 
priest, and died in London within the last twenty years. His elder brother, Edward Cham-, 
berlayne, was made Secretary of the Treasury in 1782, but was so overcome by a nervous 
terror of the responsibility of the office, that he committed suicide, by throwing himself out 
of the window, 6th April, 1782. See Gent. Mag. loco, and Hannah More’s Life, vol. 1. p. 245 


~0, 1835. 
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on his conversion to the Roman Catholic faith. Johnson, who 
warmly admired every man who acted from a conscientious regard 
to principle, erroneous or not, exclaimed fervently, ‘‘ God bless him.” 
Mrs. Kennicott, in confirmation of Dr. Johnson’s opinion that the 
present was not worse than former ages, mentioned that her brother 
assured her there was now less infidelity on the continent than there 
had been ;' Voltaire and Rousseau were less read. I asserted from 
good authority, that Hume’s infidelity was certainly less read. 
Jounson. “All infidel writers drop into oblivion when personal 
connexions and the floridness of novelty are gone ; though now and 
then a foolish fellow, who thinks he can be witty upon them, may 
bring them again into notice. There will sometimes start up a 
college joker, who does not consider that what is a joke in a college 
will not do in the world. To such defenders of religion I would ap- 
ply a stanza of a poem which I remember to have seen in some old 
collection :— 
‘Henceforth be quiet and agree, 
Each kiss his empty brother: 


Religion scorns a foe like thee, 
But dreads a friend like t’ other.’ 


The point is well, though the expression is not correct : one, and not 
thee, should be opposed to ?#’other.”* 


On the Roman Catholic religion he said, “If you join the papists 
externally, they will not interrogate you strictly as to your belief 
in their tenets. No reasoning» ipapist believes every article of 


1 A few years afforded lamentable evidence how utterly mistaken was this opinion.—0. 
? Thave inserted the stanza as Johnson repeated it from memory ; but I have since found 


the poem itself, in “‘ The Foundling Hospital for Wit,” printed at London, 1749. It is as folk 
lows :— 


“EPicraM, occasioned by a religious dispute at Bath. 
“On reason, faith, and mystery high, 

Two wits harangue the table; 

B——~y believes, he knows not why, 
N 8wears ’tis all a fable. 

Peace, coxcombs, peace! and both agree! 
N kiss thy empty brother ; 

Religion laughs at foes like thee, 
And dreads a friend like t’other.”—B, 


The disputants alluded to in this epigram are supposed to have been Bentley (the son of the 
doctor and the friend of Walpole) and Beau Vaet.—Q, 
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their faith. There is one side on which a good man might be per 
suaded to embrace it. A good man of a timorous disposition, in 
great doubt of his acceptance with God, and pretty credulous, may 
be glad to be of a church where there are so many helps to get to 
heaven.’ I would be a papist if I could. I have fear enough ; but 
an obstinate rationality prevents me. I shall never be a papist, un- 
less on the near approach of death, of which I have a very great 
terror. I wonder that women are not all papists.” BoswsLL 
“They are not more afraid of death than men are.” Jonnson. 
“Because they are less wicked.” Dr. Apams. “They are more 
pious.” Jonson. “No, hang ’em, they are not more pious. A 
wicked fellow is the most pious when he takes to it. He’ll beat you 
all at piety.” 

He argued in defence of some of the peculiar tenets of the church 
of Rome. As to the giving the bread only to the laity, he said, 
“They may think, that in what is merely ritual,* deviations from the 
primitive mode may be admitted on the ground of convenience ; and 
I think they are as well warranted to make this alteration, as we 
are to substitute sprinkling in the room of the ancient baptism.’ 
As to the invocation of saints, he said, ‘‘ Though I do not think it 
authorised, it appears to me, that ‘communion of saints’ in the 
Creed means the communion with the saints in Heaven, as connected 
with ‘The holy Catholic church.’”‘* He admitted the influence of 


1 This facility, however it may, in their last’ moments, delude the timorous and credulous, 
{s, as Jeremy Taylor observes, proportionably injurious if previously calculated upon. When 
addressing a convert to the Romish church, he says, ‘‘If I had a mind to live an evi life, and 
yet hope for heaven at last, I would be of your religion above any in the world.”— Works, 
vol. xi. p. 190.—O. 

2 The Bishop of Ferns very justly observes, that the sacrament is not merely ritual. Had 
it been an institution of the church of Rome, they might have modified it; but it was a 
solemn and specific ordinance of our Saviour himself, which no church could justifiably 
alter.—C. 

3 I do not recollect any scriptural authority that primitive baptism should necessarily be 
by immersion. From the Acts, ii. 41, it may be inferred that 8000 persons were baptized in 
Jerusalem in one day, and the jailor of Philippi and his family were baptized hastily as 
night, and, as it would seem, within the purlieus of the prison (Acts, xvi. 83). These baptisms 
sould hardly have been by immersion.—C. 

4 Waller, in his “Divine Poesie,” canto first, has the same thought finely expressed :— 

“The church triumphant and the church below 
In songs of praise their present union show: 
Their joys are full, our expectation long; 

In life we differ, but we join in song: 
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evil spirits upon our minds, and said, “Nobody who believes the 
New Testament can deny it.” 

I brought a volume of Dr. Hurd, the Bishop of Worcester’s Ser- 
mons, and read to the company some passages from one of them, 
upon this text, “‘ Resist the Devil, and he will fly from you,” James 
iv. 7. & was happy to produce so judicious and elegant a supporter * 
of a doctrine which, I know not why, should, in this world of imper- 
fect knowledge, and therefore of wonder and mystery in a thousand 
instances, be contested by some with an unthinking assurance and 
flippancy. 

After dinner, when one of us talked of there being a great enmity 
between Whig and Tory :—Jounson. ‘“ Why, not so much, I think, 


Angels and we, assisted by this art, 
May sing together, though we dwell apart.” 
1 The sermon thus opens :— 


“That there are angels and spirits good and bad; that at the head of these last there is 
ONE more considerable and malignant than the rest, who in the form or under the name of a 
serpent was deeply concerned in the fall of man, and whose /ead, as the prophetic language 
is, the Son of Man was one day to brwise; that this evil spirit, though that prophecy be in 
part completed, has not yet received his death’s wound, but is still permitted, for ends un- 
searchable to us, and in ways which we cannot particularly explain, to have a certain degree 
of power in this world hostile to its virtue and happiness, and sometimes exerted with too 
much success ; all this is so clear from Scripture, that no believer, unless he be first of all 
epoiled by philosophy and vain deceit, can possible entertain a doubt of it.” 


Having treated of possessions, his lordship says,— 


“As I have no authority to affirm that there are now any such, so neither may I presume 
to say with confidence that there are mot anys’ ‘‘But then, with regard to the influence of 
evil spirits at this day upon the souLs of men, s shall take leave to be a great deal more per- 
emptory.—(Then, having stated the various proofs, he adds,)—All this, I say, is so manifest 
to every one who reads the Scriptures, that if we respect their authority, the question con- 
cerning the reality of the demoniac influence upon the minds of men is clearly deter. 
mined.” 


Let it be remembered, that these are not the words of an antiquated or obscure enthusiast, 
but of a learned and polite prelate now alive; and were spoken not to a vulgar congrega- 
tion, but to the Honourable Society of Lincoln’s Inn, His lordship in this sermon explains 
the words “deliver us from evil,” in the Lord’s Prayer, as signifying a request to be protected 
from “‘ the evil one,” that is, the Devil. This is well illustrated in a short but excellent Com- 
mentary by my late worthy friend the Reverend Dr. Lort, of whom it may truly be said, 
Multis ille bonis fledilis occidit. It is remarkable that Waller, in his ‘‘ Reflections on thé 
several Petitions in that sacred Form of Devotion,” has understood this in the same sense :— 


bi ‘*Guard us from all temptations of the For.”—Boswe tt. 
On this important subject two other distinguished prelates have, as appears by their pub 
lished discourses, addressed the same learned society whilst preachers of Lincoln’s Inn See 


Bishop Van Mildert’s Sermons, vol. ii, p. 124, and Bishop Heber’s Sermons, preached Eng: 
lar . Xermon IV.—MARKLAND, 
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ax ess when they come into competition with each other. There is 
no te when they are only common acquaintance, none when they are 
of lifferent sexes. A Tory will marry into a Whig family, and a 
Wl ig into a Tory family, without any reluctance. But, indeed, in 
a mitter of much more concern than political tenets, and that is 
relig on, men and women do not concern themselves much about differ- 
ence f opinion; and ladies set no value on the moral character of men 
who ay their addresses to them ; the greatest profligate will be as 
well ‘eceived as the man of the greatest virtue, and this by a very 
good voman, by a woman who says her prayers three times a day.” 
Our |: dies endeavoured to defend their sex from this charge: but 
he roa2d them down! “No, no, a lady will take Jonathan Wild 
as readi y as St. Austin, if he has threepence more ; and, what is 
worse, her parents will give her to him. Women have a perpetual 
envy of our vices ; they are less vicious than we, not from choice, 
but because we restrict them; they are the slaves of order and 
fashion ; their virtue is of more consequence to us than our own, 80 
far as concerns this world.” 

Miss Adams mentioned a gentleman of licentious character, and 
said, ‘‘ Suppose I had a mind to marry that gentleman, would my 
parents consent ?” Jounson. “ Yes, they’d consent, and you’d go. 
You’d go, though they did not Eo wens ” Miss Apams. “ Perhaps 
their opposing might make me go,” Jounson. “O, very well; 
you'd take one whom you think a bad man, to have the pleasure of 
vexing your parents. You put me ‘in mind of Dr. Barrowby,’ the 
physician, who was very fond of swine’s flesh. One day, when he 
was eating it, he said, ‘I wish Iwas a Jew.’—‘ Why so? said 
somebody ; ‘ the Jews are not allowed to eat your favourite meat.’ 
—‘Because,’ said he, ‘I should then have the gust of eating it 
with the pleasure of sinning.’”—Johnson then proceeded in his de- 
clamation. 

Miss Adams soon afterwards made an observation that I do not 
recollect, which pleased him much; he said, with a good-humoured 
smile, “That there should be so much excellence united with sa 


much depramty is strange.” 


1 De, Barrowby died in 1758, the sentor member of the college of physicians.—O, 
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Indeed, this lady’s good qualities, merit, and accomplishments, 
and her constant attention to Dr. Johnson, were not lost upon him. 
She happened to tell him that a little coffee-pot, in which she had 
made him coffee, was the only thing she could call her own. 
He turned to her with a complacent gallantry ;—* Don’t say so, my 
dear ; I hope you don’t reckon my heart as nothing |”? 

I asked him if it was true as reported, that he had said lately, 
“Tam for the King against Fox: but I am for Fox against Pitt.” 
Jounson. “ Yes, Sir; the King is my master; but I do not know 
Pitt ; and Fox is my friend.” 

“Fox,” added he, “is a most extraordinary man ; here is a man 
(describing him in strong terms of objection in some respects ac- 
cording as he apprehended, but which exalted his abilities the more ) 
who has divided the kingdom with Casar ; so that it was a doubt 
whether the nation should be ruled by the sceptre of George the 
Third, or the tongue of Fox.” 

Dr. Wall, physician at Oxford, drank tea with us. Johnson had 
in general a peculiar pleasure in the company of physicians, which 
was certainly not abated by the conversation of this learned, inge- 
nious, and pleasing gentleman. Johnson said, “It is wonderful 
how little good Ratcliffe’s travelling fellowships have done. I know 
nothing that has been imported by them ; yet many additions to 
our medical knowledge might be got in foreign countries. Inoct- 
lation, for instance, has sayed more lives than war destroys ; and 
the cures performed by the Peruyian bark are innumerable. But it 
is in vain to send our travelling physicians to France and Italy and 
Germany, for all that is known there is known here. Td send 
them out of Christendom ; I’d send them among barbarous na- 
tions.” 

On Friday, June 11, we talked at breakfast of forms of prayer. 
Jounson. “I know of no good prayers but those in the ‘ Book of 
Common Prayer.’” Dr. Anams (in a very earnest manner), “I 
wish, Sir, you would compose some family prayers.” Jonnsoxn. “I 
will not compose prayers for you, Sir, because you can do it for 


1 Miss Adams married, in July, 1788, Benjamin Hyett, Esq., of Painswick, Gloucester 
ohire.— HALL, 
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yourself. But I have thought of getting together all the books of 
prayers which I could, selecting those which should appear to me 
the best, putting out some, inserting others, adding some prayers of 
my own, and prefixing a discourse on prayer.” We now all 
gathered about him, and two or three of us at a time joined in 
pressing him to execute this plan. He seemed to be a little dis 
pleased at the manner of our importunity, and in great agitation 
called out, “Do not talk thus of what is so awful. I know not 
what time Gop will allow me in this world. There are many things 
which I wish to do.” Some of us persisted, and Dr. Adams said, 
“T never was more serious about anything in my life.” Jonnson. 
“ Let me alone—let me alone—I am overpowered.” And then he 
put his hands before his face, and reclined for some time upon the 
table.’ 

I mentioned Jeremy Taylor’s using, in his forms of prayer, “I 
am the chief of sinners,” and other such self-condemning expres- 
sions.* “‘ Now,” said I, “ this cannot be said with truth by every * 
man, and therefore is improper for a general printed form. I my- 
self cannot say that I am the worst of men: I will not say so.” 
Jounson. “A man may know, that physically, that is, in the real 
state of things, he is not the worst man; but that morally he may 
be so. Law observes, ‘ that every man knows something worse of 
himself, than he is sure of in others.”’ You may not have committed 
such crimes as some men have done but you do not know aguinst 
what degree of life they have sinned. Besides, Sir, ‘the chief of 
sinners’ is a mode of expression foro‘ Iam"a great sinner.’ So St. 
Paul, speaking of our Saviour’s having died to save sinners, says, 
‘of whom I am the chief ;’ yet he certainly did not think himself so 
bad as Judas Iscariot.” Boswext. “ But, Sir, Taylor means it lite- 
rally, for he founds a conceit upon it. When praying for the con- 
version of sinners, and of himself in particular, he says, ‘ Lorp, thou 
wilt not leave thy chef work undone.”’”* Jounson. “I do not ap- 


1 Yet he had at this time composed all the prayers (except one) which Dr. Strahan after- W 
wards published, as he—I think unwarrantably—stated, by Dr. Johnson’s ewpress desire,—O. 

3 This expression is undoubtedly to be found in a prayer of Bishop Taylor’s (see his Worke 
tv. p. 302); but the spirit of such expressions is not, as Boswell would lead us to suppose, a 
eharacteristic of Taylor’s prayers.—MARKLAND. 

3 Boswell probably quoted from memory, and the quotation may not be perfectly accurate 
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prove of figurative expressions in addressing the Supreme Being; 
and I never use them. Taylor gives a very good advice: ‘ Never 
lie in your prayers; never confess more than you really believe; 
never promise more than you mean to perform.’” I recollected 
this precept in his ‘“‘ Golden Grove;” but his example for prayer con- 
tradicts his precept. 

Dr. Johnson and I went in Dr. Adams’s coach to dine with Dr. 

Nowell, Principal of St. Mary Hall, at his villa at Iffley, on the 
banks of the Isis, about two miles from Oxford. While we were 
apon the road, I had the resolution to ask Johnson whether he 
thought that the roughness of his manner had been an advantage 
or not, and if he would not have done more good if he had been 
more gentle. I proceeded to answer myself thus: ‘“ Perhaps it has 
been of advantage, as it has given weight to what you said; you 
could not, perhaps, have talked with such authority without it.” 
Jounson. “No, Sir; I have done more good asI am. Obscenity 
‘and impiety have always been repressed in my company.” Bos- 
weELL. ‘True, Sir; and that is more than can be said of every 
bishop. Greater liberties have been taken in the presence of a 
bishop, though a very good man, from his being milder, and there 
fore not commanding such awe. Yet, Sir, many people who might 
have been benefited by your conversation have been frightened 
away. A worthy friend of ours'has told me, that he has often been 
afraid to talk to you.” JoHnson. “ Sir, he need not have been 
afraid, if he had anything rational to say.’ If he had not, it was 
better he did not talk.” ° ) 

Dr. Nowell is celebrated for having preached a sermon before the 
House of Commons, on the 30th of January, 1772, full of high Tory 
sentiments, for which he was thanked as usual, and printed it at 
their request; but, in the midst of that turbulence and faction which 
disgraced a part of the present reign, the thanks were afterwards 


If Taylor has employed the expression ‘‘ God’s chief work,” did he not mean to apply it 
either to mankind in general, or to the redemption? In confirmation of the last supposition, 
we may refer to the following passage in one of his prayers :—“T beg of thee by all the parts 
of our redemption, and thy infinite mercy, in which thou pleasest thyself above all the works 
of the creation (iv. 485).—MARKLAND, 

} The words of Erasmus may be applied to Johnson: “ Qui ingenium, sensum, dictionem 


hominis noverant, multis non offenduntur, quibus graviter erant offendendi, qui hac ignore 
runt,”’—KBARNEY. 
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ordered to be expunged. This strange conduct sufficiently exposes 
itself ; and Dr.-Nowell will ever have the honour which is due to a 
lofty friend of our monarchical constitution. Dr. Johnson said to 
me, “Sir, the court will be very much to blame if he is not pro- 
moted.” I told this to Dr. Nowell; and asserting my humbler, 
though not less zealous, exertions in the same cause, I suggested, 
that whatever return we might receive, we should still have the 
consolation of being like Butler’s steady and generous royalist, 


“True as the dial to the sun, 
Although it be not shone upon.” 


We were well entertained and very happy at Dr. Nowell’s, where 
was a very agreeable company; and we drank “ Church and King” 
after dinner, with true Tory cordiality. 

We talked of a certain clergyman’ of extraordinary character, 
who, by exerting his talents in writing on temporary topics, and 
displaying uncommon intrepidity, had raised himself to affluence. 
I maintained that we ought not to be indignant at his success; for 
merit of every sort was entitled to reward. Jounson. “Sir, I will 
not allow this man to have merit.. No, Sir; what he has is rather 
the contrary : I will, indeed, allow him courage; and on this account 
we so far give him credit. We have more respect for a man who 
robs boldly on the highway, thanjfor a fellow who jumps out of » 
ditch, and knocks you down behindyyour back. Courage is a qual- 
ity so necessary for maintaining Yirtue, that it is always respected, 
even when it is associated with vice.” 

I censured the coarse invectives,which were become fashionable 
in the House of Commons, and said, that if members of parliament 
must attack each other personally in the heat of debate, it should 
be done more genteelly. Jonnson. “ No, Sir; that would be much 
worse. Abuse is not so dangerous when there is no vehicle of wit 
and delicacy, no subtle conveyance. The difference between coarse 
and refined abuse, is as the difference between being bruised by a 
elub, and wounded by a poisoned arrow.” I have since observed 
his position elegantly expressed by Dr. Young:— aie 


1 The Rev. Henry Bate, who, in 1784, took the name of Dudley, was created a baronet im 
1815, and died in 1824, without issue. —@. 
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* As the soft plume gives swiftness to the dart, 
Good breeding sends the satire to the heart.” ? 


On Saturday, June 12, there drank tea with us at Dr. Adams’s, 
Mr. John Henderson, student of Pembroke College, celebrated for 
nis wonderful acquirements in alchymy, judicial astrology, and other 
abstruse and curious learning *—and the Reverend Herbert Croft, 
who, I am afraid, was somewhat mortified by Dr. Johnson’s not 
being highly pleased with some “ Family Discourses” which he had 
printed ; they were in too familiar a style to be approved of by so 
manly a mind. I have no note of this evening’s conversation, except 
a single fragment. When I mentioned Thomas Lord Lyttelton’s 
vision, the prediction of the time of his death, and its exact fulfil- 
ment :—Jounson. “It is the most extraordinary thing that has 
happened in my day. I heard it with my own ears, from his uncle, 
Lord Westcote. I am so glad to have every evidence of the 
spiritual world, that I am willing to believe it.” Dr. Apams. ‘“ You 
have evidence enough ; good evidence, which needs not such sup- 

port.” Jonson. “I like to have more.” 

Mr. Henderson, with whom I had sauntered in the venerable 
walks of Merton College, and found him a very learned and pious 
man, supped with us. Dr. Johnson surprised him not a little, by 
acknowledging with a look of horror, that he was much oppressed 
by the fear of death. The amiable Dr. Adams suggested that Gon 
was infinitely good :—Jounson. “That he is infinitely good, as far 
as the perfection of his own natarewill allow, I certainly believe ; but 
it is necessary for good upon the*whole, that individuals should be 
punished. As to an individual, therefore, he is not infinitely good ; 
and as I cannot be sure that I have fulfilled the conditions on which 
salvation is granted, I am afraid I may be one of those who shall 


} The feather does not give swiftness, but only serves to guide the arrow ; so that Young’s 
allusion is incorrect as well as Mr. Boswell’s.—O. 

2 See an account of him, in a sermon by the Rey. Mr. Agutter—B. He wasa young man 
of very extraordinary abilities, but of strange habits and manners. He was supposed to be 
well'read in’books which no one else reads. He took his bachelor’s degree, but never got 
oufinto. the world, having died in college in 1788,—Haty. See Hannah More’s Life, vol. 1, 
p- 194, by which it appears that Henderson was sent to college by Dean Tucker, aided by a 
subscription.—O. 


* A correct account of Lord Lyttelton's supposed Vision may be found in Nask’s “ Eistory 
ef Worcestershire.” —M. 
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be damned.” (Looking dismally). Dr. Apams. “What do you 
mean by damned?” Jounson (passionately and loudly). “ Sent to 
Hell, Sir, and punished everlastingly.” Dr. Apams. “I don’t believe 
that doctrine.” Joxnnson. ‘Hold, Sir, do you believe that some will 
be punished at all?” Dr. Apams. “‘ Being excluded from Heaven 
will be 2 punishment ; yet there may be no great positive suffering.” 
Jounson. “ Well, Sir ; but, if you admit any degree of punishment, 
there is an end of your argument for infinite goodness simply con- 
sidered ; for infinite goodness would inflict no punishment whatever. 
There is not infinite goodness physically considered : morally there 
is.” Boswet.. “But may not a man attain to such a degree of 
hope as not to be uneasy from the fear of death ?”” Jonnson. ‘A | 
man may have such a degree of hope as to keep him quiet. You 
see I am not quiet, from the vehemence with which I talk ; but I 
do not despair.” Mrs. Apams. “‘ You seem, Sir, to forget the merits 
of our Redeemer.” Joxunson. “ Madam, I do not forget the merits 
of my Redeemer ; but my Redeemer has said that he will set some 
on his right hand and some on his left.”—-He was in gloomy agita- 
tion, and said, “T’ll have no more on’t.”—If what has now been 
stated should be urged by the enemies of Christianity, as if its in- 
fluence on the mind were not benignant, let it be remembered, that 
Johnson’s temperament was melancholy, of which such direful appre- 
hensions of futurity are often a common effect. We shall presently 
see, that when he approached nearer to his awful change, his mind 
became tranquil, and he exhibited as much fortitude as becomes a 
thinking man in that situation. 

From the subject of death we passed to discourse of life, whether 
it was upon the whole more happy or miserable. Johnson was 
decidedly for the balance of misery: in confirmation of which I 
maintained that no man would choose to lead over again the life 
which he had experienced. Johnson acceded to that opinion in the 
strongest terms. This is an inquiry often made; and its being a 
subject of disquisition is a proof that much misery presses upon 
human feelings ; for those who are conscious of a felicity of existence 
would never hesitate to accept of a repetition of it. I have met 
with very few who would. I have heard Mr. Burke make use ofa 

Bioc.—Vol, 26—16 
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very ingenious and plausible argument on this subject: ‘ Every 
man,” said he, “ would lead his life over again; for every man is 
willing to go on and take an addition to his life, which, as he grows 
older, he has no reason to think will be better, or even so good as 
what has preceded.” I imagine, however, the truth is that there is 
a deceitful hope that the next part of life will be free from the 
pains, and anxieties, and sorrows, which we have already felt. We 
are for wise purposes ‘“‘Condemned to Hope’s delusive mine,” as 
Johnson finely says ; and I may also quote the celebrated lines of 
Dryden, equally philosophical and poetical :— 


‘“‘ When I consider life, ’tis all a cheat, 
Yet, fool’d with hope, men favour the deceit— 
Trust on, and think to-morrow will repay; 
To-morrow’s falser than the former day; 
Lies worse; and, while it says we shall be blest 
With some new jeys, cuts off what we possest. 
Strange cozenage! none would live past years again; 
Yet all hope pleasure in what yet remain; 
And from the dregs of life think to receive 
What the first sprightly running could not give.” ? 


It was observed to Dr. Johnson, that it seemed strange that he, 
who has so often delighted his company by his lively and brilliant 
conversation, should say he was miserable. Jounson. “ Alas ! it is 
all outside ; I may be cracking my joke, and cursing the sun. Suwa, 
how I hate thy beams!” I knew not well what to think of this 
declaration ; whether to hold it as a genuine picture of his mind,* 
or as the effect of his persuading himself contrary to fact, that the 
position which he had assumed as to human unhappiness was true. 
We may apply to him a sentence in Mr. Greville’s “‘ Maxims, Char- 
acters, and Reflections ;”* a book which is entitled to much more 
praise than it has received : “ Aristarchus is charming ; how full of 


1 Aurengzebe, Act. iv. Scene 1. 
® Yet there is no doubt that a man may appear very gay in company, who is sad at heart. 
His merriment is like the sound of drums and trumpets in a battle, to drown the groans of the 
wounded and dying. 


* Fulke Greville, Esq. of Welberry, in Wilts, the husband of the authoress of the “ Ode te 
Indifferent:3."—MARKLAND, 
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knowledge, of sense, of sentiment. You get him with difficulty to 
your supper ; and after having delighted everybody and himself for 
a few hours, he is obliged to return home; he is finishing his 
treatise, to prove that unhappiness is the portion of man.”? 


2 Here followed a very long note, or rather dissertation, by the Rev. Mr. Ohurten, on the 
gahbject of Johnzon’s opinion of the misery of human life —. 


CHAPTER XVI, 
1784. 


Milton—Anonymouvs Writings—Pope—David Lewis—Sackville Parker—Oook’s Voyages—Bar 
risters—Lord Hale—Attornies—Puns—“ Tommy Townshend ”—‘“‘ The Rehearsal ”—Patnting 
—Cross Readings—Last Dinner at the Club—Italy—Free Will—Miss Seward—Lord Ohester- 
field—Carleton’s Memoirs—Intuition and Sagacity—Lord Thurlow—Oountry Life—Mrs. 
Piozzi’s “* Anecdotes,” 


On Sunday, 13th of June, our philosopher was calm at breakfast. 
There was something exceedingly pleasing in our leading a college 
life, without restraint and with superior elegance, in consequence 
of our living in the master’s house, and having the company of ladies. 

Mrs. Kennicott related, in his presence, a lively saying of Dr. 
Johnson to Miss Hannah More, who had expressed a wonder that 
the poet who had written “ Paradise Lost,” should write such poor 
sonnets : ‘‘ Milton, Madam, was a genius that could eut a Colossus 
from a rock, but could not carve heads upon cherry-stones,” 

We talked of the casuistical question, “‘ Whether it was allow- 
able at any time to depart from ¢ruth?” Jounson. “The general 
rule is, that truth should never be violated, because it is of the 
utmost importance to the comfort of life that we should have a full 
security by mutual faith ; and occasional inconveniences should be 
willingly suffered, that we may preserve it. There must, however, 
be some exceptions. If, for instance, a murderer should ask you 
which way a man is gone, you may tell him what is not true, 
because you are under a previous obligation not to betray a man to 
a murderer.” Boswet. “Supposing the person who wrote Junius 
were asked whether he was the author, might he deny it?” Joun- 
son. ‘I don’t know what to say to this. If you were sure that he 
wrote Junius, would you, if he denied it, think as well of him after 
wards? Yet it may be urged that what a man has no right to ask, 
you may refuse to communicate ; and there is no other effectual 
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mode of preserving a secret, and an important secret, the discovery 
of which may be very hurtful to you, but a flat denial ; for if you 
are silent, or hesitate, or evade, it will be held equivalent to a con 
fession. But, stay, Sir, here is another case. Supposing the author 
had told me confidentially that he had written Junius, and I were 
asked if he had, I should hold myself at liberty to deny it, as being 
under a previous pronzise, express or implied, to conceal it. Now 
what I ought to do for the author, may I not do for myself? But 
I deny the lawfulness of telling a lie to a sick man, for fear of alarm- 
ing him. You have no business with consequences ; you are to tell 
the truth. Besides, you are not sure what effect your telling him 
he is in danger may have. It may bring his distemper to a crisis, 
aud that may cure him. Of all lying, I have the greatest abhor- 
rence of this, because I believe it has been frequently practised on 
myself.” 

I cannot help thinking that there is much weight in the opinion 
of those who have held that truth, as an eternal and immutable 
principle, ought upon no account whatever to be violated, from sup- 
posed previous or superior obligations, of which every man being to 
judge for himself, there is great danger that we too often, from par- 
tial motives, persuade ourselves that they exist ; and probably 
whatever extraordinary instances may sometimes occur, where some 
evil may be prevented by violating this noble principle, it would be 
found that human happiness would, upon the whole, be more perfect 
were truth universally preserved. 

In the notes of the ‘‘ Dunciad,” we find the following verses 
addressed to Pope :* 


“While malice, Pope, denies thy page 
Its own celestial fire ; 
While critics, and while bards in rage, 
Admiring, won’t admire : 


“While wayward pens thy worth assail, 
And envious tongues decry ; 
These times, though many a friend bewail, 
These times bewail not I. 


» Yee annotator calls them “amiable verses,”—B. The annotator was Pope himsel=—O. 
16* 
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“But when the world’s loud praise is thine, - 
And spleen no more shall blame ; 
When with thy Homer thou shalt shine 
In one establish’d fame— 


“When none shall rail, and every lay 
Devote a wreath to thee ; 
That day (for come it will), that day 
Shall I lament to see.” 


It is surely not a little remarkable that they should appear with- 
out a name. Miss Seward, knowing Dr. Johnson’s almost universal 
and minute literary information, signified a desire that I should ask 
him who was the author. He was prompt with his answer :—‘‘ Why, 
Sir, they were written by one Lewis, who was either under-master 
or an usher of Westminster school, and published a Miscellany, in 
which ‘Grongar Hill’ first came out.”? Johnson praised them 
highly, and repeated them with a noble animation. In the twelfth 
line, instead of “ one established fame,” he repeated “ one unclouded 
flame,” which he thought was the reading in former editions : but I 


believe was a flash of his own genius. It is much more poetical 
than the other. 


On Monday, 14th June, and Tuesday, 15th, Dr. Johnson and I 
dined, on one of them, I forget which, with Mr. Mickle, translator 


1 Lewis’s verses addressed te Pope (as Mr. Bindley suggests to me) were first published in 
a collection of Pieces in verse and prose on occasion of “ The Dunciad,” 8vo. 1782. They 
are there called an Epigram. Lewis was author of “ Philip of Macedon,” a tragedy, published 
in 1727, and dedicated to Pope: and in 1780 he published a second volume of miscellaneous 
poems. As Dr. Johnson settled in London not long after the verses addressed to Pope first 
appeared, he probably then obtained some information concerning their author, David Lewis, 
whom he has described as an usher at Westminster-school : yet the Dean of Westminster, who 
has been pleased to make some inquiry on this subject, has not found any vestige of his hay- 
ing ever been employed in this situation. A late writer (“ Environs of London,” iv. 171) sup- 
posed that the following inscription in the churchyard of the church of Low Leyton, in Essex, 
was intended to commemorate this poet: ‘ Sacred to the memory of David Lewis, Esq., 
who died the 8th day of April, 1160, aged 77 years ; a great favourite of the Muses, as his 
many ewcellent pieces in poetry sufficiently testify. 
‘ Inspired verse may on this mardie live, 
But can no honour to thy ashes give.” 
But it appears to me improbable that this monument was erected for the author of the verses 
to Pope, and of the tragedy already mentioned: the language both of the dedication prefixed 
to that piece, and of the dedication addressed to the Earl of Shaftsbury, and prefixed to the 


Miscellanies, 1780, denoting a person who moved in a lower sphere than this Essex squire 
seems to have done,—M, 
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of the “ Lusiad,” at Wheatley, a very pretty country place a few 
miles from Oxford ; and on the other with Dr. Wetherell, Master 
of University College. From Dr. Wetherell’s he went to visit Mr. 
Sackville Parker, the bookseller ; and when he returned to us gave 
the following account of his visit, saying, “‘I have been to see my 
old friend, Sack. Parker; I find he has married his maid ; he has 
done right. She had lived with him many years in great confidence, 
and they had mingled minds ; I do not think he could have found 
any wife that would have made him so happy. The woman was 
very attentive and civil to me ; she pressed me to fix a day for din- 
ing with them, and to say what I liked, and she would be sure to 
get it for me. Poor Sack ! he is very ill indeed." We parted as 
never to meet again. It has quite broken medown.” This pathetic 
narrative was strangely diversified with the grave and earnest 
defence of a man’s having married his maid. I could not but feel it 
as in some degree ludicrous. 

In the morning of Tuesday, 15th of June, while we sat at Dr. 
Adams’s, we talked of a printed letter from the Reverend Herbert 
Croft, to a young gentleman who had been his pupil, in which he 
advised him to read to the end of whatever books he should begin 
to read. Jounson. “ This is surely a strange advice ; you may as 
well resolve that whatever men you happen to get acquainted with, 
you are to keep them for life. A book may be good for nothing ; 
or there may be only one thing in it worth knowing ; are we to read 
it all through? These Voyages, (pointing to the three large vol- 
ames of ‘ Voyages to the South Sea’* which were just come out) 
wko will read them through? A man had better work his way 
before the mast than read them through ; they will be eaten by rats 
and mice, before they are read through. There can be little enter- 
tainment in such books ; one set of savages is like another.” Bos- 
weELL. “I do not think the people of Otaheite can be reckoned sava- 
ges.” Jounson. “Don’t cant in defence of savages.” Boswe t. 
“They have the art of navigation.” Jonson. “A dog or cat can 
wim.” Boswew. “They carve very ingeniously.” Jonson. “ A 


4 He died at Oxford in his eighty-ninth year, Dec. 10, 1796. 
§ Cook's Voyages.—O. 
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cat can scrateh, and a child with a nail can scratch.” I perceived 
this was none of the molla tempora fandt ; so desisted. 

Upon his mentioning that when he came to college he wrote his 

‘first exercise twice over, but never did so afterwards: Miss ApamMs 
“TI suppose, Sir, you could not make them better?” Jonnson. 
“Yes, Madam, to be sure, I could make them better. Thought is 
better than no thought.” Muss Apams. “Do you think, Sir, you 
could make your Ramblers better ?” Jounson. “ Certainly I could.” 
Boswe... “ T’ll lay a bet, Sir, you cannot.” Jonnson. “ But I will, 
Sir, if I choose. I shall make the best of them you shall pick out, 
better.” Bosweti. “ But you may add to them. I will not allow 
of that.” Jonnson. “ Nay, Sir, there are three ways of making 
‘them better ; putting out, adding, or correcting.” 

During our visit at Oxford, the following conversation passed 
between him and me on the subject of my trying my fortune at the 
English bar. Having asked whether a very extensive acquaintance 
in London, which was very valuable, and of great advantage to a 
man at large, might not be prejudicial to a lawyer, by preventing 
him from giving sufficient attention to his business, Jounson “ Sir 
you will attend to business as business lays hold of you. When not 
actually employed, you may see your friends as much as you do now. 
You may dine at a club every day, and sup with one of the members 
every night ; and you may be as much at public places, as one 
who has seen them all would wish to be But you must take care 
to attend constantly in Westminster Hal] ; both to mind your busi- 
ness, as it is almost all learnt there (for nobody reads now), and 
to show that you want to have business. And you must not be too 
often seen at public places, that competitors may not have it to say, 
‘He is always at the playhouse or at Ranelagh, and never to be 
found at his Chambers.’ And, Sir, there must be a kind of solemnity 
in the manner of a professional man I have nothing particular to 
say to you on the subject. All this I should say to any one ; J 
should have said it to Lord Thurlow twenty years ago.” 

The profession may probably think this representation of what is 
required in a barrister who would hope for success, to be much too 
indulgent ; but certain it is, that as 


“The wits of Charles found easier ways to fame,” 
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some of the lawyers of this age who have risen high have by ne 
means thought it absolutely necessary to submit to that long and 
painful course of study which a Plowden, a Coke, and a Hale, con- 
sidered as requisite My respected friend, Mr. Langton, has shown 
me, in the hand-writing of his grandfather, a curious account of a 
conversation which he had with Lord Chief Justice Hale,’ in which 
that great man tells him, “ That for two years after he came to the 
inn of court, he studied sixteen hours a day : however, his lordship 
added, that by this intense application he almost brought himself to 
his grave, though he were of a very strong constitution, and after 
reduced himself to eight hours ; but that he would not advise any- 
body to so much ; that he thought six hours a day, with attention 
and constancy, was sufficient ; that a man must use his body 
as he would his horse, and his stomach ; not tire him at once, but 
rise with an appetite.” 

On Wednesday, June 16, Dr Johnson and I returned to London : 
he was not well to-day, and said very little, employing himself 
chiefly in reading Euripides. He expressed some displeasure at me 
for not observing sufficiently the various objects upon the road. 
“Tf I had your eyes, Sir,” said he, “I should count the passengers.” 
Tt was wonderful how accurate his observation of visual objects was, 
notwithstanding his imperfect eyesight, owing to a habit of atten- 
tion. That he was much satisfied with the respect paid to him at 
Dr. Adams’s is thus attested by himself: ‘‘I returned last night 
from Oxford, after a fortnight’s abode with Dr. Adams, who treated 
me as well as I could expect or wish ; and he that contents a sick 
mai, a man whom it is impossible to please, has surely done his 
part well.”* 

After his return to London from this excursion, I saw him fre- 
quently, but have few memorandums ; I shall therefore here insert 
some particulars which I collected at various times : 


1 This interesting conversation is given at length in Seward’s “‘ Anecdotes of Distinguished 
Persozs,” vol. iv. p. 489.—MABKLAND. 

2 He adds, “I went in the common vebicle, with very little fatigue, and came back, i 
think, with less,”—O, 
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The Reverend Mr. Astle, of Ashbourne, in Derbyshire, brother to the 
lear;ed and ingenious Thomas Astle, Esq., was from his early years known to 
Dr. Johnson, who obligingly advised him as to his studies, and recommended 
to him the following books, of which a list which he has been pleased to com- 
municate lies before me, in Johnson’s own hand-writing : 


“ Universal History (ancient)—Rollin’s Ancient History—Puffendorf’s Intro- 
Jaction to History—Vertot’s History of Knights of Malta—Vertot’s Revolution 
of Portugal—Vertot’s Revolution of Sweden—Carte’s History of England— 
Present State of England—Geographical Grammar—Prideaux’s Connexion— 
Nelson’s Feasts and Fasts—Duty of Man—Gentleman’s Religion—Clarendon’s 
History—Watts’s Improvement of the Mind—Watts’s Logic—Nature Displayed 
—Lowth’s English Grammar—Blackwall on the Classics—Sherlock’s Sermons— 
Burnet’s Life of Hale—Dupin’s History of the Church—Shuckford’s Connexions 
—Law’s Serious Call—Walton’s Complete Angler—Sandys’s Travels—Sprat’s 
History of the Royal Society—England’s Gazetteer—Goldsmith’s Roman His- 
tory—Some Commentaries on the Bible.” 


It having been mentioned to Dr. Johnson that a gentleman who had a son 
whom he imagined to have an extreme degree of timidity, resolved to send him 
to a public school, that he might acquire confidence: “ Sir,” said Johnson, 
“this is a preposterous expedient for removing his infirmity; such a dispo- 
sition should be cultivated in the shade. Placing him at a public school is 
forcing an owl upon day.” 

Speaking of a gentleman whose house was much frequented by low com- 
pany: ‘“ Rags, Sir,” said he, “‘ will always make their appearance where they 
have a right to do it.” 

Of the same gentleman’s mode of living, he said, ‘Sir, the servants, instead 
of doing what they are bid, stand round the table in idle clusters, gaping 
upon the guests; and seem as unfit to attend a company, as to steer a man of 
war.” 

A dull country magistrate gave Johnson a long, tedious account of his exer- 
cising his criminal jurisdiction, the result of which was his having sentenced 
four convicts to transportation. Johnson, in an agony of impatience to get 
rid of such a companion, exclaimed, ‘1 heartily wish, Sir, that I were a 
fifth.” 

Johuson was present when a tragedy was read, in which there occurred this 
line; 

‘Who rules o’er freemen should himself be free.’ 
The company having admired it much, “I cannot agree with you,” said John: 
son: “it might as well be said: 


‘Who drives fat oxen must himself be fat.’ 


He was pleased with the kindness of Mr. Cator, who was joined with him in 
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Mr. Thrale’s important trust, and thus describes him: “There is much good in 
his character, and much usefulness in his knowledge.” He found a cordial 
solace at that gentleman’s seat at Beckenham, in Kent, which is indeed one of 
the finest places at which I ever was a guest; and where I find more and more 
a hospitable welcome. < ~ 

Johnson seldom encouraged general censure of any profession; but he was 
willing to allow a due share of merit to the various departments necessary ia 
civilised life. In a splenetic, sarcastical, or jocular frame of mind, however, 
he would sometimes utter a pointed saying of that nature. One instance haa 
been mentioned, where he gave a sudden satirical stroke to the character of 
an attorney. The too indiscriminate admission to that employment, which 
requires both abilities and integrity, has given rise to injurious reflections, 
which are totally inapplicable to au very respectable men who exercise it 
with reputation and honour. 

Johnson having argued for some time with a pertinacious gentleman; his 
opponent, who had talked in a very puzzling manner, happened to say, “I 
don’t understand you, Sir;” upon which Johnson observed, “Sir, I have found 
you an argument; but I am not obliged to find you an understanding.” 

Talking to me of Horry Walpole (as Horace, now Earl of Orford, was 
often called), Johnson allowed that he got together a great many curious little 
things, and told them in an elegant manner. Mr. Walpole thought Johnson a 
more amiable character after reading his Letters to Mrs. Thrale: but never 
was one of the true admirers of that great man.1_ We may suppose a prejudice 
conceived, if he ever heard Johnson’s account to Sir George Staunton, that 
when he made speeches in parliament for the Gentleman’s Magazine, ‘he 
always took care to put Sir Robert Walpole in the wrong, and to say every- 
thing he could against the electorate of Hanover.” The celebrated Heroio 
Epistle, in which Johnson is satirically introduced, has been ascribed both to 
Mr. Walpole and Mr. Mason. One day at Mr. Courtenay’s, when a gentleman 
expressed his opinion that there was more energy in that poem than could be 
expected from Mr. Walpole; Mr. Warton, the late laureate, observed, “It may 
have been written by Walpole, and buckram’d by Mason.” 

He disapproved of Lord Hailes, for having modernised the language of the 
ever memorable John Hales of Eton, in an edition which his lordship pub- 
lished of that writer’s works. ‘‘ An author’s language, Sir,” said he, “is a 
characteristical part of his composition, and is also characteristical of the age 
in which he writes. Besides, Sir, when the language is changed, we are not 
sure that the sense is the same. No, Sir: I am sorry Lord Hailes has done 
this.” 

Here it may be observed, thai his frequent use of the expression, Wo, Sir, 
was not always to intimate contradiction: for he would say so when he was 


‘ In his Posthumous Works he has spoken of Johnson in the most contemp uous 
wanner |—M. 
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about. to enforce an affirmative proposition which had not been denied, as in 
the instance last mentioned. I used to consider it as a kind of flag of 
defiance; as if he had said, ‘“‘ Any argument you may offer against this is not 
just. No, Sir, itis not.” It was like Falstaff’s “I deny your major.”? 

Sir Joshua Reynolds having said that he took the altitude of a man’s taste 
by his stories and his wit, and of his understanding by the remarks which he 
repeated; being always sure that he must be a weak man, who quotes common 
things with an emphasis as if they were oracles;—Johnson agreed with him ; 
and Sir Joshua having also observed that the real character of a man was 
found out by his amusements, Johnson added, “Yes, Sir; no man is a 
hypocrite in his pleasures.” : 

I have mentioned Johnson’s general aversion to a pun. He once, however, 
endured one of mine. When we were talking of a numerous company 
in which he had distinguished himself highly, I said, ‘“‘ Sir, you were a cod 
surrounded by smelts. Is not this enough for you? ata time too when you 
were not fishing for a compliment?” He laughed at this with a complacent 
approbation. Old Mr. Sheridan observed, upon my mentioning it to him, ‘‘ He 
liked your compliment so well, he was willing to take it with pun sauce.” For 
my own part, I think no innocent species of wit or pleasantry should be sup- 
pressed; and that a good pun may be admitted among the smaller excellencies 
of lively conversation. 

Had Johnson treated at large De Claris Oratoribus he might have given us 
an admirable work. When the Duke of Bedford attacked the ministry as 
vehemently as he could, for having taken upon them to extend the time for the 
importation of corn, Lord Chatham, in his first speech in the House of Lords, 
boldly avowed himself to be an adviser of that measure. ‘My colleagues,” 
said he, ‘‘as I was confined by indisposition, did me the signal honour of 
coming to the bedside of a sick man, to ask his opinion. But, had they not 
thus condescended, I should have taken up my bed and walked, in order to 
have delivered that' opinion at the Council-board.” Mr. Langton, who was 
present, mentioned this to Johnson, who observed, ‘‘ Now, Sir, we see that he 
took these words as he found them, without considering, that though the 
expression in Scripture, take up thy bed and walk, strictly suited the instance 
of the sick man restored to health and strength, who would of course be sup- 
posed to carry his bed with him, it could not be proper in the case of a man 
who was lying in a state of feebleness, and who certainly would not add te the 
difficulty of moving at all, that of carrying his bed.” 

When I pointed out to him in the newspaper one of Mr. Grattan’s animated 
and glowing speeches in favour of the freedom of Ireland, in which this 


‘ Sir James Mackintosh remembers that while spending the Ohristmas of 1797 at Beacons- 
field, Mr. Burke said to him, ‘* Johnson showed more powers of mind in company than in his 
writings ; but he argued only fo1 victory ; and.when he had neither a paradox to defend, nor 
an antagonist to crush, he would preface his assent with Why, no, Sir.” 
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expression occurred (I know not if accurately taken): ‘ We will persevere, 
till there is not one link of the English chain left to clank upon the rags of the 
meanest beggar in Ireland :”’—“ Nay, Sir,” said Johnson, “don’t you perceive 
that one link cannot clank ?” 

Mrs. Thrale has published, as Johnson’s, a kind of parody or counterpart o1 
a fine poetical passage in one of Mr. Burke’s speeches on American taxation. 
It is vigorously but somewhat coarsely executed; and I am inclined to sup- 
pose, is not quite correctly exhibited. I hope he did not use the words “ vile 
agents” for the Americans in the House of Parliament; and if he did so, in an 
extempore effusion, I wish the lady had not committed it to writing. 

Mr. Burke uniformly showed Johnson the greatest respect; and—when Mr. 
Townshend, now Lord Sydney, at a period when he was conspicuous in opposi- 
tion, threw out some reflection in parliament upon the grant of a pension to a 
man of such political principles as Johnson—Mr. Burke, though then of the 
same party with Mr. Townshend, stood warmly forth in defence of his friend, 
to whom, he justly observed, the pension was granted solely on account of his 
eminent literary merit. I am well assured, that Mr. Townshend’s attack upon 
Johnson was the occasion of his “ hitching in a rhyme ;”? for that in the ori- 
ginal copy of Goldsmith’s character of Mr. Burke, in his “ Retaliation,” 
another person’s name stood in the couplet where Mr. Townshend is now intro- 


duced: 
“Though fraught with all learning kept straining his throat, 
To persuade Tommy Townshend to lend hin a vote.” 


It may be worth remarking among the minutie of my collection, that Johr 
son was once drawn to serve in the militia, the trained bands of the city of 
London, and that Mr. Rackstrow, of the museum in Fleet Street, was his colo 
nel. It may be believed he did not serve in person ; but the idea, with all its 
circumstances, is certainly laughable. He upon that occasion provided himself 
with a musket, and with a sword and belt, which I have seen hanging in his 
closet. 

He was very constant to those whom he once employed, if they gave him 
no reason to be displeased. When somebody talked of being imposed on in 
the purchase of tea and sugar, and such articles: “ That will not be the case,” 
aaid he, “if you go to a stately shop, as I always do. In such a shop it is not 
worth their while to take a petty advantage.” 

An author of the most anxious and restless vanity being mentioned, “ Sir,” 
said he, “‘ there is not a young sapling upon Parnassus more severely blown 
about. by every wind of criticism than that poor fellow.” 

The difference, he observed, between a well-bred and an ill-bred man is this: 


1 [rather believe that it was in consequence of bis persisting in clearing the gallery of the 
House of Commons, in spite of the earnest remonstrances of Burke and Fox, one evening 
when Garmck was present.—MAOKINTOSE. 
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“One immediately attracts your liking, and the other your aversion. You love 
the one till you find reason to hate him; you hate the other till you find rea- 
son to love him.” 

The wife of one of his acquaintance had fraudulently made a purse for her- 
self out of her husband’s fortune. Feeling a proper compunction in her last 
moments, she confessed how much she had secreted; but before she coud tell 
where it was placed, she was seized with a convulsive fit and expired. . Her 
husband said, he was more hurt by her want of confidence in him, than by the 
loss of his money. ‘‘I told him,” said Johnson, “that he should console him- 
self; for perhaps the money might be found, and he was sure that his wife was 
gone.” 

A foppish physician once reminded Johnson of his having been in company 
with him on a former occasion: “I do not remember it, Sir.” The physician 
still insisted; adding that he that day wore so fine a coat that it must have 
attracted his notice. ‘‘ Sir,” said Johnson, “had you been dipped in Pactolus, 
I should not have noticed you.” 

He seemed to take a pleasure in speaking in his own style; for when he had 
carelessly missed it, he would repeat the thought translated into it. Talking of 
the comedy of ‘“‘The Rehearsal,” he said, “It has not wit enough to keep it 
sweet.” This was easy :—he therefore caught himself, and pronounced a more 
round sentence: “It has not vitality enough to preserve it from putrefac- 
tion.” 

He censured a writer of entertaining travels for assuming a feigned charac- 
ter, saying (in his sense of the word), ‘‘ He carries out one lie; we know not 
how many he brings back.” At another time, talking of the same person, he 
observed, “Sir, your assent to a man whom you have never known to falsify is 
a debt; but after you have known a man to falsify, your assent to him then is 
a favour.” 

Though he had no taste for painting, he admired much the manner in which 
Sir Joshua Reynolds treated of his art, in his “Discourses to the Royal 
Academy.” He observed one day of a passage in them, “I think I might as 
well have said this myself;” and once when Mr. Langton was sitting by him, 
he read one of them very eagerly, and expressed himself thus: ‘Very well, 
Master Reynolds; very well, indeed. But it will not be understood.” 

When I observed to him that Painting was so far inferior to Poetry, that the 
story or even emblem which it communicates must be previously known, and 
mentioned as a natural and laughable instance of this, that a little miss, on 
seeing a picture of Justice with the scales, had exclaimed to me, ‘‘ See, there’s 
a woman selling sweetmeats ;” he said, “ Painting, Sir, can illustrate, but can- 
not inform.” 

No man was more ready to make an apology when he had censured unjustly 
than Johnson. When a proof-sheet of one of his works was brought to him, 
he found fault with the mode in which a part of it was arranged, refused te 
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read it, and in a passion, desired that the compositor! might be sent to him 

The compositor was Mr. Manning, a decent sensible man, who had composed. 
about one half of his ‘‘ Dictionary,” when in Mr. Strahan’s printing-house ; and 
a great part of his “‘Lives of the Poets,” when inihat of Mr. Nichols; and 
who (in his seventy-seventh year), when in Mr. Baldwin’s printing-house, com- 
posed a part of the first edition of this work concerning him. By producing 
the manuscript, be at once satisfied Dr. Johnson that he was not to blame. 
Upon which Johnson candidly and earnestly said to him, “ Mr. Compositor, 1 
ask your pardon; Mr. Compositor, I ask your pardon, again and again.” 

His generous humanity to the miserable was almost beyond example. The 
following instance is well attested: coming home late one night, he found a 
poor woman lying in the street, so much exhausted that she could not walk; 
he took her upon his back, and carried her to his house, where he discovered 
that she was one of those wretched females who had fallen into the lowest 
state of vice, poverty, and disease. Instead of harshly upbraiding her, he 
had her taken care of with all tenderness for a long time, at a considerable 
expense, till she was restored to health, and endeavoured to put her into a 
virtuous way of living.? 

He thought Mr. Caleb Whitefoord singularly happy in hitting on the signa- 
ture of Papyrius Cursor to his ingenious and diverting Cross Readings of the 
newspapers; * it being a real name of an ancient Roman, and clearly expres- 
sive of the thing done in this lively conceit. 

He once in his life was known to have uttered what is called a dull: Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, when they were riding together in Devonshire, complained 
that he had a very bad horse, for that even when going down hill he moved 
slowly step by step. ‘‘ Ay,” said Johnson, ‘and when he goes up hill he 
stands still.” 

He had a great aversion to gesticulating in company. He called once to a 
gentleman‘ who had offended him in that point, ‘Don’t attitudinise.” And 
when another gentleman thought he was giving additional force to what 
he uttered by expressive movements of his hands, Johnson fairly seized them, 
and held them down. 


1 Compositor in the printing-house means, the person who adjusts the types in the order 
in which they are to stand for printing; and arranges what is called the form, from which ap 
impression is taken. 

2 The circumstance therefore alluded to in Mr. Courtenay’s “ Poetical Character ” of him 
is strictly true. My informer was Mrs. Desmoulins, who lived many years in Johnson’s 
kouse. 

3 He followed his Cross Readings by a still more witty paper on the Zrrors of the Presse. 
These two laughable essays are preserved in the ‘“‘ Foundling Hospital for Wit.”—C, 

4 This is supposed to have been Sir Richard Musgrave, who had, it must be confessed, a 
great eagerness of manner. One day when Sir Richard was urging him with singular warmth 
to write the lives of the prose writers, and getting up to enforce his suit, Johnson coldly 
replied, “ Sit down, Sir.”—Péozed, p, 225.—C. 
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An author of considerable eminence having engrossed a good share of the 
conversation in the company of Johnson, and having said nothing but what 
was trifling and insignificant, Johnson, when he was gone, observed to us, 
- “Tt is wonderful what a difference there sometimes is between a man’s powers 
of writing and of talking. writes with great spirit, but is a poor talker : 
had he held his tongue we might have supposed him to have been restrained 
by modesty ; but he has spoken a great deal to-day, and you have heard what 
stuff it was.” ; 

A gentleman having said that a congé délire has not, perhaps, the force of 
a command, but may be considered only as a strong recommendation :— 
“ Sir,” replied Johnson, who overheard him, ‘it is such a recommendation, as 
if I should throw you out of a two pair of stairs window, and recommend you 
to fall soft.” ? 


——Sae 


Mr. Steevens, who passed many a social hour with him during 
their long acquaintance, which commenced when they both lived 
in the Temple, has preserved a good number of particulars concern- 
ing him, most of which are to be found in the department of Apoph- 
thegms, &c., in the collection of “ Johnson’s Works.” But he has 
been pleased to favour me with the following, which are original : 


“One evening, previous to the trial of Baretti, a consultation of his friends 
was held at the house of Mr. Cox, the solicitor, in Southampton Buildings, 
Chancery Lane. Among others present were Mr. Burke and Dr. Johnson, 
who differed in sentiments concerning the tendency of some part of the 
defence the prisoner was to make. When the meeting was over, Mr. Steevens 
observed that the question between him and his friend had been agitated with 
rather too much warmth. ‘It may be so, Sir,’ replied the doctor, ‘for Burke 
and I should have been of one opinion if we had had no audience.’ 

“Dr. Johnson once assumed a character in which perhaps even Mr. Boswell 
never saw him. His curiosity having been excited by the praises betowed on 
the celebrated Torré’s fireworks at Marybone Gardens, he desired Mr, 
Bteevens to accompany him thither. The evening had proved showery, and 
soon after the few people present were assembled, public notice was given 
that the conductors of the wheels, suns, stars, &c., were so thoroughly water 
soaked that it was impossible any part of the exhibition should be made, 
*This is a mere excuse,’ says the doctor, ‘to save their crackers for a more 
profitable company. Let us both hold up our sticks and threaten to break 


* This has been printed in other publications “ fall to the ground,” But Johnson himself 


gave me the true expression which he had used as above ; meaning that the recommendatios 
left as little choice in that one case as the other, 


. 
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those colou-ed lamps that surround the orchestra, and we shall soon have ow 
wishes gratified. The core of the fireworks cannot be injured; let the differ- 
ent pieces be touched in their respective centres, and they will do their offices 
as well as ever.” Some young men who overheard him immediately began the 
violence he had recommended, and an attempt was speedily made to fire some 
of the weels which appeared to have received the smallest damage; but to 
little purpose were they lighted, for most of them completely failed. The 
author of ‘The Rambler,’ however, may be considered on this occasion as the 
ringleader of a successful riot, though not as a skilful pyrotechnist. 

“Tt has been supposed that Dr. Johnson, so far as fashion was concerned, 
was careless of his appearance in public. But this is not altogether true, as the 
following slight instance may show :—Goldsmith’s last comedy was to be repre- 
sented during some court-mourning,’ and Mr. Steevens appointed to call on 
Dr. Johnson, and carry him to the tavern where he was to dine with other of 
the poet’s friends. The doctor was ready dressed, but in coloured clothes; 
yet being told that he would find every one else in black, received the intelli- 
gence with a profusion of thanks, hastened to change his attire, all the while 
repeating his gratitude for the information that had saved him from an appear- 
ance so improper in the front row of a front box. ‘I would not,’ added he, 
‘for ten pounds have seemed so retrograde to any general observance.’ 

“He would sometimes found his dislikes on very slender circumstances. 
Happening one day to mention Mr. Flexman, a dissenting minister, with some 
compliment to his exact memory in chronological matters; the doctor replied, 
‘Let me hear no more of him, Sir. That is the fellow who made the index 
to my Ramblers, and set down the name of Milton thus:—Milton, Mr. Jobn.’” 


Mr. Steevens adds to this testimony : 


“Tt is unfortunate, however, for Johnson, that his particularities and frail- 
ties can be more distinctly traced than his good and amiable exertions. Could 
the many bounties he studiously concealed, the many acts of humanity he 
performed in private, be displayed with equal circumstantiality, his defects 
would be so far lost in the blaze of his virtues, that the latter only would be 
regarded.” 


“ She Stoops to Conquer,” first acted in Mareb 1778, during a court-mourning for tha 
Ring of Sardinia.—C, 
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Though, from my very high admiration of Johnson, I have won. 
dered that he was not courted by all the great and all the eminent 
persons of his time, it ought fairly to be considered, that no man of 
humble birth, who lived entirely by literature, in short no author by 
profession, ever rose in this country into that personal notice which 
he did. In the course of this work a numerous variety of names 
has been mentioned, to which many might be added. I cannot 
omit Lord and Lady Lucan, at whose house he often enjoyed all 
that an elegant table and the best company can contribute to happi- 
ness : he found hospitality united with extraordinary accomplish- 
ments, and embellished with charms of which no man could be 
insensible. 

On Tuesday, June 22, I dined with him at the Literary Club, 
the last time of his being in that respectable society. The other 
members present were the Bishop of St. Asaph, Lord Eliot, Lord 
Palmerston, Dr. Fordyce, and Mr. Malone. He looked ill, but had 
such a manly fortitude, that he did not trouble the company with 
melancholy complaints. They all showed evident marks of kind 
concern about him, with which he was much pleased, and he exerted 
himself to be as entertaining as his indisposition allowed him, 

The anxiety of his friends to preserve so estimable a life as long 
as human means might be supposed to have influence, made them 
plan for him a retreat from the severity of a British winter to the 
mild climate of Italy. This scheme was at last brought te a serious 
resolution at General Paoli’s, where I had often talked of it One 
essential matter, however, I understood was necestary to be previ- 
ously settled, which was obtaining such an addition to his income as 
would be sufficient to enable him to defray the expense in a manner 
becoming the first literary character of a great nation, and, inde- 
pendent of all his other merits, the author of the “ Dictionary of the 
English Language.” The person to whom I above all others 
thought I should apply to negotiate this business was the Lord 
Chancellor, because’ I knew that he highly valued Johnaon, and that 
Johnson highly valued his lordship, so that it was no degradation 
of my illustrious friend to solicit for him the favour of such a man. 
Ihave mentioned what Johnson said of him to me when he was at 
the bar ; and after his lordship was advanced to the seala, he said 
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of him, “I would prepare myself for no man in England but Lord 
Thurlow. When I am to meet with him, I should wish to know a 
day before.”* How he would have prepared himself, I cannot con- 
jecture. Would he have selected certain topics, and considered 
them in every view, so as to be in readiness to argue them at all 
points ? and what may we suppose those topics to have been? I 
once started the curious inquiry to the great man who was the sub- 
ject’of this compliment: he smiled, but did not pursue it. 

I first consulted with Sir Joshua Reynolds, who perfectly coin- 
cided in opinion with me ; and I therefore, though personally very 
little known to his lordship, wrote to him, stating the case, and 
requesting his good offices for Dr. Johnson. I mentioned that I was 
obliged to set out for Scotland early in the following week, so that 
if his lordship should have any commands for me as to this pious 
negotiation, he would be pleased to send them before that time, 
otherwise Sir Joshua Reynolds would give all attention to it.” 

This application was made not only without any suggestion on 
the part of Johnson himself, but was utterly unknown to him, nor 
had he the smallest suspicion of it. Any insinuations, therefore, 
which since his death have been thrown ont, as if he had stooped to 


1 It is strange that Sir John Hawkins should have related that the application was made by 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, when he could so easily have been informed of the truth by inquiring 
of Sir Joshua, Sir John’s carelessness to ascertain facts is very remarkable. 


2 The following is a copy of this letter :— 
7 * General Paoli’s, Upper Seymour Street, 


Portman Square, June 24, 1784, 

“My Lorp,—Dr. Samuel Johnson, though wonderfully recovered from a complication of 
dangerous illness, is by no means well, and I have reason to think that his valuable life can- 
not be preserved long without the benignant influence of a southern climate. 

“Tt would therefore be of very great moment were he to go to Italy before winter sets in; 
and I know he wishes it much. But the objection is, that his pension of three hundred pounds 
a year would not be sufficient to defray his expense, and make it convenient for M. Sastres, 
an ingenious and worthy native of that country, and a teacher of Italian here, to accompany 
him. 

“ As I am well assured of your lordship’s regard for Dr, Johnson, I presume, without his 
knowledge, sc far to indulge my anxious concern for him, as to intrude upon your lordship 
with this suggestion, being persuaded that if a representation of the matter were made to his 
majesty by proper authority, the royal bounty would be extended in a suitable manner. 

*¢ Your lordship, I cannot doubt, will forgive me for taking this liberty. I even fiatter 
myself you will approve of it. I am to set out for Scotland ou Monday morning, so that if 
your lordship should have any commands for me as to this pious negotiation, you will ba 
pleased to send them before that time. But Sir Joshua Reynolds, with whom J bave con 
gulted, will be here, and will gladly give all attention to it. Iam, &c. 

“James Boswei.” 
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ask what was superfluous, are without any foundation. But, had 
he asked it, it would not have been superfluous ; for though the 
money he had saved proved to be more than his friends imagined, or 
than I believe he himself, in his carelessness concerning worldly mat- 
ters, knew‘it to be, had he travelled upon the continent, an aug- 
mentation of his income would by no means have been unnecessary. 

On Wednesday, June 23, I visited him in the morning, after 
having been present at the shocking sight' of fifteen men executed 
before Newgate. I said to him that I was sure that human life 
was not machinery, that is to say, a chain of fatality planned and 
directed by the Supreme Being, as it had in it so much wickedness 
and misery, so many instances of both, as that by which my mind. 
was now clouded. Were it machinery, it would be better than it 
is in these respects, though less noble, as not being a system of 
moral government. He agreed with me now, as he always did, 
upon the great question of the liberty of the human will, which 
has been in all ages perplexed with so much sophistry : ‘“ But, Sir, 
gs to the doctrine of necessity, no man believes it. If a man 
should give me arguments that I do not see, though I could not 
answer them, should I believe that I do not see?” It will be ob- 
served that Johnson at all times made the just distinction between 
doctrines contrary to reason, and doctrines above reason. 

Talking of the religious discipline proper for unhappy convicts, 
he said, “Sir, one of our regular clergy will probably not impress 
their minds sufficiently : they should be attended by a methodist 
preacher * 01 a popish priest.” Let me however observe, in jastice 
to the Reverend Mr. Vilette, who has been ordinary of N ewgate 
for no less than eighteen years, in the course of which he hag 
attended many hundreds of wretched criminals, that his earnest 
and humane exhortations have been very effectual. His extra- 
ordinary diligence is highly praiseworthy, and merits a distin- 
guished reward.® 


1 A shocking sight, indeed !—but Mr, Boswell was fond of enjoying those shocking sighta, 
which yet, he said, ‘ clouded his mind.”—0, 

? A friend of mine happened to be passing by a fleld congregation in the environs of Lon 
*on, when a methodist preacher quoted this passage with triumph. 

® I trust that the City of London, now happily in unison with the Court, will have the jus- 
Ree and generosity to obtain preferment for this reverend gentleman, now a worthy old ser 
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On Thursday, June 24,1 dined with him at Mr. Dilly’s, where 
were the Rev. Mr. (now Dr.) Knox, master of Tunbridge School, 
Mr. Smith, vicar of Southill, Dr. Beattie, Mr. Pinkerton, author of 
various literary performances,’ and the Rev. Dr. Mayo. At my 
desire old Mr. Sheridan was invited, as I was earnest to have John- 
son and him brought together again by chance, that a reconcilia- 
tion might be effected. Mr. Sheridan happened to come early, 
and having learnt that Dr. Johnson was to be there went away ; 
so I found, with sincere regret, that my friendly intentions were 
hopeless. I recollect nothing that passed this day, except John- 
son’s quickness, who, when Dr. Beattie observed, as something 
remarkable which had happened to him, that he had chanced to 
see both No. 1 and No. 1000 of the hackney-coaches, the first and 
the last—‘‘ Why, Sir,” said Johnson, “ there is an equal chance for 
one’s seeing those two numbers as any other two.” He was clearly 
tight ; yet the seeing of the two extremes, each of which is in 
some degree more conspicuous than the rest, could not but strike 
one in a stronger manner than the sight of any other two numbers. 
—Though I have neglected to preserve his conversation, it was 
perhaps at this interview that Dr. Knox formed the notion of it 
which he has exhibited in his “‘ Winter Evenings.” 

On Friday, June 25, I dined with him at General Paoli’s, where, 
he says in one of his letters to Mrs. Thrale, “I love to dine.” 
There was a variety of dishes much to his taste, of all which he 
seemed to me to eat so much, that I was afraid he might be hurt 
by it; and I whispered to the General my fear, and begged he 
might not press him. ‘“ Alas!” said the General, “see how very ill 
he looks; he can live but a very short time. Would you refuse 
any slight gratification to a man under sentence of death? There _ 
is a humane custom in Italy, by which persons in that me]ancholy 
situation are indulged with having whatever they like best to eat 
and drink, even with expensive delicacies.” 

I showed him some verses on Lichfield by Miss Seward, which 1 - 


vant of that magnificent corporstion.—B. This wish was not accomplished, Mr. Viletie died 
in April, 1799, having been nearly thirty years chaplain of Newgate.—O. 
1 The well-known John Pinkerton, who died in 1826, and whose Correspondence has since 


been published. 
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had that day received from her, and had the pleasure to hear him 
approve of them. He confirmed to me the truth of a high compli- 
ment which I had been told he had paid to that lady, when she men- 
tioned to him ‘“‘ The Columbiade,” an epic poem, by Madame du 
Boceage :—“ Madam, there is not anything equal to your descrip- 
tion of the sea round the North Pole, in your Ode on the Death of 
Captain Cock.” 
Lerrer 464. TO MRS. THRALE. 
* London, June 26, 1784 

‘A message came to me yesterday to tell me that Macbean is dead, after 
three days of illness. He was one of those who, as Swift says, stood asa 
screen between me and death. He has, I hope, made a good exchange. He 
was very pious; he was very innocent; he did no ill; and of doing good a 
continual tenour of distress allowed him few opportunities; he was very 
highly esteemed in the house.” ! 


On Sunday, June 27, I found him rather better. I mentioned 
to him a young man who was going to Jamaica with his wife and 
children, in expectation of being provided for by two of her bro- 
thers settled in that island, one a clergyman and the other a physi- 
cian. Jonnson. “ It is a wild scheme, Sir, unless he has a positive 
and deliberate invitation. There was a poor girl, who used to 
come about me, who had a cousin in Barbadoes, that, in a letter 
to her, expressed a wish she should come out to that island, and 
expatiated on the comforts and happiness of her situation. The 
poor girl went out: her cousin was much surprised, and asked her 
how she could think of coming. ‘ Because,’ said she, ‘you invited 
me.’—‘ Not I,’ answered the cousin. The letter was then produced. 
‘I see it is true,’ said she, ‘that I did invite you ; but I did not 
think you would come.’ They lodged her in an out-house, where 
she passed her time miserably ; and as soon as she had an oppor- 
tunity she returned to England. Always tell this when you hear 
of people going abroad to relations upon a notion of being well 
reveived. In the case which you mention, it is probable the clergy: 
man spends all he gets, and the physician does not know how muc¥ 
he is to get.” 


* The Charterhouse, into which Johnson had procured his admission, 
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We this day dined at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, with General Paoli, 
Lord Eliot (formerly Mr. Eliot, of Port Eliot); Dr. Beattie, and 
some other company. Talking of Lord Chesterfield;—Jonnson 
“His manner was exquisitely elegant, and he had more knowledg« 
than I expected.” Boswetu. “ Did you find, Sir, his conversation 
to be of a superior style?” Jounson. “ Sir, in the conversation 
which I had with him I had the best right to superiority, for it was 
upon philology and literature.” Lord Eliot, who had travelled at 
the same time with Mr. Stanhope, Lord Chesterfield’s natural son 
justly observed, that it was strange that a man who showed he had 
so much affection for his son as Lord Chesterfield did, by writing 
so many long and anxious letters to him, almost all of them when 
he was secretary of state, which certainly was a proof of great 
goodness of disposition, should endeavour to make his son a rascal. 
His lordship told us that Foote had intended to bring on the stage 
a father who had thus tutored his son, and to show the son an 
honest man to every one else, but practising his father’s maxims 
upon him, and cheating him. Jonnson. “Iam much pleased with 
this design; but I think there was no occasion to make the son 
honest at all. No; he should be a consummate rogue : the con- 
trast between honesty and knavery would be the stronger. It 
should be contrived so that the father should be the only sufferer 
by the son’s villainy, and thus there would be poetical justice.” 

He put Lord Eliot in mind of Dr. Walter Harte. ‘I know,” 
said he, “‘ Harte was your lordship’s tutor, and he was also tutor to 
the Peterborough family. Pray, my lord, do you recollect any par- 
ticulars that he told you of Lord Peterborough? He is a favourite 
of mine, and is not enough knuwn; his character has been only ven- 
tilated in party pamphlets.” Lord Eliot said, if Dr. Johnson would 
be so good as to ask him any questions, he would tell what he 
could recollect. Accordingly some things were mentioned. “‘ But,” 
said his lordship, ‘‘ the best account of Lord Peterborough that I 
have happened to meet with is in ‘Captain Carleton’s Memoirs.’ 
Carleton was descended of an ancestor’ who had distinguished 
himself at the siege of Derry. He was an officer; and, what was 


1 This is absurd. Carleton himself was in one of James’s sea-fights long prior to the slege 
ef Derry. His very amusing Memoirs were republished in 1808, in an 8ve, volume.—O. 
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rare at that time, had some knowledge of engineering.” Johnson 
said, he had never heard of the book. Lord Eliot had it at Port 
Eliot; but, after a good deal of inquiry, procured a copy in London, 
and sent it to Johnson, who told Sir Joshua Reynolds that he was 
going to bed when it came, but was so much pleased with it, that 
he sat up till he had read it through, and found in it such an air 
of truth, that he could not doubt of its authenticity; adding, with a 
smile (in allusion to Lord Eliot’s having recently been raised to the 
peerage), “I did not think a young lord could have mentioned to 
me a book in the English history that was not known to me.” 

An addition to our company came after we went up to the draw- 
ing-room; Dr. Johnson seemed to rise in spirits as his audience in- 
creased. He said he wished Lord Orford’s pictures * and Sir Ash- 
ton Lever’s museum* might be purchased by the public, because 
both the money, and the pictures, and the curiosities would remain 
in the country; whereas if they were sold into another kingdom, the 
nation would indeed get some money, but would lose the pictures 
and curiosities, which it would be desirable we should have for im: 
provement in taste and natural history. The only question was, as 
the nation was much in want of money, whether it would not be 
better to take a large price from a foreign state ? 

He entered upon a curious discussion of the difference between 
intuition and sagacity; one being immediate in its effect, the other 
requiring a circuitous process; one, he observed, was the eye of the 
mind, the other the nose of the mind.* 

A young gentleman * present took up the argument against him, 
and maintained that no man ever thinks of the nose of the mond, not 
adverting that though that figurative sense seems strange to as, 
as very unusual, it is truly not more forced than Hamlet’s “ In my 


1 The fine Houghton collection, which was sold to the Empress of Russia.—O, 

2 Sir Ashton Lever was knighted by George the Third He diedin 1788, His celebrated 
museum (valued before a committee of the House of Commons at £53,000) was disposed of, 
in. 1784, by a private lottery, to Mr, Parkinson, who removed it to Albion-place, Blackfriars- 
bridge, where it was for many years open as an exhibition. The several articles of which it 
was composed were afterwards sold separately by auction,—O. 

* These illustrations were probably suggested by the radical meaning of the words, the 
rst of which, in Latin, properly belongs to sight, and the latter to emedl.—O, 

* The epithet “young” was added after the two first editions, and the **#*** sub. 


stituted instead of a dash —, which lead to a suspicion that young Mr. Burke was. 
meant.—O, F 
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mind’s eye, Horatio.” He persisted much too long, and appeared to 
Johnson as putting himself forward as his antagonist with too much 
presumption : upon which he called to him in a loud tone, “ What 
is it you are contending for, if you Je contending ?”—And after- 
wards imagining that the gentleman retorted upon him with a kind 
of smart drollery, he said, “‘ Mr. *****, it does not become you to 
talk so to me. Besides, ridicule is not your talent; you have there 
neither intuition nor sagacity.”—The gentleman protested that he 
intended no improper freedom, but had the greatest respect for Dr. 
Johnson. After a short pause, during which we were somewhat 
uneasy ;—Jounson. “Give me your hand, Sir. You were too tedi- 
ous, and I was too short.” Mr. *****, “Sir, I am honoured by 
your attention in any way.” Jounson. “Come, Sir, let’s have no 
more of it. We offended one another by our contention; let us 
not offend the company by our compliments.” 
. He now said, he wished much to go to Italy, and that he dreaded 
passing the winter in England. I said nothing ; but enjoyed a 
secret satisfaction in thinking that I had taken the most effectual 
measures to make such a scheme practicable. 

On Monday, June 28, I had the honour to receive from the Lord 
Chancellor the following letter : 


Lerrer 465. LORD THURLOW TO MR. BOSWELL. 


“‘ S1r,—I should have answered your letter immediately, if (being much en- 
gaged when I received it) I had not put it in my pocket, and forgot to open it 
till this morning. 

~“T am much obliged to you for the suggestion; and I will adopt and prese 
tes farasIcan. The best argument, I am sure, and I hope it is not likely 
to fail, is Dr. Johnson’s merit, 8Bvy% it will be necessary, if I should be so un- 
fortunate as to miss seeing you, $e converse with Sir Joshua on the sum it 
will be proper to ask,—in short upon the means of setting him out. It would 
be a reflection on us all if such a man should perish for want of the means to 
take care of his health. Yours, &, THURLOW.” 


This letter gave me a very high satisfaction ; I next day went 
and showed it to Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was exceedingly pleased 
with it. He thought that I should now communicate the negotia- 
tion to Dr. Johnson, who might afterwards complain if the attention 

Biog.—Vol 26—17 
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with which he had been honoured should be too long concealed from 
him. I intended to set out for Scotland next morning ; but Sir 
Joshua cordially insisted that I should stay another day, that John- 
son and I might dine with him, that we three might talk of his 
Italian tour, and, as Sir Joshua expressed himself, “have it all out.” 
I hastened to Johnson, and was told by him that he was rather 
better to-day. Boswexu. “I am very anxious about you, Sir, and 
particularly that you should go to Italy for the winter, which I be- 
lieve is your own wish.” Jonson. “It is, Sir.” Bosweu. ‘‘ You 
have no objection, I presume, but the money it would require.” 
Jounson. “ Why, no, Sir.” Upon which I gave him a particular 
account of what had been done, and read to him the Lord Chan- 
cellor’s letter. He listened with much attention ; then warmly said, 
“This is taking prodigious pains about a man.” “QO, Sir,” said I, 
with most sincere affection, “‘ your friends would do everything for 
you.” He paused,—grew more and more agitated,—till tears 
started into his eyes, and he exclaimed with fervent emotion, ‘ Gop 
bless you all!” I was so affected that I also shed tears. After a 
short silence, he renewed and extended his grateful benediction, 
“God bless you all, for Jesus Curist’s sake.” We both remained 
for some time unable to speak. He rose suddenly and quitted the 
coom, quite melted in tenderness. He staid but a short time, till 
he had recovered his firmness ; soon after he returned I left him, 
having first engaged him to dine at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s next day. 
I never was again under that roof which I had so long reverenced. 

On Wednesday, June 30, the friendly confidential dinner with Sir 
Joshua Reynolds took place, no other company being present. Had 
I known that this was the last time that I should enjoy in this world 
the conversation of a friend whom I so much respected, and .rom 
whom I derived so much instruction and entertainment, I should 
have been deeply affected. When I now look back to it, 1 am 
vexed that a single word should have been forgotten. 

Both Sir Joshua and I were so sanguine in our expectations, that 
we expatiated with confidence on the liberal provision which we 
were sure would be made for him, conjecturing whether munificence 
would be displayed in one large donation, or in an ample increase 
of his pension. He himself tatched so much of our enthasiusm as 
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to allow himself to suppose it not impossible that our hopes might 
in one way or the other be realised. He said that he would rather 
have his pension doubled than a grant of a thousand pounds. ‘“‘ For,” 
said he, “though probably I may not live to receive as much as a 
thousand pounds, a man would have the consciousness that he should 
pass the remainder of his life in splendour, how long soever it might 
be.” Considering what a moderate proportion an income of six 
hundred pounds a-year bears to innumerable fortunes in this coun- 
try, it is worthy of remark, that a man so truly great should think 
it splendour. 

As an instance of extraordinary liberality of friendship, he told 
us that Dr. Brocklesby had upon this occasion offered him a hundred 
a-year for his life.’ A grateful tear started into his eye, as he spoke 
this in a faltering tone. 

Sir Joshua and I endeavoured to flatter his imagination with 
agreeable prospects of happiness in Italy. “ Nay,” said he, “I 
must not expect much of that ; when a man goes to Italy merely 
to feel how he breathes the air, he can enjoy very little.” 

Our conversation turned upon living in the country, which John- 
son, whose melancholy mind required the dissipation of quick suc- 
cessive variety, had habituated himself to consider as a kind of 
mental imprisonment. “ Yet, Sir,” said I, “ there are many people 
who are content to live in the country.” Jounson. “ Sir, it is in 
the intellectual world as in the physical world ; we are told by na- 
tural philosophers that a body is at est in the place that is fit for 
it ; they who are content to live in the country are fit for the 
country.” 

Talking of various enjoyments, I argued that a refinement of 
gaste was a disadvantage, as they who have attained to it must be 
seldomer pleased than those who have no nice discrimination, and 
are therefore satisfied with everything that comes in their way. 
Jonnson. “ Nay, Sir, that is a paltry notion. Endeavour to be as 
perfect as you can in every respect.” 


} It should be recollected that the amiable and accomplistred man who made this generous 
offer to the Jory champion was a keen Whig ; and it is stated in the Biographical Die 
tionary, that he pressed Johnson in his last illness to remove to his house for the more imme 
fiate convenience of medical advice. Dr. Brocklesby died in 1797, et. 76.—O. 
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I accompanied him in Sir Joshua Reynolds’s coach to the entry of 
Bolt Court. He asked me whether I would not go with him to his 
house ; I declined it, from an apprehension that my spirits would 
sink. We bade adieu to each other affectionately in the carriage. 
When he had got down upon the foot pavement, he called out, 
“Fare you well!” and, without looking back, sprang away with a 
kind of pathetic briskness, if I may use that expression, which 
seemed to indicate a struggle to conceal uneasiness, and impressed 
me with a foreboding of our long, long separation. 

I remained one day more in town, to have the chance of talking 
over my negotiation with the Lord Chancellor ; but the multiplicity 
of his lordship’s important engagements did not allow of it; so I 
left the management of the business in the hands of Sir Joshua 
Reynolds. 

Soon after this time Dr. Johnson had the mortification of being 
informed by Mrs. Thrale, that “what she supposed he never pe- 
lieved” was true: namely, that she was actually going to marry 
Signor Piozzi, an Italian music-master. He endeavoured to pre- 
vent it, but in vain. If she would publish the whole of the corre- 
spondence that passed between Dr. Johnson and her on the subject, 
we should have a full view of his real sentiments, As it is, our 
judgment must be biassed by that characteristic specimen which 
Sir John Hawkins has given us. “ Poor Thrale ! I thought that 
either her virtue or her vice” (meaning, as I understood, by the 
former, the love of her children, and by the latter, her pride) 
“would have restrained her from such a marriage. She is now be 
come a subject for her enemies to exult over, and for her friends, if 
she has any left, to forget or pity.” 

It must be admitted that Johnson derived a considerable portion 
of happiness from the comforts and elegancies which he enjoyed in 
Mr. Thrale’s family ; but Mrs. Thrale assures us he was indeb ed 
for these to her husband alone, who certainly respected him sincerely 
Her words are, “ Veneration for his virtue, reverence for hes talents 
delight am hes conversation, and habitual endurance of a yoke my hus- 
band first put upon me, and of which he contentedly bore his share for 
sixteen or seventeen years, made me §0 on so long with Mr. Jobnson ; 
but the perpetual confinement I will own to have beon terrifying in the 
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forst years of our friendship, and irksome in the last; nor could I pre 
fend to support it without help, when my coadjutor was no more.” 
Alas! how different is this from the declarations which I have 
heard Mrs. Thrale make in his life-time, without a single murmur 


against any peculiarities, or against any one circumstance which 
attended their intimacy !* 


1 As asincere friend of the great man whose life I am writing, I think it necessary to guard 
my readers against the mistaken notion of Dr. Johnson’s character, which this lady’s ** Anec- 
dotes ” of him suggest ; for, from the very nature and form of her book, “it lends deception 
Uighter wings to fly.” 

“Let it be remembered,” says an eminent critic,* “that she has comprised in a small 
volume all that she could recollect of Dr. Johnson in toenty years, during which period, 
doubtless, some severe things were said by him; and they who read the book in #00 hours 
naturally enough suppose that his whole conversation was of this complexion. But the fact 
is, I have been often in his company, and never once heard him say a severe thing to any 
one; and many others can attest the same. When he did say a severe thing, it was generally 
extorted by ignorance pretending to knowledge, or by extreme vanity or affectation. 

‘Two instances of inaccuracy,” adds he, “ are particularly worthy of notice. 

“Tt is said, ‘that natural roughness of his manner so often mentioned would, notwith- 
standing the regularity of his notions, burst through them all from time to time; and he once 
bade a very celebrated lady, who praised him with too much zeal perhaps, or perhaps too 
strong an emphasis (which always offended him), consider what her flattery was worth before 
she choked him with it.’ 

“Now let the genuine anecdote be contrasted with this. The person thus represented as 
being harshly treated, though a very celebrated lady, was then just come to London from an 
obscure situation in the country. At Sir Joshua Reynolds’s one evening, she met Dr. John- 
son. She very soon began to pay her court to him in the most fulsome strain. ‘Spare me, 
I beseech you, dear Madam,’ washis reply. She still laid iton. ‘ Pray, Madam, let us have 
no more of this,’ he rejoined. Not paying any attention to these warnings, she continued still 
her eulogy. At length, provoked by this indelicate and vain obtrusion of compliments, he 
exclaimed, ‘ Dearest Lady, consider with yourself what your flattery is worth, before you 
bestow it so freely.’ 

“ How different does this story appear, when accompanied with all those circumstances 
which really belong to it, but which Mrs. Thrale either did not know, or has suppressed ! 

_ “She says, in another place, ‘One gentleman, however, who dined at a nobleman’s house 
in his company, and that of Mr. Thrale, to whom I was obliged for the anecdote, was willing 
to enter the lists in defence of King William’s character; and having opposed and contra- 
dicted Johnson two or three times, petulantly enough, the master of the house began to feel 
uneasy, and expect disagreeable consequences ; to avoid which he said, loud enough for the 
doctor to hear, ‘ Our ‘friend here has no meaning now in all this, except just to relate at club 
to-morrow how he teased Johnson at dinner to-day ; this is all to do himself honour.’—‘ Ne, 
upon my word,’ replied the other, ‘I see no honour in it, whatever you may do.’—‘ Well, Sir,’ 
returned Mr. Johnson, sternly, ‘if you do not see the honour, I am sure I feel the disgrace.’ 

“This is all sophisticated. Mr. Thrale was not in the company, though he might have 


"id ased to furnish me with his remarks.—B. 
This ities Sagres Mr. Malone, whose MS. notes on Mrs. Piozzi’s ‘* Anecdotes ’’ con- 
tain the germs of these criticisms. Several of his similar animadversions have been already 
ted, with the editor’s reasons for differing essentially from Mr. Boswell and Mr. Malone 
weir estimate of Mrs, Piozzi’s work. Mr. Malone’s notes were communicated to me by 
Mr. Markland, who purchased the volume at the sale of the library of the late James Bop 


well, junior, in 1925.—0. 
17* 


~ 
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related the story to Mrs, Thrale. A friend, from whom I had the story, was present: and it 
was not at the honse of a noblzman. On the observation being made by the master of the 
house on a gentleman’s contradicting Johnson, that he talked for the honour, &c. the gentle- 
man muttered in a low voice, ‘I see no honour in it ;) and Pr. Johnson said nothing: so all 
the rest (though bien trowvée) is mere garnish.” 

I have have had occasion several times, in the course of this work, to point out the incor- 
rectness of Mrs. Thrale as to particulars which consisted with my own knowledge. But indeed 
she has, in flippant terms enough, expressed her disapprobation of that anxious desire of 
authenticity which prompts a person who is to record conversations to write them down at 
the moment. Unquestionably, ifthey are to be recorded at all, the sooner it is done the better. 
This lady herself says, ‘“ To recollect, however, and to repeat the sayings of Dr. Johnson, is 
almost all that can be done by the writers of his life ; as his life, at least since my acquaint- 
ance with him, consisted in little else than talking, when he was not employed in some 
serious piece of work.” She boasts of her having kept a common-place book; and we find 
she noted, at one time or other, in a very lively manner, specimens of the conversation of 
Dr. Johnson, and of those who talked with him: but had she done it recently, they probably 
would have been less erroneous, and we should have been relieved from those disagreeable 
doubts of their authenticity with which we must now peruse them. 

She says of him, “He was the most charitable of mortals, without being what we call an 
active friend. Admirable at giving counsel, no man saw his way so clearly ; but he would 
not stir a finger for the assistance of those to whom he was willing enough to give advice.” 
And again, on the same page, “If you wanted a slight favour, you must apply to people of 
other dispositions ; for not a step would Johnson move to obtain a man a vote ina socicty, 
to repay a compliment which might be useful or pleasing, to write a letter of request, &c., or 
to obtain a hundred pounds a year more for a friend who perhaps had already two or 
three. No force could urge him to diligence, no importunity could conquer his resolution to 
stand still.” 

It is amazing that one who had such opportunities of knowing Dr. Johnson should appear 
so little acquainted with his real character. I am sorry this lady does not advert, that 
she herself contradicts the assertion of his being obstinately defective in the petites morales, 
in the little endearing charities of social life, in conferring smaller favours; for she says, 
“Dr, Johnson was liberal enough in granting literary assistance to others, I think ; and innu- 
merable are the prefaces, sermons, lectures, and dedications which he used to make for 
people who begged of him.” I am certain that a more active friend has rarely been found 
in any age. This work, which I fondly hope will rescue his memory from obloquy, contains 
a thousand instances of his benevolent exertions in almost every way that can be conceived; 
and particularly in employing his pen with a generous readiness for those to whom its aid 
could be useful. Indeed his obliging activity in doing little offices of kindness, both by let- 
ters and personal application, was one of the most remarkable features in his character; and 
for the truth of this I can appeal to a number of his respectable friends ; Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
Mr. Langton, Mr, Hamilton, Mr. Burke, Mr. Windham, Mr. Malone, the Bishop of Dromore, 
Sir Willlam Scott, Sir Robert Chambers, And can Mrs, Thrale forget the advertisements 
which he wrote for her husband at the time of his election contest; the epitaphs on him and 
her mother; the playful and even ‘rifting verses for the amusement of her and her daughters; 
is corresponding with her children, and entering into their minute concerns, which shows 
him in the most amiable light ? 

She relates, that Mr. Cholmondeley * unexpectedly rode up to Mr, Thrale’s carriage, in 
which Mr. Thrale, and she, and Dr. Johnson were travelling; that he paid them all his 
proper compliments; but observing that Dr. Johnson, who was reading, did not see bim, 
“tapped him gently on the shoulder. ‘Tis Mr. Cholmondeley,’ says my husband. ¢ Well, 


* nee J = reeeaer jr Esq., oe of George, third Earl of Oholmondetey, and 
one o © commissioners of excise; a gentleman respected for his abiliti d 
manners.—B. He died in Feb. 1881, mt. 79,0 : oe teeta en 
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Sir—and what if it is Mr. Cholmondeley ?’ says the other, sternly, just lifting his eyes a mo 
ment from his book, and returning to it again with renewed avidity.” This surely conveys a 
notion of Johnson, us if he had been grossly rude to Mr, Cholmondeley, a gentleman whom 
he always loved and esteemed. If, therefore, there was an absolute necessity for mentioning 
the story at all, it might have been thought that her tenderness for Dr. Johnson’s character 
would have disposed her to state anything that would soften it. Why, then, is there a total 
silence as to what Mr. Cholmondeley told her ?—that Johnson, who had known him from his 
earliest years, having been made sensible of what had doubtless a strange appearance, took 
occasion, when he afterwards met him, to make a very courteous and kind apology. There 
is another little circumstance which I cannot but remark. Her book was published in 1785; 
she had then in her possession a letter from Dr. Johnson, dated in 1777, which begins thus ; 
“Cholmondeley’s story shocks me, if it be true, which I can hardly think, for I am ut- 
terly unconscious of it: Iam very sorry, and very much ashamed.” Why, then, publish the 
anecdote? Orifshe did, why not add the circumstances, with which she was well acquainted ? 

In his social intercourse, she thus describes him: ‘“‘ Ever musing till he was called out to 
converse, and conversing till the fatigue of his friends, or the promptitude of his own temper 
to take offence, consigned him back again to silent meditation.” Yet in the same book she 
tells us, ‘‘ He was, however, seldom inclined to be silent when any moral or literary question 
was started; and it was on such occasions that, like the sage in ‘ Rasselas,’ he spoke, and 
attention watched his lips; he reasoned, and conviction closed his periods.” His conversa- 
tion, indeed, was so far from ever futiguing his friends, that they regretted when it was in- 
terrupted or ceased, and could exclaim in Milton’s language, 


“ With thee conversing, I forget all time.” 


I certainly, then, do not claim too much in behalf of my illustrious friend in saying, that 
however smart and entertaining Mrs. Thrale’s ‘‘ Anecdotes” are, they must not be held as 
good evidence against him : for wherever an instance of harshness and severity is told, I beg 
leave to doubt its perfect authenticity ; for though there may have been some foundation for 
it, yet, like that of his reproof to the “ very celebrated lady,” it may be so exhibited ia the 
narration as to be very unlike the real fact. 

The evident tendency of the following anecdote is to represent Dr. Johnson as extremely 
deficient in affection, tenderness, or even common civility. ‘‘ When I one day lamented the 
loss of a first cousin killed in America— Prithee, my dear (said he), have done with canting; 
how would the world be the worse for it, I may ask, if all your relations were at once spitted 
like larks, and roasted for Presto’s supper?’—Presto was the dog that lay under the table 
while he talked.” I suspect this, too, of exaggeration and distortion. I allow that he made 
her an angry speech; but let the circumstances fairly appear, as told by Mr. Baretti, who was 
present: 

““Mrs. Thrale, while supping very heartily upon Jarks, laid down her knife and fork, and 
abruptly exclaimed, ‘0, my dear Johnson! do you know what has happened? The last let- 
ters from abroad have brought us an account that our poor cousin’s head was taken off by a 
eannon ball.’ Johnson, who was shocked both at the fact and her light unfeeling manner of 
mentioning it, replied, ‘Madam, it would give yow very little concern if all your relations 
were spitted like those larks, and dressed for Presto’s supper.’ Upon mentioning this to my 
friend Mr. Wilkes, he, with his usual readiness, pleasantly matched it with the following sen- 
timental amecdote, He was invited by a young man of fashion at Paris to sup with him and 
@ lady, who had been for some time his mistress, but with whom he was going to part. He 
said to Mr. Wilkes that he really felt very much for her, she was in such distress, and that he 
meant to make her a present of two hundred louis-d’ors. Mr. Wilkes observed the behaviour 
of mademoiselle, who sighed, indeed, very piteously, and assumed every pathetic air of grief, 
but ate no less than three French pigeons, which are as large as English partridges, besides 
vtber things. Mr. Wilkes whispered the gentleman, ‘‘ We often say in England, eseecsine 
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sorrow ts exceeding ary, but I never heard excessive sorrow ts exceeding humgry. Per- 
haps one hundred will do.” The gentleman took the hint.” 

It is with concern that I find myself obliged to animadvert on the inaccuracies of Mrs. 
Piozzi’s ‘‘ Anecdotes,” and perhaps I may be thought to have dwelt too long upon her little 
collection. But as from Johnson’s long residence under Mr. Thrale’s roof, and his intif 1acy 
with her, the account which she has given of him, may have made ar unfavourable and w just 
tmpressien, my duty, as a faithful biographer, has obliged me reluctantly to perforu thi 
enpleasant task. 


CHAPTER XVII 
1784. 


Projected Tour to Italy— Reynolds—Thurlow—Rev. Mr. Bagshaw—Excursion to Staffordshs. 
and Derbyshire—Correspondence—Air Balloons—Last Visit to Lichfield—Uttoxeter—The 
Learned Pig—Last Visit to Oxford—Return to London—Ancient Universal History. 


Havine left the prous negotiation, as I called it, in the best hands, I 
shall here insert what relates to it. Johnson wrote to Sir Joshua 
Reynolds on July 6, as follows :— : 


“Tam going, I hope, in a few days, to try the air of Derbyshire, but hope 
to see you before I go. Let me, however, mention to you what I have much 
at heart. If the Chancellor should continue his attention to Mr. Boswell’s 
request, and confer with you on the means of relieving my languid state, I am 
very desirous to avoid the appearance of asking money upon false pretences. 
I desire you to represent to his lordship, what, as soon as it is suggested, he 
will perceive to be reasonable,—that, if I grow much worse, I shall be afraid 
to leave my physicians, to suffer the inconveniences of travel, and pine in the 
solitude of a foreign country,—that, if I grow much better, of which indeed 
there is now little appearance, I shall not wish to leave my friends and my 
domestic comforts, for I do not travel for pleasure or curiosity ; yet if I should 
recover, curiosity would revive. In my present state I am desirous to make a 
struggle for a little longer life, and hope to obtain some help from a softer 
climate. Do for me what you can.” 


He wrote to me July 26: 


‘“‘T wish your affairs could have permitted a longer and continued exertion 
of your zeal and kindness. They that have your kindness may want your 
ardour. In the meantime I am very feeble and very dejected.” 


By a letter from Sir Joshua Reynolds I was informed that the 
Lord Chancellor had called on him, and acquainted him that the 
application had not been successful ; but that his lordship, after 
speaking highly in praise of Johnson, as a man who was an honour | 
to his country, desired Sir Joshua to let him know, that on granting 

897 
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a mortgage of his pension, he should draw on his lordship to the 
amount of five or six hundred pounds, and that his lordship explained 
the meaning of the mortage to be, that he wished the business to 
be conducted in such a manner, that Dr. Johnson should appear to 
be under the least possible obligation. Sir Joshua mentioned that 
he had by the same post communicated all this to Dr. Johnson. 

How Johnson was affected upon the occasion will appear frum 
what he wrote to Sir Joshua Reynolds : 

* Ashbourne, Sept. 9 

‘Many words I hope are not necessary between you and me, to »avince 
you what gratitude is excited in my heart by the Chancellor's hberality, and 
your kind offices. Ihave enclosed a letter to the Chancellor, which, when you 
have read it, you will be pleased to seal with a head, or any other general seal, 


and convey it to him: had I sent it directly to him, I should have seemed te 
overlook the favour of your intervention.” 


Lerrer 466. TO THE LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR.‘ 


“September, 1784. 

“My Lorp,—After a long and not inattentive observation of mankind, the 
generosity of your lordship’s offer raises in me not less wonder than gratitude, 
Bounty, so liberally bestowed, I should gladly receive, if my condition made it 
necessary ; for, to such a mind, who would not be proud to own his obliga- - 
tions? But it has pleased God to restore me to so great a measure of health, 
that if I should now appropriate so much of a fortune destined to do good, I 
could not escape from myself the charge of advancing a false claim. My jour- 
ney to the Continent, though I once thought it necessary, was never much 
encouraged by my physicians; and I was very desirous that your lordship 
should be told of it by Sir Joshua Reynolds as an event very uncertain; for 
if I grew much better, I should not be willing, if much worse, not able, to 
migrate. Your lordship was first solicited without my knowledge; but, when 
I was told that you were pleased to honour me with your patronage, I did not 
expect to hear of a refusal; yet, as I have had no long time to brood hope, 
and have not rioted in imaginary opulence, this cold reception has been scarce 
a disappointment; and, from your lordship’s kindness, I have received a bene- 
fit, which only men like you are able to bestow. I shall now live mihi carior, 
with a higher opinion of my own merit. I am, my Lord, &c. 


“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


‘ Sir Joshua Reynolds, on account of the excellence both of the sentiment and expression of 
this letter, took a copy of it, which he showed to some of his friends: one of whom [Lady 
Iucan, it is said], who admired it, being allowed to peruse it leisurely at home, a copy was 
made, and found its way into the newspapers and magazines. It was transcribed with some 
inaccuracies, I print it from the original draft in Johnson’s own handwriting. 
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Upon this unexpected failure I abstain from presuming to make 
any remarks, or to offer any conjectures.’ 

Having, after repeated reasonings, brought Dr. Johnson to agree 
to my removing to London, and even to furnish me with arguments 
in favour of what he had opposed ; I wrote to him, requesting he 
would write them for me. He was so good as to comply, and | 
shall extract that part of his letter to me of June 11, as a proof 
how well he could exhibit a cautious yet encouraging view of it. 


“T remember, and entreat you to remember, that virtus est vitiwm fugere, 
the first approach to riches is security from poverty. The condition upon 
which you have my consent to settle in London is, that your expense never 
exceeds your annual income. Fixing this basis of security, you cannot be 


} This affair soon became a topic of conversation, and it was stated that the cause of the 
failure was the refusal of the king himself ; but from the following letter it appears that 
the matter was never mentioned to his majesty ; that, as time pressed, his lordship proposed 
the before-mentioned arrangement as from himself, running the risk of obtaining the king’s 
gubsequent approbation, when he should have an opportunity of mentioning it to his majesty. 
This affords some, and yet not a satisfactory explanation of the device suggested by Lord 
Thurlow of Johnson’s giving him a mortgage on hia pension, 


* Lord Thurlow to Sir J. Reynolds. 


“Thursday, Nov. 18, 1784. 

“Dzar S1r,—My choice, if that had been left me, would certainly have been that the 
matter should not have been talked of at all. The only object I regarded was my own plea- 
sure, in contributing to the health and comfort of a man whom I venerate sincerely and 
highly for every part, without exception, of his exalted character. This you know I pro 
posed to do, as it might be without any expense, in all events at a rate infinitely below the 
satisfaction I proposed to myself. It would have suited the purpose better if nobody had 
heard of it, except Dr. Johnson, you, and J. Boswell. But the chief objection to the rumour 
tz that his majesty is supposed to have refused it, Had that been so, I should not have 
communicated the circumstance. It was impossible for me to take the king’s pleasure on the 
suggestion I presumed to move. I am an untoward solicitor. The time seemed to press, and 
I chose rather to take on myself the risk of his majesty’s concurrence than delay a journey 
which might conduce to Dr. Johnson’s health and comfort. 

“But these are all trifles, and scarce deserve even this cursory explanation. The only 
question of any worth is whether Dr. Johnson has any wish to go abroad, or other occasion 
for my assistance. Indeed he should give me credit for perfect simplicity, when I treat this 
as merely a pleasure afforded me, and accept it accordingly; any reluctance, if he examines 
himself thoroughly, will certainly be found to rest, in some part or other, upex a doubt of the 
disposition with which I offer it. Iam, &c., THURLOW.” 


That this letter was designedly kept from Mr. Boswell’s knowledge, is rendered probable 
by the following curious circumstance. On the face of the original letter his name has been 
obliterated with so much care that but for the different colour of the ink and some other 
smal’ circumstances, it would not have been discoverable ; it is artfully done, and the sen- 
tence appears to run, “except Dr. Johnson, you, and I”—Boswell being erased. Thia 
yeems to be an uncandid trick, to defraud Boswell of his merit in this matter.—O. 
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hurt, and you may be very much advanced. The loss of your Scottish business, 
which is all that you can lose, is not to be reckoned as any equivalent to the 
hopes and possibilities that open here upon you. If you succeed, the question 
of prudence is at an end; everybody will think that done right which ends 
happily; and though your expectations, of which I would not advise you to 
talk too much, should not be totally answered, you can hardly fail to get 
friends who will do for you all that your present situation allows you to hope, 
end if, after a few years, you should return to Scotland, you will return withe 
mind supplied by various conversation, and many opportunities of inquiry, 
with much knowledge, and materials for reflection and instruction.” 


Let us now contemplate Johnson thirty years after the death of 
his wife, still retaining for her all the tenderness of affection. 


Letter 467. TO THE REV. MR. BAGSHAW, 


At Bromiley. 
“ July 12, 1764. 


“‘Sir,—-Perhaps you may remember, that in the year 1753 you committed te 
the ground my dear wife. I now entreat your permission to lay a stone upon 
her; and have sent the inscription, that, if you find it proper, you may signify 
your allowance. 

“You will do me a great favour by showing the place where she lies, that 
the stone may protect her remains. 

“Mr. Ryland will wait on you for the inscription,’ and procure it to be 
engraved, You will easily believe that I shrink from this mournful office. 
When it is done, if I have strength remaining, I will visit Bromley once again, 
and pay you part of the respect to which you have a right from, reverend Sir, 
your most humble servant, Sam. JoHNson.” 


On the same day he wrote to Mr. Langton : 


“T cannot but think that in my languid and anxious state, I have some 
feason to complain that I receive from you neither inquiry nor consolation. 
You know how much I value your friendship, and with what confidence I 
expect your kindness, if I wanted any act of tenderness that you could perform ; 
at least if you do not know it, I think your ignorance is your own fault. Yet 
how long is it that I have lived almost in your neighbourhood without the least 
notice ?—I do not, however, consider this neglect as particularly shown to me; 
I hear two of your most valuable friends make the same complaint. But why 
are all thus overlooked? You are not oppressed by sickness, you are not 
distracted by business, if you are sick, you are sick of leisure: and allow 
yourself to be told, that no disease is more to be dreaded or avoided. father 


1 Printed in his Works 
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*o do nothing than to do good, is the lowest state of a degraded mind. 
Soileau says to his pupil, 


* Que les vers ne soient pas votre eternel emplol, 
Cultivez vos amis.’——- 


Sbet voluntary debility which modern language is content to term indolence 
will, if it is not counteracted by resolution, render in time the strongest 
faculties lifeless, and turn the flame to the smoke of virtue. I do not expect 
er desire to see you, because Iam much pleased to find that your mother stays 
so long with you, and I should think you neither elegant nor grateful, if you 
did not study her gratification. You will pay my respects to both the ladies, 
and to all the young people. I am going northward for a while, to try what 
help the country can give me; but if you will write, the letter will come 
after me.” 


Next day he set out on a jaunt to Staffordshire and Derbyshire, 
flattering himself that he might be in some degree relieved. 

During his absence from London he kept up a correspondence 
with several of his friends, from which I shall select what appears 
to me proper for publication, without attending nicely to chronolo- 
gical order. 

To Dr. Brocxiessy he writes,— 

“ Ashbourne, July 20, 

“The kind attention which you have so long shown to my health and happi- 
ness makes it as much a debt of gratitude as a call of interest to give you an 
account of what befalls me, when accident removes me from your immediate 
eare. The journey of the first day was performed with very little sense of 
fatigue; the second day brought me to Lichfield without much lassitude; but 
I am afraid that I could not have borne such violent agitation for many days 
together. Tell Dr. Heberden, that in the coach I read ‘ Ciceronianus,’ which I 
conciuded as I entered Lichfield. My affection and understanding went along 
with Erasmus, except that once or twice he somewhat unskilfully entangles 
Cicero’s civil or moral with his rhetorical character.—I staid five days at Lich- 
field, but, being unable to walk, had no great pleasure; and yesterday (19th) 
I came hither, where I am to try what air and attention can perform.—Of any 
improvement in my health I cannot yet please myself with the perception. 
* * * * * *_The asthma has no abatement. Opiates stop the fit, so as that I 
can sit and sometimes lie easy, but they do not now procure me the power of 
motion; and Iam afraid that my generalstrength of body does not increase, 
The weather indeed is not benign; but how low is he sank whose strength 
depends upon the weather! Iam now looking into Floyer,’ who lived with 


§ @r John Floyer, M.D. 
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his asthma to almost his ninetieth year. His book, by want of order, is 
obscure; and his asthma, I think, not of the same kind with mine. Some- 
thing, however, I may perhaps learn.—My appetite still continues kee 
enough; and what I consider as a symptom of radical health, I have 
voracious delight in raw summer fruit, of which I was less eager a few yea™ 
ago.—You will be pleased to communicate this account to Dr. Heberden, ana 
if anything is to be done, let me have your joint opinion.—_ Now—abite, cure l— 
let me inquire after the club.” ? 

“July 81st.—Not recollecting that Dr. Heberden might be at Windsor, I 
thought your letter long in coming. But you know, nocitura petuntur, the let- 
ter which I so much desired tells me that I have lost one of my best and tender- 
est friends. My comfort is, that he appeared to live like a man that had always 
before his eyes the fragility of our present existence, and was therefore, I 
hope, not unprepared to meet his Judge.—Your attention, dear Sir, and that of 
Dr. Heberden, to my health, is extremely kind. Iam loth to think that I grow 
worse ; and cannot fairly prove even to my own partiality that I grow much 
better. 

“ Aug. 5.—I return you thanks, dear Sir, for your unwearied attention both 
medicinal and friendly, and hope to prove the effect of your care by living to 
acknowledge it.” 

“ Aug. 12.—Pray be so kind as to have mein your thoughts, and mention 
my case to others as you have opportunity. I seem to myself neither to gain 
nor lose strength. I have lately tried milk, but have yet found no advantage, 
and am afraid of it merely as a liquid. My appetite is still good, which I know 
is dear Dr. Heberden’s criterion of the vis vita.—As we cannot now see each 
other, do not omit to write, for you cannot think with what warmth of expec- 
tation I reckon the hours of a post-day.” 

““Aug. 14.—I have hitherto sent you only melancholy letters: you will be 
glad to hear some better account. Yesterday the asthma remitted, percepti- 
bly remitted, and I moved with more ease than I have enjoyed for many weeks. 
May God continue his mercy! This account I would not delay, because I am 
not a lover of complaints or complainers; and yet I have, since we parted, 
uttered nothing till now but terror and sorrow. Write to me, dear Sir.” 

‘Aug. 16.—Better, I hope, and better. My respiration gets more and more 
ease and liberty. I went to church yesterday, after a very liberal dinner, with. 
out any inconvenience; it is indeed no long walk, but I never walked it with- 
out difficulty, since I came, before. * * * * * * The intention was only te 
overpower the seeming vis inertie of the pectoral and pulmonary muscles.—I 
am favoured with a degree of ease that very much delights me, and do not dese 
pair of another race up the stairs of the Academy.—If I were, however, of a 


humour to see, or to show, the state of my body, on the dark side, I might 
cay, 


* Quid te exempta juvat spinis de pluribus una?’ 


3 At the Sore “oad. Essex street. * Mr. Allen, the printes. 
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The nights are sleepless, and the water rises though it does not rise very fast. 
Let us, however, rejoice in all the good that we have. The remission of one 
disease will enable nature to combat the rest.—The squills I have not 
neglected; for I have taken more than a hundred drops a day, and one day 
took two hundred and fifty, which, according to the popular equivalent of a 
drop toa grain, is more than half an ounce. I thank you, dear Sir, for your 
attention in ordering the medicines ; your attention to me has never failed. If 
the virtue of medicines could be enforced by the benevolence of the prescriber, 
how soon should I be well!” 

“ August 19.—The relaxation of the asthma still continues, yet I do not 
trust it wholly to itself, but soothe it now and then with an opiate. I not only 
perform the perpetual act of respiration with less labour, but I can walk with 
fewer intervals of rest, and with greater freedom of motion. I never thought 
well of Dr. James’s compounded medicines ; his ingredients appear to me sonie- 
times inefficacious and trifling, and sometimes heterogeneous and destructive of 
each other. This prescription exhibits a composition of about three hundred 
and thirty grains, in which there are four grains of emetic tartar, and six drops 
[of ] thebaic tincture. He that writes thus surely writes for show. The basis 
of his medicine is the gum ammoniacum, which dear Dr. Lawrence used to give, 
but of which I never saw any effect. We will, if you please, let this medicine 
alone. The squills have every suffrage, and in the squills we will rest for the 
present.” 

“Aug. 21.—The kindness which you show by having me in your thoughts 
upon all occasions will, I hope, always fill my heart with gratitude. Be pleased 
to return my thanks to Sir George Baker,’ for the consideration which he has 
bestowed upon me. Is this the balloon that has been so long expected, this 
balloon ? to which I subscribed, but without payment? It is pity that philoso- 
phers have been disappointed, and shame that they have been cheated; but 1 
know not well how to prevent either. Of this experiment I have read nothing: 
where was it exhibited? and who was the man that ran away with so much 
money? Continue, dear Sir, to write often, and more at a time; for none of 
your prescriptions operate to their proper uses more certainly than your letters 
operate as cordials.” 

“ August 26.—I suffered you to escape last post without a letter, but you are 
not to expect such indulgence very often; for I write not so much because | 
have anything to say, as because I hope for an answer; and the vacancy of 
my life here makes a letter of great value. I have here little company and 
%ittle amusement, and, thus abandoned to the contemplation of my own 


1 The celebrated physician, created a Baronet in 1776, died June, 1809, tat, 88.—O. 

* Does Dr. Johnson here allude to the unsuccessful attempt made, in 1784, by De Moret, 
who was determined to anticipate Lunardi in his first experiment in England? ‘ Moret 
attempted to inflate his balloon with rarefied air, but by some accident in the process it sunk 
upon the fire; and the populace, who regarded the whole as an imposture, rushing in, com 
pletely destroyed the machine.”— Brayley’s Londiniana, vol. ii. p. 162, note,—MArkLAND 
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miseries, I am something gloomy and depressed: this too I resist as I can, and 
find opium, I think, useful; but I seldom take more than one grain. Is not 
this strange weather? Winter absorbed the spring, and now autumn is come 
before we have had summer. But let not our kindness for each other imitate 
the inconstancy of the seasons.” 

“Sept. 2.—Mr. Windham has been here to see me: he came, I think, forty 
miles out of his way, and staid about a day and a half; perhaps I make the 
time shorter than it was. Such conversation I shall not have agsin till I come 
back to the regions of literature; and there Windham is infer steteas 1 Luna 
minores.”—(He then mentions the effects of certain medicines, as taken; and 
adds) ‘‘ Nature is recovering its original powers, and the functions returning 
to their proper state. God continue his mercies, and grant me to use them 
rightly !” 

“Sept. 9.—Do you know the Duke and Duchess of Devonshire? And have 
you ever seen Chatsworth? Iwas at Chatsworth on Monday: I had seen it 
before, but never when its owners were at home: I was very kindly received, 
and honestly pressed to stay; but I told them that a sick man 1s nota fit 
inmate of a great house. But I hope to go again some time.” 

“Sept. 11.—I think nothing grows worse, but all rather better, except sleep, 
and that of late has been at its old pranks. Last evening I felt what I had 
not known for a long time, an inclination to walk for amusement; I took a 
short walk and came back again neither breathless nor fatigued. This has 
been a gloomy, frigid, ungenial summer; but of late it seems to mend; I hear 
the heat sometimes mentioned, but I do not feel it: 


‘Preeterea minimus gelido jam in corpore sanguis 
Febre calet sola.’ 


I hope, however, with good help, to find means of supporting a winter at home, 
and to hear and tell at the Club what is doing, and what ought to be doing, in 
the world. I have no company here, and shall naturally come home hungry 
for conversation. To wish you, dear Sir, more leisure, would not be kind ; but 
what leisure you have, you must bestow upon me.” 

“Sept. 16.—I have now let you alone for a long time, having indeed little te 
say. You charge me somewhat unjustly with luxury, At Chatsworth, seu 
should remember that I have eaten but once; and the doctor, with whom I 
live, follows a milk diet. I grow no fatter, though my stomach, if it be not 
disturbed by physic, never fails me. I now grow weary of solitude, and think 
of removing next week to Lichfield, a place of more society, but otherwise of 
less convenience. When I am settled, I shall write again. Of the hot weather 
that you mentioned, we have [not] had in Derbyshire very much; and for 
myself I seldom feel heat, and suppose that my fridigity is the effect of my dis 


* It is remarkable that so good a Latin scholar as Johnson should have been so inattentive 
to the metre, as by mistake to have written stellas instead of tgnea. 
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‘emper—a supposition waich naturally leads me to hope, that a hotter climate 
may be useful. But I hope to stand another English winter.” 

“‘ Lichfield, Sept. 29.—On one day I had three letters about the air-balloon: 
yours was far the best, and has enabled me to impart to my friends in the 
country an idea of this species of amusement. In amusement, mere amusement, 
I am afraid it must end, for I do not find that its course can be directed sO as 
that it should serve any purposes of communication ; and it can give no new 
intelligence of the state of the air at different heights, till they have ascended 
above the height of mountains, which they seem never likely to do. I came 
hither on the 27th. How long I shall stay, I have not determined. My dropsy 
is gone, and my asthma is much remitted, but I have felt myself a little declin- 
ing these two days, or at least to-day ; but such vicissitudes must be expected. 
One day may be worse than another ; but this last month is far better than the 
former: if the next should be as much better than this, I shall run about the 
town on my own legs.” 

“Oct. 6.—The fate of the balloon I do not much lament: to make new 
balloons is to repeat the jest again. We now know a method of mounting 
into the air, and, I think, are not likely to know more. The vehicles can 
serve no use till we can guide them; and they can gratify no curiosity till we 
mount with them to greater heights than we can reach without; till we rise 
above the tops of the highest mountains, which we have yet not done. We 
know the state of the air in all its regions, to the top of Teneriffe, and there- 
fore learn nothing from those who navigate a balloon below the clouds. The 
first experiment, however, was bold, and deserved applause and reward; but 
since it has been performed, and its event is known, I had rather now find a 
medicine that can ease an asthma.” 

“ Oct. 25.—You write to me with a zeal that animates and a tenderness that 
melts me. I am not afraid either of a journey to London, or a residence in it. 
I came down with little fatigue, and am now not weaker. In the smoky atmo- 
sphere I was delivered from the dropsy, which I consider as the original and 
radical disease. The town is my element:? there are my friends, there are 


' Lunardi had ascended from the Artillery Ground on the 15th of this month; and, as it 
was the first ascent in a balloon which had been witnessed in England, it was not surprising 
that very general interest was excited by the spectacle, and that so many allusions should 
be made to it by Johnson and his correspondents. The late Lord Tenterden, whilst a stu- 
dent at Oxford, obtained a prize in this year, for his Latin verses entitled Globus Aérostati- 
6uw3.—MARKLAND. 

2 His love of London continually appears. In a letter from him to Mrs. Smart, wife of 
bis friend the poet, which is published in a well-written life of him, prefixed to an edition of 
his poems, in 1791, there is the following sentence: ‘‘ To one that has passed so many years in 
the pleasures and opulence of London, there are few places that can give much delight.” 
Once upon reading that line in the curious epitaph quoted in ‘‘ The Spectator,” 

“Born in New-England, did in London die,” 


be laughed and said, “I do not wonder at this. It would have been strange Hf, born in Lem 
don, he had died in New England.” 
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my books, to which I have not yet bid farewell, and there are my amusements. 
Sir Joshua told me long ago, that my vocation was to public life; and I hope 
still to keep my station, till God shall bid me, Go in peace.” 


To Mr. Hoote, Ashbourne, Aug. 7 :— 


‘Since 1 was here, I have two little letters from you, and have not had the 
gratitude to write. But every man is most free with his best friends, because 
he does not suppose that they can suspect him of intentional incivility. One 
reason for my omission is, that being in a place to which you are wholly @ 
stranger, I have no topics of correspondence. If you had any knowledge of 
Ashbourne, I could tell you of two Ashbourne men, who, being last week con- 
demned at Derby to be hanged for robbery, went and hanged themselves ir 
their cell. But this, however it may supply us with talk, is nothing to you. 
Your kindness, I know, would make you glad to hear some good of me, but I 
have not much good to tell; if I grow not worse, it is all that I can say. I 
hope Mrs. Hoole received more help from her migration. Make her my com- 
pliments, and write again to, dear Sir, your affectionate servant.” 

““ Aug. 13.—I thank you for your affectionate letter. I hope we shall both 
be the better for each other’s friendship, and I hope we shall not very quickly 
be parted. Tell Mr. Nichols that I shall be glad of his correspondenee when 
his business allows him a little remission; though to wish him less business, 
that I may have more pleasure, would be too selfish. To pay for seats at ine 
balloon is not very necessary, because in less than a minute they who gaze 
at a mile’s distance will see all that can be seen. About the wings, I am of 
your mind: they cannot at all assist it, nor I think regulate its motion. I am 
now grown somewhat easier in my body, but my mind is sometimes depresved. 
About the Club I am in no great pain. The forfeitures go on, and the house, 
Thear, is improved for our future meetings. I hope we shall meet often and 
sit long.” 

“Sept. 4.—Your letter was indeed long in coming, but it was very welcome. 
Our acquaintance has now subsisted long, and our recollection of each other 
involves a great space, and many little occurrences which melt the thoughts 
to tenderness. Write to me, therefore, as frequently as you can. I hear from 
Dr. Brocklesby and Mr. Ryland! that the Club is not crowded. I hope we 
shall enliven it when winter brings us together.” 


To Dr. Burnny, Aug 2 :— 


“The weather, you know, has not been balmy. I am now reduced to 
think, and am at least content to talk, of the weather. Pride must have a 
fall? I have lost dear Mr. Allen; and wherever I turn, the dead or the dying 


1 Mr. Ryland died 24th July, 1798, wtat. 81.—C. 
9 There was no information for which Dr. Johnson was less grateful than for that whick 
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meet my notice, and force my attention upon misery and mortality. Mrs. 
Burney’s escape from so much danger, and her ease after so much pain, throws, 
however, some radiance of hope upon the gloomy prospect. May her recov: 
ery be perfect, and her continuance long! I struggle hard for life. I take 
physic and take air: my friend’s chariot is always ready. We have run this 
morning twenty-four miles, and could run forty-eight more. But who can run 
the rece with death ?” 

“Sept. 4..—[Concerning a private transaction, in which his opinion was 
asked, and after giving it, he makes the following reflections, which are appli- 
cable on other occasions.] ‘‘ Nothing deserves more compassion than wrong 
conduct with good meaning ; than loss or obloquy suffered by one who, as he 
is conscious only of good intentions, wonders why he loses that kindness 
which he wishes to preserve ; and not knowing his own fault—if, as may some- 
times happen, nobody will tell him—goes on to offend by his endeavours to 
please. I am delighted by finding that our opinions are the same. You will 
do me a real kindness by continuing to write. A post-day has now been long 
a day of recreation.” 

“Noy. 1.—Our correspondence paused for want of topics. I had said what 
I had to say on the matter proposed to my consideration, and novhing re- 
mained but to tell you that I waked or slept, that I was more or less sick. I 
drew my thoughts in upon myself, and supposed yours employed upon your 
book. That your book has been delayed I am glad, since you have guined am 
opportunity of being more exact. Of the caution ‘necessary in adjusting nar- 
ratives there is no end. Some tell what they do not know that they may not 
seem ignorant, and others from mere indifference about truth, All truth is 
not, indeed of equal importance; but, if little violations are allowed, every 
violation will in time be thought little ; and a writer should keep himself vigi- 
lantly on his guard against the first temptations to negligence or supineness. 
I had ceased to write, because respecting you I had no more to say, and re- 
specting myself could say little good. I cannot boast of advancement; and in 
case of convalescence it may be said, with few exceptions, Non progredi est 
regredi. I hope I may be excepted. My great difficulty was with my sweet 
Fanny,! who, by her artifice of inserting her letter in yours, had given me a 
precept of frugality which I was not at liberty to neglect; and I know not 
who were in town under whose cover I could send my letter. I rejoice to 


eencerned the weather. It was in allusion to his impatience with those who were reduced 
te keep conversation alive by observations on the weather, that he applied the old proverb 
to himself. If any one of his intimate acquaintance told him it was hot or cold, wet or dry, 
windy oz calm, he would stop them by saying, ‘Poh! poh! you are telling us that of 
which none but men in a mine or a dungeon can be ignorant. Let us bear with patience, 
or enjoy in quiet, elementary changes, whether for the better or the worse, as they are 
never secrets.”"—BuRNEY. He says “ pride must have a fall,” in allusion to his own former 
assertions, that the weather had no effect on human health. See Idler, No. 11. 
1 The celebrated Miss Fanny Burney.—B. 
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hear that you are so well, and have a delight particularly sympatheuc in the 
recovery of Mrs. Burney.” 


To Mr. Laneton, Aug. 25 :— 


“The kindness of your last letter, and my omission to answer it, begin te 
give you, even in my opinion, a right to recriminate, and to charge me with 
forgetfulness for the absent. I will therefore delay no longer to give an ace 
count of myself, and wish I could relate what would please either myself or 
my friend. On July 13 I left London, partly in hope of help from new air and 
change of place, and partly excited by the sick man’s impatience of the 
present. I got to Lichfield in a stage vehicle, with very little fatigue, in two 
days, and had the consolation to find that since my last visit my three old 
acquaintances are all dead.—July 20. I went to Ashbourne, where I have been 
till now. The house in which we live is repairing. I live in too much soli- 
tude, and am often deeply dejected. I wish we were nearer, and rejoice in - 
your removal to London. A friend at once cheerful and serious is a great 
acquisition. Let us not neglect one another for the little time which Provi- 
dence allows us to hope. Of my health I cannot tell you, what my wishes 
persuaded me to expect, that it is much improved by the season or by reme- 
dies. I am sleepless; my legs grow weary with a very few steps, and the 
water breaks its boundaries in some degree. The asthma, however, has re- 
mitted; my breath is still much obstructed, but is more free than it was. 
Nights of watchfulness produce torpid days. I read very little, though I am 
alone ; for I am tempted to supply in the day what I lost in bed. This is my 
history; like all other histories, a narrative of misery. Yet I am so much 
better than in the beginning of the year, that I ought to be ashamed of com- 
plaining. I now sit and write with very little sensibility of pain or weak- 
ness; but when J rise, I shall find my legs betraying me. Of the money 
which you mentioned I have no immediate need ; keep it, however, for me, 
unless some exigence requires it. Your papers I will show you certainly when 
you would see them; but I am a little angry at you for not keeping minutes 
of your own acceptum et expensum, and think a little time might be spared 
from Aristophanes for the res familiares. Forgive me, for I mean well, I 
hope, dear Sir, that you and Lady Rothes and all the young people, 


too mary 
to enumerate, are well and happy. God bless you all,” 


To Mr. WiypHam :— 


“The tenderness with which you have been pleased to treat me through my 
long illness, neither health nor sickness can, I hope, make me forget; and you 
are not to suppose that after we parted you were no longer in my mind. But 
what can a sick man say, but that he is sick? His thoughts are necessarily 
concentred in himself; he neither receives nor can Give delight; his inoviries 
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are after alleviations of pain, and his efforts are to catch some momentary 
comfort. Though I am now in the neighborhood of the Peak, you muat 
expect no account of its wonders, of its hills, its waters, its caverns, or its 
mines; but I will tell you, dear Sir, what I hope you will not hear with less 
satisfaction, that, for about a week past, my asthma has been less afflictive.” 

“Lichfield, Oct. 2.—I believe you had been long enough acquainted with 
the phenomena of sickness not to be surprised that a sick man wishes ¢c be 
where he is not, and where it appears to everybody but himself that he 
might easily be, without having the resolution to remove. I thought Ash- 
sourne a solitary place, but did not come hither till last Monday. I have 
here more company, but my health has for this last week not advanced; and 
in the languor of disease how little can be done! Whither or when I shall 
make my next move, I cannot tell; but I entreat you, dear Sir, to let me 
know, from time to time, where you may be found, for your residence is a 
very powerful attractive to, Sir, your most humble servant.” 


To Mr. Perxiys, Lichfield, Oct. 4 :— 


“T cannot but flatter myself that your kindness for me will make you glad 
to know where I am, and in what state. I have been struggling very hard 
with my diseases. My breath has been very much obstructed, and the water 
has attempted to encroach upon me again. I passed the first part of the 
summer at Oxford, afterwards I went to Lichfield, thence to Ashbourne in 
in Derbyshire, and a week ago I returned to Lichfield. My breath is now 
much easier, and the water is in a great measure run away, so that I hope to 
see you again before winter. Please make my compliments to Mrs. Perkins, 
and to Mr. and Mrs. Barclay. I am, &.” 


o the Right Hon. Witt1am Gerarp Hamitron, Lichfield, Oct 
20. :— 


** Considering what reason you gave me in the spring to conclude that you 
took part in whatever good or evil might befal me, I ought not to have 
Omitted so long the account which I am now about to give you. My diseases 
are an asthma and a dropsy, and, what is less curable, seventy-five. Of the 
dropsy, in the beginning of the summer, or in the spring, I recovered to a 
degree which struck with wonder both me and my physicians; the asthma 
now is likewise for a time very much relieved. I went to Oxford, where the 
asthma was very tyrannical, and the dropsy began again to threaten me; but 
geasonable physic stopped the inundation; I then returned to London, and 
in July took a resolution to visit Staffordshire and Derbyshire, where J am 
yet struggling with my disease. The drovsy made another attack, and was 
not easily ejected, but at last gave way. The asthma suddenly remitted in 
bed on the 13th of August; and though now very oppressive, is, I think, still 


“OL. IV. 18 


410 LIFE OF JOHNSON. ; 1784. 


something gentler than it was before the remission. My limbs are miserably 
debilitated, and my nights are sleepless and tedious. When you read thie, 
dear Sir, you are not sorry that I wrote no sooner. I will not prolong my 
complaints. I hope still to see you in a happier hour, to talk over what we 
have often talked, and perhaps to find new topics of merriment, or new incite~ 
ments to curiosity. Iam, &c.” 


To Joun Paraniss,’ Esq., Lichfield, Oct. 27 :-— 


‘Though in all my summer’s excursion I have given you no account of my- 
self, I hope you think better of me than to imagine it possible for me to 
forget you, whose kindness to me has been too great and too constant not to 
have made its impression on a harder breast than mine. Silence is not very 
culpable, when nothing pleasing is suppressed. It would have alleviated 
none of your complaints to have read my vicissitudes of evil. I have strug- 
gled hard with very formidable and obstinate maladies; and though I cannot — 
talk of health, think all praise due to my Creator and Preserver for the con- 
tinuance of my life. The dropsy has made two attacks, and has given way 
to medicine ; the asthma is very oppressive, but that has likewise once remit- 
ted. Iam very weak and very sleepless; but it is time to conclude the tale 
of misery. I hope, dear Sir, that you grow better, for you have likewise your 
share of human evil, and that your lady and the young charmers are well.” 


To Mr. Grorce Nicot,* Ashbourne, August 19:— 


“Since we parted, I have been much oppressed by my asthma, but it hag 
lately been less laborious. When I sit I am almost at ease ; and I can walk, 
though yet very little, with less difficulty for this week past than before. I 
hope I shall again enjoy my friends, and that you and [I shall have a little 
more literary conversation. Where I now am, everything is very liberally 
provided for me but conversation. My friend is sick himself, and the recipro- 
cation of complaints and groans affords not much of either pleasure or instrue- 
tion, What we have not at home this town does not supply; and I shall be 
glad of a little important intelligence, and hope that you will bestow, now 
and then, a little time on the relief and entertainment of Sir, yours, &c.” 


To Mr. CruixsHang, Ashbourne, Sept. 4 :— 


* Son of the late Peter Paradise, Esq. his Britannic Majesty’s consul at Salonica in Mace 
donia, by his lady, a native of that country. He studied at Oxford, and has been honoure¢ 
by that University with the degree of LL.D. He is distinguished not only by his learning and 
talents, but by an amiable disposition, gentleness of manners, and a very general acquaint 
nce with well-informed and accomplished persons of almost all nations.—B. 

® Bookseller to his Majesty. 
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“Do not suppose that I forget you: I hope I shall never be accused of 
forgetting my benefactors. I had, till lately, nothing to write but complainta 
upon complaints ot miseries upon miseries; but within this fortnight I have 
received great relief. Have your lectures any vacation? If you are released 
from the necessity of daily study, you may find time for a letter to me.—[In 
this letter he states the particulars of his case.]—In return for this account of 
my health, let me have a good account of yours and of your prosperity in all 
your undertakings.” 


To Mr. Toomas Davizs, Aug. 14 :— 


“The tenderness with which you always treat me makes me culpable in my 
own eyes ior having omitted to write in so long a separation. I had, indeed, 
nothing to say that you could wish to hear. All has been hitherto misery 
accumulated upon misery, disease corroborating disease, till yesterday my 
asthma was perceptibly and unexpectedly mitigated. I am much comforted 
with this short relief, and am willing to flatter myself that it may continue 
and improve. I have at present, such a degree of ease as not only may admit 
the comforts but the duties of life. Make my compliments to Mrs. Davies.—~ 
Poor dear Allen! —he was a good man.” 


To Sir Josxua Reynotps, Ashbourne, July 12 :— 


“The tenderness with which I am treated by my friends makes it reason- 
able to suppose they are desirous to know the state of my health, and a desire 
so benevolent ought to be gratified—I came to Lichfield in two days without 
any painful fatigue, and on Monday came hither, where I purpose to stay and 
try what air and regularity will effect. I cannot yet persuade myself that I 
have made much progress in recovery. My sleep is little, my breath is very 
much encumbered, and my legs are very weak. The water has increaced 
a little; but has again run off. The most distressing symptom is want of 
sleep.” 

“Aug. 19.—Having had since our separation little to say that could please 
you or myself by saying, I have not been lavish of useless letters; but I 
flatter myself that you will partake of the pleasure with which I can now tell 
you that, about a week ago, I felt suddenly a sensible remission of my asthma, 
and consequently a greater lightness of action and motion. Of this grateful 
alleviation I know not the cause, nor dare depend upon its continuance; but 
while it lasts I endeavour to enjoy it, and am desirous of communicating, while 
it lasts, my pleasure to my friends.—Hitherto, dear Sir, I had written before the 
post, which stays in this town but a little while, brought me your letter. Mr. 
Davies seems to have represented my little tendency to recover in terms 
too splendid. I am still restless, still weak, still watery, but the asthma ig 
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less oppressive.—Poor Kamsay!! On which side soever I turn, mortality 
presents its formidable frown. I left three old friends at Lichfield when I 
was last there, and now found them all dead. Ino sooner lost sight of dear 
Allan, than I am told that I shall see him no more. That we must all die, 
we always knew; I wish I had sooner remembered it. Do not think me in- 
trusive or importunate, if I now call, dear Sir, on you to remember it.” 

“Sept. 2.—I am glad that a little favour from the court has intercepted your 
furious purposes. I could not in any case have approved of such public 
violence of resentment, and should have considered any who encouraged 
it as rather seeking sport for themselves than honour for you. Resentment 
gratifies him who intended an injury, and pains him unjustly who did not 
intend it. But all this is now superfluous.—I still continue, by God’s mercy, 
to mend. My breath is easier, my nights are quieter, and my legs are less 
in bulk and stronger in use. I have, however, yet a great deal to overcome 
before I can yet attain even an old man’s health_—Write, do write to me nov 
and then. We are now old acquaintance, and perhaps few people have 
lived so much and so long together with less cause of complaint on either 
side. The retrospection of this is very pleasant, and I hope we shall neve¢ 
think on each other with less kindness.” 

“Sept. 9.—I could not answer your letter before this day, because I went ou 
the sixth to Chatsworth, and did not come back till the post was gone. Many 
words, I hope, are not necessary between you and me to convince you what grati 
tude is excited in my heart by the chancellor’s liberality and your kind offices. 
I did not indeed expect that what was asked by the chancellor would haye 
been refused; but since it has, we will not tell that anything has been asked. 
—I have enclosed a letter to the chancellor, which, when you have read it, 
you will be pleased to seal with a head or other general seal, and convey to 
him. Had I sent it directly to him, I should have seemed to overlook the 
favour of your intervention. My last letter told you of my advance in health, 
which I think, in the whole still continues. Of the hydropic tumour there is 
very little appearance; the asthma is much less troublesome, and seems to 
remit something day after day. I do not despair of supporting an English 
winter.—At Chatsworth, I met young Mr. Burke, who led me very commodi- 
ously into conversation with the duke and duchess. We had a very good 
morning. The dinner was public.” 

‘Sept. 18.—I flattered myself that this week would have given me a letter 
from you, but none has come. Write to me now and then, but direct your 
next to Lichfield, I think, and I hope am sure, that I still grow better. 2 
have sometimes good nights, but am still in my legs weak, but so much 
mended, that I go to Lichfield in hope of being able to pay my visits on foot, 
for there are no coaches.—I have three letters this day, all about the balloon; 


* Allan Ramsay, Esq., painter to his Majesty, who died August 10, 1784, in the seventy 
third year of 1is age, much regretted by his friends, 
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I could have been content with one. Do not write about the balloon, what- 
eyer else you may think proper to say.” 

“ Oct. 2.—I am always proud of your approbation, and therefore was much 
pleased that you liked my letter. When you copied it, you invaded the chan- 
cellor’s right rather than mine. The refusal I did not expect, but I had never 
thought much about it, for I doubted whether the chancellor had so much 
tenderness for me as to ask. He, being keeper of the king’s conscience, 
ought not to be supposed capable of an improper petition.—All is not gold 
that glitters, as we have often been told; and the adage is verified in your 
place and my favour; but if what happens does not make us richer, we must 
bid it welcome if it makes us wiser.—I not do at present grow better, nor much 
worse. My hopes, however, are somewhat abated, and a very great loss is the 
loss of hope ; but I struggle on as I can.” 


. 


To Mr. Joun Nicuots,’ Lichfield, Oct. 20 :— 


“When you were here, you were pleased, as I am told, to think my ab- 
sence an inconvenience. I should certainly have been very glad to give 
so skilful a lover of antiquities any information about my native place, of 
which, however, I know not much, and have reason to believe that not much 
is known.—Though I have not given you any amusement, I have received 
amusement from you. At Ashbourne, where I had very little company, I had 
the luck to borrow ‘Mr. Bowyer’s Life ;’ a book so full of contemporary his- 
tory, that a literary man must find some of his old friends. I thought that I 
could, now and then, have told you some hints worth your notice ; and perhaps 
we might have talked a life over. I hope we shall be much together; you must 
now be to me what you were before, and what dear Mr. Allen was besides, 
He was taken unexpectedly away, but I think he was a very good man.—I 
have made little progress in recovery. Iam very weak, and very sleepless; 
but I live on and hope.” 


This various mass of correspondence, which I have thus brought 
together, is valuable, both as an addition to the store which the 
public already has of Johnson’s writings, and as exhibiting a genu- 
ine and noble specimen of vigour and vivacity of mind, which 
neither age nor sickness could impair or diminish. 


1 This very respectable man, who contributed so largely to the literary and topographical 
history ofhis country, died in 1826, at the advanced age of eighty-two. “His long life,” as 
his friend and biographer, Mr. Alexander Chalmers, has truly observed, “‘ was spent in the 
promotion of useful knowledge.” The Life of Bowyer, to which Johnson refers, was repul> 
shed in 1812-15, with large additions, in nine vols. 8vo., under the title of “ Literary Anee- 
dotes of the Eighteenth Century.” It is a storehouse of facts and dates, and every man inte- 
“ested in literary biography must own the vast obligations which are due to ita indefatigable 
eompiler.—MaRELAnND. 


Brioa.—Vol. 26—18 
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It may be observed, that his writing in every way, whether for 
the public or privately to his friends, was by fits and starts ; for we 
see frequently that many letters are written on the same day. 
When he had once overcome his aversion to begin, he was, I sup- 
pose, desirous to go on, in order to relieve his mind from the un- 
easy reflection of delaying what he ought to do. 

While in the country, notwithstanding the accumulation of ill- 
ness which he endured, his mind did not lose its powers. He trans- 
lated an ode of Horace (Lib. IV. ode vii.), which is printed in his 
works, and composed several prayers. I shall insert one of them, 
which is so wise and energetic, so philosophical and so pious, that I 
doubt not of its affording consolation to many a sincere Christian, 
when in a state of mind_to which I believe the best are sometimes 
liable. 


“ Against inquisitive and perplexing T houghis. 


“OQ Lord, my makerand protector, who hast graciously sent me into this world 
to work out my salvation, enable me to drive from me all such unquiet and per- 
plexing thoughts as may mislead or hinder me in the practice of those duties 
which thou hast required. When I behold the works of thy hands, and con- 
sider the course of thy providence, give me grace always to remember that 
thy thoughts are not my thoughts, nor thy ways my ways. And while it shall 
please thee to continue me in this world, where much is to be done and little 
to be known, teach me, by thy Holy Spirit, to withdraw my mind from un- 
profitable and dangerous inquiries, from difficulties vainly curious, and doubts 
impossible to be solved. Let me rejoice in the light which thou hast imparted ; 
let me serve thee with active zeal and humble confidence, and wait with 
patient expectation for the time in which the soul which thou receivest’ shall 
be satisfied with knowledge. Grant this, O Lord, for Jesus Christ’s sake. 
Amen.” 


And here I am enabled fully to refute a very unjust reflection, by 
Sir John Hawkins, both against Dr. Johnson and his faithful servant 
Mr Francis Barber ; as if both of them had been guilty of culpable 
Leglect towards a person of the name of Heely, whom Sir John 
chooses to call a relation of Dr. Johnson’s. The fact is, that Mr. 
Heely was not his relation : he had indeed been married to one of his 
cousins, but she had died without having children, and he had mar: 
ried another woman ; so that even the slight connection which there 


#1, 1, LAST VISIT TO LICHFIELD. 4i5 


once had been by alliance was dissolved. Dr. Johnson, who had 
shown very great liberality to this man while his first wife was alive, 
as has appeared in a former part of this work (Vol. I. p. 421), 
was humane and charitable enough to continue his bounty to him 
occasionally ; but surely there was no strong call of duty upon him 
or upon his legatee to do more. The following letter, obligingly 
communicated to me by Mr. Andrew Strahan, will confirm what 1 
have stated :— 


Letter 468. TO MR. HEELY, 


No. 5, in Pye Street, Westminster. 


“Ashbourne, Aug. 12, 1784. 

“Str, — As necessity obliges you to call so soon again upon me, you should 
at least have told the smallest sum that will supply your present want: you 
cannot suppose that I have much to spare. Two guineas is as much as you 
ought to be behind with your creditor. If you wait on Mr. Strahan, in New 
Street, Fetter Lane, or, in his absence, on Mr. Andrew Strahan, show this, by 
which they are entreated to advance you two guineas, and to keep this as a 
voucher. I am, Sir, your humble servant, Sam. JOHNSON. 


Indeed, it is very necessary to keep in mind that Sir John Haw- 
kins has unaccountably viewed Johnson’s character and conduct in 
almost every particular with an unhappy prejudice." 


1 I shall add one instance only to those which I have thought it incumbent on me to point 
out. Talking of Mr, Garrick’s having signified his willingness to let Johnson have the loan 
of any of his books to assist him in his edition of Shakspeare, Sir John says (p. 444), ‘*Mr 
Garrick knew not what risk he ran by this offer. Johnson had so strange a forgetfulness of 
obligations of this sort, that few men who lent him books ever sawthem again.” This surely 
conveys & most unfavourable insinuation, and has been so understood. Sir John mentions 
the single case of a curious edition of Politian, which he tells us appeared to belong to Pem- 
broke College, which probably has been considered by Johnson as his own for upwards of 
fifty years. Would it not be fairer to consider this as an inadvertence, and draw no general 
inference? The truth is, that Johnson was so attentive, that in one of his manuscripts in my 
possession he has marked in two columns books borrowed and books lent, 

In Sir John Hawkins’s compilation there are, however, some passages concerning Johnsog 
which have unquestionable merit. One of them I shall transcribe, in justice to a writer 
whom I have had too much occasion to censure, and to show my. fairness as the bio- 
grapher of my illustrious friend: ‘There was wanting in his conduct and behaviour that 
dignity which results from a regular and orderly course of action, and by an Srresistible 
power commands esteem. He could not be said to be a staid man, nor so to fave adjusted 
mn his mind the balance of reason and passion, as to give occasion to say what may be 
observed of some men, that all they do is just, fit, and right.” Yet a judicious friend well 
guggests: “It might, however, have been added, that such men are often merely just, and 
rigidly correct, while their hearts are cold and unfeeling; and that Johnson’s virtues were 
«f a much higher tone than those of the staid, orderly man here described.” 
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We now behold Johnson for the last time in his native city, for 
which he ever retained a warm affection, and which by a sudden 
apostrophe, under the word Lzch, he introduces with reverence into 
his immortal work, ‘The English Dictionary :’—‘‘ Salve magna 
parens !’* While here, he felt a revival of all the tenderness of 
filial affection, an instance of which appeared in his ordering the 
grave-stones and inscription over Elizabeth Blaney (see Vol. - p. 
36.) to be substantially and carefully renewed. 

To Mr. Henry White,” a young clergyman, with whom he now 
formed an intimacy, so,as to talk to him with great freedom, he 
mentioned that he could not in general accuse himself of having 
been an undutiful son. ‘‘ Once, indeed,” said he, ‘I was disobedi- 
ent: I refused to attend my father to Uttoxeter market. Pride 
was the source of that refusal, and the remembrance of it was pain- 
fal. A few years ago I desired to atone for this fault. I went to 
Uttoxeter in very bad weather, and stood for a considerable time 
bare-headed in the rain, on the spot where my father’s stall used to 
stand. In contrition I stood, and I hope the penance was expia- 
tory.” 

‘“T told him,” says Miss Seward, ‘“‘in one of my latest visits to 
him, of a wonderful learned pig which I had seen at Nottingham , 
and which did all that we have observed exhibited by dogs and 
horses. The subject amused him. ‘Then,’ said he, ‘ the pigs are a 
race unjustly calumniated. Pzg has, it seems, not been wanting to 
mam, but man to pig. We do not allow tome for his education ; we 
kill him at a year old’ Mr. Henry White, who was present, 


? The following circumstance, mutually to the honour of Johnson and the corporation of 
his native city, has been communicated to me by the Rev. Dr. Vyse from the town clerk: 

“Mr. Simpson has now before him a record of the respect and veneration which the corpo- 
ration of Lichfield, in the year 1767, had for the merits and learning of Dr. Johnson Hig 
father built the corner house in the market-place, the two fronts of which, towards Market 
and Broad-market Street, stood upon waste land of the corporation, under a forty years’ 
lease, which was then expired. On the 15th of August, 1767, at a common-hall of the bailiffs 
and citizens, it was ordered (and that without any solicitation), that a lease should be granted 
to Samuel Johnson, Doctor of Laws, of the encroachments at his house, for the term of 
ninety-nine years, at the old rent, which was five shillings: 01 which, as town-clerk, Mr. 
Simpson had the honour and pleasure of informing him, and that he was desired to accept of 
tt without paying any fine on the occasion; which lease was afterwards granted, and the 
octor died possessed of this property.” 


® Saorist and one of the vioars of Lichfield Cathedral, 1831.— MarELanp. 
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observed that if this instance had happened in or before Pope’s time, 
he would not have been justified in instancing the swine as the 
lowest degree of grovelling instinct. Dr. Johnson seemed pleased 
with the observation, while the person who made it proceeded to 
remark, that great torture must have been employed, ere the indo- 
cility of the animal could have been subdued.—* Certainly,’ said the 
Doctor ; ‘ but,’ turning to me, ‘how old is your pig?’ I told him, 
three years old. ‘Then,’ said he, ‘the pig has no cause to com- 
plain ; he would have been killed the first year if he had not been 
educated, and protracted existence is a good recompence for very 
considerable degrees of torture.” 

As Johnson had now very faint hopes of recovery, and as Mrs 
Thrale was no longer devoted to him, it might have been supposed ' 
that he would naturally have chosen to remain in the comfortable 
house of his beloved wife’s daughter, and end his life where he 
began it. But there was in him an animated and loftly spirit ; ° 
and however complicated diseases might depress ordinary mortais, 
all who saw him beheld and acknowledged the invictum aavmum 
Catoms.* Such was his intellectual ardour even at this time, 
that he said to one friend, “ Sir, I look upon every day to be lost in 
which I do not make a new acquaintance ;’ and tc another, when 
talking of his illness, “I will be conquered ; I will not capitulate.” 
And such was his love of London, so high a relish had he of its mag- 
nificent extent and variety of intellectual entertainment, that he lan- 
guished when absent from it, his mind having become quite luxurious 
from the long habit of enjoying the metropolis ; and, therefore, 
although at Lichfield, surrounded with friends who loved and revered 


1 Why? Miss Porter respected Dr. Johnson, but could have felt for him nothing like fillal 
devotion. She was nearly as old, almost as infirm, and more helpless than Johnson, and it 
is scarcely possible to imagine any arrangement less “ natural” or less likely to be egrue- 
able to either of the parties, and especially to Dr. Johnson, than that partnserchin in div- 
ease whick Mr. Boswell suggests.—C, 

? Mr, Burke suggested to me, as applicable to Johnsoa, what O:cero, in his “ Cato Major,” 
says of Appius: “Intentum enim animum, tanquem arcum, habebat, asc lapguessens o23- 
cumbebat serectuti ;” repeating, at the same time, the followt's, notie words in the samo 
passage: ‘‘Ita enim senectus honesta est, si seipsa defeadit, si jus ssum tetin:t, si aeraiai 
emancipata est, si usque ad extremum vite spiritum vindicet jus suum.” 

® Atrocem animum Catonis are Horace’s words, and it may be doubted whether atrow is 
ased by any other original writer in the same sense. Stubborn is perhaps the most correct 
translation of this epithet,—M. 


18* 
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him, and for whom he had a very sincere affection, he still found that 
such conversation as London affords could be found nowhere else. 
These feelings, joined probably to some flattering hopes of aid from 
the eminent physicians and surgeons in London, who kindly and 
generously attended him without accepting fees, made him resolve 
*o return to the capital. 

From Lichfield he came to Birmingham, where he passed.a few 
days with his worthy old schoolfellow, Mr. Hector, who thus writes 
to me: ‘“‘ He was very solicitous with me to recollect some of our 
most early transactions, and transmit them to him, for I perceived 
nothing gave him greater pleasure than calling to mind those days 
of our innocence. I complied with his request, and he only received 
them a few days before his death. I have transcribed for your in- 
spection exactly the minutes I wrote to him.” This paper having 
been found in his repositories after his death, Sir John Hawkins has 
inserted it entire, and I have made occasional use of it and other 
communications from Mr. Hector* in the course of this work. I 
have both visited’ and corresponded with him since Dr. Johnson’s 
death, and by my enquiries concerning @ great variety of particulars, 
have obtained additional information. I followed the same mode 
with the Reverend Dr. Taylor, in whose presence I wrote down a 
good deal of what he could tell ; and he, at my request, signed his 
name, to give it authenticity. It is very rare to find any person 
who is able to give a distinct account of the life even of one whom 
he has known intimately, without questions being put to them. My 
friend Dr. Kippis has told me, that on this account it is a practice 
with him to draw out a biographical catechism, 

Johnson then proceeded to Oxford, where he was again kindly 
received by Dr. Adams,? who was pleased to give me the following 
account in one of his letters (Feb. 17th, 1785) : 


1 Tt ls a racct agreeable circumstance aitending the publication of this work, that Mr, Hec- 
? das survived his illustrious schoolfellow so many years; that he still retains his health 
an* cpicits; and has gratified me with the following acknowledgment :—“ I thank you, most 
ain sorely thank ycu, for). great and long-continued entertainment your Life of Dr. Jonn- 
821 hes effordoé re, and culers o- Ly particular friends” Mr. Hector, besides setting my 
niga’ as to tae verses on a Sprig of Myrtle (see vol. i p. 81, note), has favourea me with two 
English odes, written by Dr. Johnson at an early period of his life, which will appear in my 
edition of his poems.—B.—This early and worthy friend of Johnson died at Birmingham, 2d 
of September, 1794 —M. 


® This amiable and excellent man survived Dr. Johns on about four years, having died la 
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“His last visit was, I believe, to my house, which he left, after a stay of four 
or five days. We had much serious talk together, for which I ought to be 
the better as long as I live. You will remember some discourse which we had 
in the summer upon the subject of prayer, and the difficulty of this sort of com. 
position. He reminded me of this, and of my having wished him to try his 
hand, and to give us a specimen of the style and manner that he approved. 
He added that he was now in a right frame of mind; and as he could not pos- 
sibly employ his time better, he would in earnest set about it. sut I find upon 
inquiry that no papers of this sort were left behind him, except a few shor 
ejaculatory forms suitable to his present situation.” 


Dr. Adams had not then received accurate information on th‘1 
subject: for it has since appeared that various prayers had been 
composed by him at different periods, which, intermingled with 
pious resolutions and some short notes of his life, were entitled by 
him, ‘ Prayers and Meditations,” and have, in pursuance of his 
earnest requisition, in the hopes of doing good, been published, with 
a judicious well-written preface, by the Reverend Mr. Strahan, to 
whom he delivered them. This admirable collection, to which 1 
have frequently referred in the course of this work, evinces, beyond 
all his compositions for the public, and all the eulogies of his friends 
and admirers, the sincere virtue and piety of Johnson. It proves 
with unquestionable authenticity that, amidst all his constitutional 
infirmities, his earnestness to conform his practice to the precepts of 
Christianity was unceasing, and that he habitually endeavoured to 
refer every transaction of his life to the will of the Supreme Being.’ 


January, 1789, at Gloucester, aged 82. A very just character of Dr. Adams may be found in 
the “‘ Gentleman’s Magazine ” for 1789, vol. lix. p. 214.—M. 

1 There are some errors in the foregoing statement relative to the Prayers and Medita- 
tions, which, considering the effect of that publication on Dr. Johnson’s character, and Mr, 
Boswell’s zealous claims to accuracy in all such matters, are rather strange. Indeed, it 
seems as if Mr. Boswell had read either too hastily or not at all the preface to Dr. Strahan’s 
book. In the first place, this collection was not, as Mr. Boswellseems to suppose, made by 
Dr. Johnson himself; nor did he give it the designation of “ Prayers and Meditations ;” 
nor do the original papers bear any appearance of having been intended for the press—quite 
the contrary! Dr. Strahan’s preface indeed is not so clear on this point as it ought to have 
been; but even from it we learn that whatever Johnson’s imtentiona were as to revising and 
collecting for publication his scattered prayers, he in fact did nothing but place a confused 
mass of papers in Dr. Strahan’s hands, and from the inspection of the papers themselves it ts 
quite evident that Dr. Strahan thought proper to weave int) one work materials that were 
nover intended to come together. This consideration is important, because it has been be 
Gore observed, but cannot be too often repeated, the prayers are mixed up with notices and 
memoranda of Dr, Johnson’s conduct and thoughts (called by Dr. Strahan, “ sedee 
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He arrived in London on the 16th of November, d next day 
sent to Dr. Burney the following note, which I insert as the last 
token of his remembrance of that ingenious and amiable man, and 
as another of the many proofs of the tenderness and benignity of his 
heart : 


“Mr, Johnson, who came home last night, sends his respects to dear Dr. 
Burney and all the dear Burneys little and great.” 


LETTER 469. TO MR. HECTOR, 


In Birmingham. 

“London, Nov. 17, 1784, 
“Dear Str,—I did not reach Oxford until Friday morning, and then I sen¢ 
Francis to see the balloon fly, but could not go myself. I staid at Oxford till 
Tuesday, and then came in the common vehicle easily to London. I am as I 
was, and having seen Dr. Brocklesby, am to ply the squills; but, whatever be 
their efficacy, this world must soon pass away. Let us think seriously on our 
duty. I send my kindest respects to dear Mrs. Careless: let me have the 
prayers of both. We have all lived long, and must soon part. God have 

mercy on us, for the sake of our Lord Jesus Christ. Amen. Iam, &c. 
“Sam. JoHNnson.” 


His correspondence with me, after his letter on the subject of my 
settling in London, shall now, so far as is proper, be produced in 
one series. July 26, he wrote to me from Ashbourne :— 


“On the 14th I came to Lichfield, and found everybody glad enough to see 
me. On the 20th I came hither, and found a house half-built, of very uncom- 
fortable appearance ; but my own room has not been altered. That a man 
worn with diseases, in his seventy-second or third year, should condemn part 
of his remaining life to pass among ruins and rubbish, and that no inconsider- 
able part, appears to me very strange. I know that your kindness makes you 
impatient to know the state of my health, in which I cannot boast of much ‘m- 
provement. I came through the journey without much inconvenience, but 
when I attempt self-motion I find my legs weak, and my breath very short : 
this day Ihave been much disordered. I have no company; the doctor? ia 
busy in his fields, and goes to bed at nine, and his whole system is so different 


tions”), which, affecting amd edifying as they may be when read as the secret effusions of g 
gcod man’s conscience, would have a very different character if they could be supposed te 


be lett hebind him ostentatiously prepared for publication.—O. 
1 Fhe Rev. Dr. Taylor. 
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from mine, that we seem formed for different elements; I have, therefore, alt 
my amusement to seek within myself.” 


Having written to him in bad spirits a letter filled with dejection 
and fretfulness,‘ and at the same time expressing anxious apprehen- 
sions concerning him, on account of a dream which had disturbed 
me ; his answer was chiefly in terms of reproach, for a supposed 
eharge of “affecting discontent, and indulging the vanity of com- 
plaint.” It, however, proceeded : 


“Write to me often, and write like a man. I consider your fidelity and 
tenderness as a great part of the comforts which are yet left me, and sincerely- 
wish we could be nearer to each other. ...... . My dear friend, life is very 
short and very uncertain; let us spend it as well as we can. My worthy 
neighbour, Allen, is dead. Love me as well as youcan. Pay my respects to 
dear Mrs. Boswell. Nothing ailed me at that time; let your superstition at 
last have an end.” 


Feeling very soon that the manner in which he had written 
might hurt me, he, two days afterwards (July 28), wrote to me 
again, giving me an account of his sufferings ; after which he thus 
proceeds : 


“Before this letter you will have had one which I hope you will not take 
amiss; for it contains only truth, and that truth kindly intended. Spartam 
quam nactus es orna ; make the most and best of your lot, and compare your- 
self not with the few that are above you, but with the multitudes which are 
below you. Go steadily forwards with lawful business or honest diversions, 
‘ Be,’ as Temple says of the Dutchmen, ‘ well when you are not ill, and pleased 
when you are not angry.’ This may seem but an ill return for your tender- 
ness; but I mean it well, for I love you with great ardour and sincerity. Pay 
my respects to dear Mrs. Boswell, and teach the young ones to love me.” 


I unfortunately was so much indisposed during a considerable 
part of the year, that it was not, or at least I thought it was not, 


‘ Dr. Johnson and others of Mr. Boswell’s friends used to disbelieve and therefore to ridi- 
cule his mental inquietudes—that “ Jemmy Boswell” should be afflicted with melancholy 
was what none of his acquaintances could imagine; and as he seemed sometimes to make a 
parade of these miseries, they thought he was aping Dr. Johnson, who was admitted to be 
really a sufferer, though he endeavoured te conceal it. But after all, there can be no doubt 
that Mr. Boswell was liable to great inequalities of spirits, which will account for many of 
the peculiarities of his character, and should induce us to pity what his contemporaries 


laughed at.—O. 
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in my power to write to my illustrious friend as formerly, or without 
expressing such complaints as offended him. Having conjured him 
not to do me the injustice of charging me with affectation, I was 
with much regret long silent. His last letter to me then came, and 
affected me very tenderly : 


Lerrrer 470. TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“ Lichfield, Nov. 5, 1784. 
“Dar Srr,—I have this summer sometimes amended, and sometimes 
relapsed, but, upon the whole, have lost ground very much. My legs are 
extremely weak, and my breath very short, and the water is now increasing 
upon me. In this uncomfortable state your letters used to relieve; what is 
the reason that I have them no longer? Are you sick, or are you sullen? 
Whatever be the reason, if it be less than necessity, drive it away; and of the 
short life that we have, make the best use for yourself and for your friends. 
T am sometimes afraid that your omission to write has some real cause, and 
shall be glad to know that you are not sick, and that nothing ill has befallen 
dear Mrs. Boswell, or any of your family. Iam, etc. Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Yet it was not a little painful to me to find, that in a paragraph 
of this letter, which I have omitted, he still persevered in arraign- 
ing me as before, which was strange in him who had so much 
experience of what I suffered. I, however, wrote to him two as 
kind letters as I could ; the last of which came too late to be read 
by him, for his illness increased more rapidly upon him than I had 
apprehended ; but I had the consolation of being informed that he 
spoke of me on his death-bed with affection, and I look forward 
with humble hope of renewing our friendship in a better world. 

I now relieve the readers of this work from any farther personal 
notice of its author ; who, if he should be thought to have obtruded 
himself too much upon their attention, requests them to consider 
the peculiar plan of his biographical undertaking 


Soon after Johnson’s return to the metropolis, both the asthma 
and dropsy became more violent and distressful. He had for some 
time kept a journal in Latin of the state of his illness, and the 
remedies which he used, under the title of Agri Ephemeris, which 
he began on the 6th of July, but continued it no longer than the 
8th of November ; finding, I suppose, that it was a mournful and 
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unavailing register. It is in my possession ; and is written with 
great care and accuracy. 

Still his love of literature’ did not fail, A very few days before 
his death he transmitted to his friend, Mr. John N ichols, a list of 
the authors of the Universal History, mentioning their several 
shares in that work. It has, according to his direction, been 
deposited in the British Museum, and is printed in the Gentleman’s 
Magazine for December, 1784." 


1 It is truly wonderful te consider the extent and constancy of Johnson's literary ardour, 
notwithstanding the melancholy which clouded and embittered bis existence. Besides 
the numerous and various works which he executed, he had, at different times, formed 
schemes of a great many more, of which the following catalogue was given by him to Mr. 
Langton, and by that gentleman presented to his Majesty.—B.—This catalogue, as Mr. 
Boswell calls it, is, by Dr. Johnson himself, intitled “ Desiens,” and is written in a few pages 
of a small duodecimo note-book bound in rough calf. It seems, from the hand, that it was 
written early in life: from the marginal dates it appears that some portions were added in 
1752 and 1753. In the first page of this little volume, his late Majesty King George III, 
wrote with his own hand :—“ Original Manuscripts of Dr. Samuel Johnson, presented by 
his friend, Langton, Esq. April 16th, 1785. G. R.”—O. 

2 As the letter accompanying this list (which fully supports the observation in the text) 
Was written but a week before Dr. Johnson’s death, the reader may not be displeased to find 
it here preserved :— 


Letter 471. TO MR. NIOHOLS, 


“ December 6, 1784, 

“ The late learned Mr. Swinton, having one day remarked that one man, meaning, I sup- 
pose, no man but himself, could assign all the parts of the Ancient Universal History to 
their proper authors, at the request of Sir Robert Chambers, or of myself, gave the account 
which I now transmit to you in his own hand; being willing that of so great a work the his- 
tary should be known, and that each writer should receive his due proportion of praise from 
posterity. 

“TI recommend you to preserve this scrap of literary intelligence in Mr. Swinton’s owe 
hand, or to deposit it in the Museum, that the veracity of this account may never be doubted. 


I am, Sir, your most humble servant, Sam. Jounson.” 
Mr. 8———-n. 
The History of the The History of the 

Oarthaginiana, Cyrenaica. 
Numidians, Marmarica. 
Mauritanians. : Regio Syrtica, 
Getulians, Turks, Tartars, and Mogula, 
Garamanthes, Indians, 
Melano Geetulians, Obinese, 
Nigrite. 


Dissertation on the Peopling of America, 

Independency of the Arabs, 

The Cosmogony, and a small part of the History immediately following; by Mr, Safa 
To the birth of Abraham ; chiefly by Mr. Shelvock. 

History of the Jews, Gauls, and Spaniards, by Mr. Psalmanazar, 

Xenophon’s Retreat ; by the samy. 

History of the Persians and the Constantinopolitan Empire; by Dr. Campbell 
History of the Romans; by Mr. Bower. 
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} 


During his sleepless nights he amused himself by translating inte 
Latin verse, from the Greek, many of the epigrams in the “ Antho- 
logia.” These translations, with some other poems by him in Latin, 
he gave to his friend Mr. Langton, who, having added a few notes, 
sold them to the booksellers for a small sum to be given to some of 
Johnson’s relations, which was accordingly done; and they are 
printed in the collection of his works. ; 

A very erroneous notion had circulated as to Johnson’s deficiency 
in the knowledge of the Greek language, partly owing to the mo- 
desty ’ with which, from knowing how much there was to be learnt, 
he used to mention his own comparative acquisitions. When Mr. 
Cumberland’ talked to him of the Greek fragments which are so 
well illustrated in ‘The Observer,” and of the Greek dramatists in 
general, he candidly acknowledged his insufficiency in that particu- 
lar branch of Greek literature. Yet it may be said, that though 
not a great, he was a good Greek scholar. Dr. Charles Burney, the 
younger, who is universally acknowledged by the best judges to be 
one of the few men of this age who are very eminent for their skill 
in that noble language, has assured me, that Johnson could give a 
Greek word for almost every English one ; and that, although not 
sufficiently conversant in the niceties of the language, he, upon some 
occasions, discovered, even in these, a considerable degree of criti- 
eal acumen. Mr. Dalzel, professor of Greek at Edinburgh, whose 
skill is unquestionable, mentioned to me, in very liberal terms, the 
impression which was made upon him by Johnson, in a conversation 
which they had in London concerning that language. As Johnson, 


} On the subject of Dr. Johnson’s skill in Greek, I have great pleasure in quoting an aneo- 
dote told by my dear and lamented friend, the late Mr. Gifford, in his Life of Ford :— 

“* My friend the late Lord Grosvenor had a house at Salt Hill, where I usually spent a part 
of the summer, and thus became acquainted with that great and good man, Jacob Bryant, 
Here the conversation turned one morning on a Greek criticism by Dr. Johnson in some 
volume lying on the table, which I ventured [ for J wae then young) to deem incorrect, and 
pointed it out to him, I could not help thinking that he was something of my opinion, but 
he was cautious and reserved. ‘ But, Sir,’ said I, willing to overcome his scruples, ‘ Dr. John- 
son himself admitted that he was not a good Greek scholar.’ ‘ Sir,’ he replied, with a serious 
and impressive air, ‘ it {s not easy for us to say what such a man as Johnson would call a good 
Greek scholar.’ I hope that I profited by that lesson—certainly I never forgot it."—Gifford’s 
Works of Ford, vol. i. p. lxii.—O. 

? Mr. Oumberland assures me that he was always treated with great courtesy by Dr. John- 
son, who, in his “ Letters to Mrs. Thrale,” Vol. Il. p. 68, thus speaks of that learned, ingenious, 


and accomplished gentleman; “ The want of company is an inconvenience, but Mr, Cumber 
land is a million.” 
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therefore, was undoubtedly one of the first Latin scholars in modern 
times, let us not deny to his fame some additional splendour from 
Greek.’ 

Johuson’s affection for his departed relations seemed to grow 
warmer as he approached nearer to the time when he might hope to 
see them again. It probably appeared to him that he should up- 
braid himself with unk:cd inattention, were he to leave the world 
without having paid a tribute of respect to their memory. 


Lerrer 472. TO MR. GREEN, APOTHECARY, 
At Lichfield? 
“Dee. 9, 1784, 
“Dear Srr,—I have enclosed the epitaph for my father, mother, and bro- 
ther, to be all engraven on the large size, and laid in the middle aisle in St, 
Michael’s ehurch, which I request the clergyman and churchwardens to permit. 
“The first care must be to find the exact place of interment, that the stone 
may protect the bodies. Then let the stone be deep, massy, and hard; and 
do not let the difference of ten pounds, or more, defeat our purpose. 
“‘T have enclosed ten pounds, and Mrs. Porter will pay you ten more, which 
I gave her for the same purpose. What more is wanted shall be sent; and T 
beg that all possible haste may be made, for I wish to have it done while I am 
yet alive. Let me know, dear Sir, that you receive this. I am, &e. 
“Sam. JOHNSON.” 


Lerrer 478, TO MRS. LUCY PORTER, 
At Enchjfield.* 
“ Dec, 2, 1784, 

“Dar Mapam,—I am very ill, and desire your prayers. I have sent Mr. 
Green the epitaph, and a power to call on you for ten pounds. 

J Jaid this summer a stone over Tetty, in the chapel of Bromley in Kent. 
The inscription is in Latin, of which this is the English. (Here a translation.) 
That this is done, I thought it fit that you should know. What care will be 
taken of us, who can tell? May God pardon and bless us, for Jesus Christ's 
sake. I am, &c. Sam. JoHnson.” 


1 In this place Mr. Boswell had introduced extracts from contemporary writers whom he 
supposed to have imitated Johnson’s style, which it has been thought convenient to trans- 
pose to the end of the life.—€. 

2 A relation of Dr. Johnson. 

3 This lady survived Dr. Johnson just thirteen months. She died at Lichfield in her Tiss 
year, Jacuary 18, 1786, and bequeathed the principal part of her fortune to the Rev. Mz 
®earson, of Lishfield.—M. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 


1784, 


Last Illness, and Death, 


My readers are now, at last, to behold Samue, Jonson preparing 
himself for that doom, from which the most exalted powers afford 
no exemption to man. Death had always been to him an object of 
terror ; so that, though by no means happy, he still clung to life 
with an eagerness at which many have wondered. At any time 
when he was ill, he was very much pleased to be told that he looked 
better. An ingenious member of the Euwmelian Club’ informs me, 
that upon one occasion, when he said to him that he saw health 
returning to his cheek, Johnson seized him by the hand and ex- 
claimed, “Sir, you are one of the kindest friends I ever had.” 

His own statement of his views of futurity will appear truly 
rational; and may, perhaps, impress the unthinking with seriousness, 


“You know,” says he to Mrs. Thrale, “I never thought confidence with 
respect to futurity any part of the character of a brave, a wise, or a good man, 
Bravery has no place where it can avail nothing; wisdom impresses strongly 
the consciousness of those faults, of which it is, perhaps, itself an aggravation; 
and goodness, always wishing to be better, and imputing every deficience te 
triminal negligence, and every fault to voluntary corruption, never dares to 
suppose the condition of forgiveness fulfilled, nor what is wanting in the crime 
supplied by penitence. 

“This is the state of the best; but what must be the condition of him whose 
heart will not suffer him to rank himself among the best, or among the good? 
Such must be his dread of the approaching trial, as will leave him little attene 


* A club In London, founded by the learned and ingenious physician, Dr, Ash, in honour 
e@f whose name it was called Hwmelian [literally, wedl-ashed], from the Greek EvpeaAtas ; 
though it was warmly contended, and even put to a vote, that it should have the more 
obvious appellation of Frawinean, from the Latin, 
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tion to the opinion of those whom he is leaving for ever; and the serenity that 
is not felt, it can be no virtue to feign.” 


His great fear of death, and the strange dark manner in which 
Sir John Hawkins * imparts the uneasiness which he expressed on 
account of offences with which he charged himself, may give occa- 
sion to injurious suspicions, as if there had been something of more 
than ordinary criminality weighing upon his conscience. On that 
account, therefore, as well as from the regard to truth which he 
inculcated, I am to mention (with all possible respect and delicacy, 
however), that his conduct, after he came to London, and had asso- 
ciated with Savage and others, was not so strictly virtuous, in one 
respect, as when he was a younger man. It was well known that 
his amorous inclinations were uncommonly strong and impetuous. 
He owned to many of his friends, that he used to take women of 
the town to taverns, and hear them relate their history. In short, 
it must not be concealed, that like many other good and pious men, 
among whom we may place the apostle Paul upon his own author- 
ity, Johnson was not free from propensities which were ever 
“warring against the law of his mind,”—and that in his combats 
with them, he was sometimes overcome. 

Here let the profane and licentious pause ; let them not thought- 
lessly say that Johnson was an hypocrite, or that his principles were 
not firm, because his practice was not uniformly conformable to what 
he professed. 

Let the question be considered independent of moral and religious 
associations ; and no man will deny that thousands, in many instances, 
act against conviction. Is a prodigal, for example, an hypocrite, 
when he owns he is satisfied that his extravagance will bring him to 
ruin and misery? We are sure he believes it ; but immediate inclina- 
tion, strengthened by indulgence, prevails over that belief in influene- 
ing his conduct. Why then shall credit be refused to the sencerity 
of those who acknowledge their persuasion of moral and religious 
duty, yet sometimes fail of living as it requires? I heard Dr. John- 
son once observe, ‘ There is something noble in publishing truth, 
though it condemns one’s self”? And one who said in his presence, 

1 I ain obliged to say, that I can see nothing more strange or dark in Hawkins’s expres- 


sions than in Mr, Boswell’s—nay, than in Dr. Johnson’s own.—O. 
2 Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides, On the same subject, in his letter to Mrs. Thrale 


428 LIFE OF JOHNSON » 17s 


‘he had no notion of people being in earnest in their good profes 
sions, whose practice was not suitable to them,” was thus repri- 
manded by him :—“ Sir, are you so grossly ignorant of human na- 
ture as not to know that a man may be very sincere in good princi- 
ples, without having good practice ?” 

But let no man encourage or soothe himself in “ presumptuous 
sin,” from knowing that Johnson was sometimes hurried into indul- 
gences which he thought criminal. I have exhibited this circum- 
stance as a shade in so great a character, both from my sacred love 
of truth, and to show that he was not so weakly scrupulous as he 
has been represented by those who imagine that the sins, of which a 
deep sense was upon his mind, were merely such little venial trifles 
#8 pouring milk into his tea on Good-Friday. His understanding 
will be defended by my statement, if his consistency of conduct be 
in some degree impaired. But what wise man would, for momen- 
tary gratifications, deliberately subject himself to suffer such uneasi- 
ness as we find was experienced by Johnson in reviewing his con- 
duct as compared with his notion of the ethics of the Gospel? Let 
the following passages be kept in remembrance :— 


“0 God, giver and preserver of all life, by whose power I was created, and 
py whose providence I am sustained, look down upon me with tenderness and 
mercy ; grant that I may not have been created to be finally destroyed; that I 
may not be preserved to add wickedness to wickedness,” (Pr. and Med. p. 
47.) 

‘“‘O Lord, let me not sink into total depravity ; look down upon me, and 
rescue me at last from the captivity of sin.” (p. 68.) 

“ Almighty and most merciful Father, who hath continued my life from year 
to year, grant that by longer life | may become less desirous of sinful pleasures, 
and more careful of eternal happiness.” (p. 84.) 

“Let not my years be multiplied to increase my guilt; but as my age ad- 
vances, let me become more pure in my thoughts, more regular in my desires, 
and more obedient to thy laws.” (p. 120.) 

‘Forgive, 0 merciful Lord, whatever I have done contrary: to thy laws. 
Give me such a sense of my wickedness as may produce true contrition and 
effectual repentance: so that when I shall be called into another state, I may 


dated November 29, 1788, he makes the following just observation: “ Life, to be worthy of 
rational being, must be always in progression ; we must always purpose todo more or better 
than in time past. The mind is enlarged and elevated by mere purposes, though they ones 
they began, by airy contemplation. We compare and judge, though we do not practise.” 
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be received among the sins.ers to whom sorrow and reformation have obiained 
pardon, for Jesus Christ’s sake. Amen.” (p. 180.) 


Such was the distress of mind, such the penitence of Johnson, in 
his hours of privacy, and in his devout approaches to his Maker. His 
sincerity, therefore, must appear to every candid mind unquestionable. 

It is of essential consequence to keep in view that there was in 
this excellent man’s conduct no false principle of commutation, no de- 
Rberate indulgence in sin, in consideration of a counterbalance of 
duty. His offending and his repenting were distinct and separate ;' 
and when we consider his almost unexampled attention to truth, his 
inflexible integrity, his constant piety, who will dare to “cast a 
stone at him?” Besides, let it never be forgotten that he cannot be 
charged with any offence indicating badness of heart, anything dis- 
honest, base, or malignant ; but that, on the contrary, he was cha- 
ritable in an extraordinary degree : so that even in one of his own 
rigid judgments of himself (Easter-eve, 1781,) while he says, “I 
have corrected no external habits ;” he is obliged to own, “I hope 
that since my last communion I have advanced, by pious reflections, 
in my submission to God, and my benevolence to man.” (p. 192.) 

I am conscious that this is the most difficult and dangerous part 
of my biographical work, and I cannot but be very anxious concern- 
ing it. I trust that I have got through it, preserving at once my 
regard to truth,—tv my friend,—and to the interests of virtue 
and religion. Nor can I apprehend that more harm can ensue from 
the knowledge of the irregularities of Johnson, guarded as I have 
stated it, than from knowing that Addison and Parnell were intem- 
perate in the use of wine ; which he himself, in his Lives of those 
celebrated writers and pious men has not forborne to record. 

It is not my intention to give a very minute detail of the parti- 
culars of Johnson’s remaining days, of whom it was now evident 
that the crisis was fast approaching, when he must “die like men 
and fall like one of the princes.” Yet it will be instructive, as well 
as gratifying to the curiosity of my readers, to record a few circum- 


1 Dr. Johnson related, with very earnest approbation, a story of a gentleman, who, in an 
impulse of passion, overcame the virtue of a young woman. When she said to him, “I am 
afraid we have done wrong |” he answered, “Yes, we have done wrong ;—for I would not 
débauch her mind.” 
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stances, on the authenticity of which they may perfectly rely, as 1 
have been at the utmost pains to obtain an accurate account of his 
last illness, from the best authority. 

Dr. Heberden, Dr. Brocklesby, Dr. Warren, and Dr. Butter, phy- 
sicians, generously attended him, without accepting any fees, as did 
Mr. Cruikshank, surgeon ; and all that could be done from profes- 
sional skill and ability was tried, to prolong a life so truly valuable. 
He himself, indeed, having, on account of his very bad constitution, 
been perpetually applying himself to medical inquiries, united his 
own efforts with those of the gentlemen who attended him ; and 
imagining that the dropsical collection of water which oppressed 
him might be drawn off by making incisions in his body, he, with 
his usual resolute defiance of pain, cut deep, when he thought that 
his surgeon had done it too tenderly.’ 

About eight or ten days before his death, when Dr. Brocklesby 
paid him his morning visit, he seemed very low and desponding, and 
said, ‘‘I have been as a dying man all night.” He then emphati- 
cally broke out in the words of Shakspeare,— 


“‘Canst thou not minister to a mind diseaseu , 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow; 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain; 
And with some sweet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart ?” 


To which Dr. Brocklesby readily answered from the same great 
poet, — 


“ 


Therein the patient 
Must minister to himself.” 


Johnson expressed himself much satisfied with the application. 


* This bold experiment Sir John Hawkins has related in such a manner as to suggest 9 
charge against Johnson of intentionally hastening his end ; a charge so very inconsistent with 
his character in every respect, that itis injurious even to refute it, as Sir John has thought 
it necessary to do. It is evident that what Johnson did in hopes of relief indicated an extra- 
erdinary eagerness to retard his dissolution.—B. If Sir J. Hawkins, makes rather too much 
ef this singular incident, surely Mr. Boswell treats too lightly the morbid impatience 
which induced Dr. Johnson to take the lancet into his own hands.—O. 
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On another day after this, when talking on the subject of prayer, 
Dr. Brocklesby repeated from Juvenal, 


““Orandum est, ut sit mens sana in corpore sano,” 


and so on to the end of the tenth satire ;- but in running it quickly 
over, he happened, in the line, 


“Qui spatium vite extremum inter munera ponat,” ? 


to pronounce supremum for extremum; at which Johnson’s critical 
ear instantly took offence, and discoursing vehemently on the un- 
metrical effect of such a lapse, he showed himself as full as ever of 
the spirit of the grammarian. 

Having no other relations,” it had been for some time Johnson’s 
intention to make a liberal provision for his faithful servant, Mr. 
Francis Barber, whom he looked upon as particularly under his pro- 
tection, and whom he had all along treated truly as an humble 
friend. Having asked Dr. Brocklesby what would be a proper an- 
nuity to a favourite servant, and being answered that it must depend 
on the circumstances of the master ; and that in the case of a noble- 
man fifty pounds a year was considered as an adequate reward for 
many years’ faithful service : — “‘ Then,” said Johnson, “shall I be 
nobilissimus, for I mean to leave Frank seventy pounds a year, and I 


1 Mr. Boswell has omitted to notice the line, for the sake of which Dr. Brocklesby proba- 
bly introduced the quotation, 4 


“ Fortem posce animum et mortis terrore carentem !” 


2 The author in a former page has shown the injustice of Sir John Hawkins’s charge 
against Johnson, with respect to a person of the name of Heely, whom he has inaccu- 
rately represented as a relation of Johnson’s. See page 414. That Johnson was anxious 
to discover whether any of his relations were living, is evinced by the following letter, writ- 
ten not long before he made his will :— 

“TO THE REV. DR VYSE, 


In Lambeth, 
“ Bolt Court, Nov. 29, 1784, 


“‘Str,—I am desirous of knowing whether Charles Scrimshaw, of Woodscase (I think) in 
your father’s neighbourhood, be now living; what is his condition, and where he may be 
found. If you can conveniently make any inquiry about him, and can do it without delay, 
it will be an act of great kindaess to me, he being very nearly related to me. I beg [you] to 
pardon this trouble. I am, &. Sam. JoHNSON.” 


In conformity to the wish expressed in the preceding letter, an inquiry was made; but 
no descendants of Charles Scrimshaw, or of his sisters, were discovered to be living. Dr. Vyse 
informs me, that Dr. Johnson told him, ‘‘ he was disappointed in the inquiries he had made 
after his relations.” There is therefore no ground whatsoevsr for supposing that he was 
enmindfu) of them. ar neglected them.—M. 
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desire you to tell him so.” It is strange, however, to think, that 
Jonnson was not free from that general weakness of being averse to 
execute a will, so that he delayed it from time to time ; and had it 
not been for Sir John Hawkins’s repeatedly urging it, I think 1t is 
probable that his kind resolution would not have been fulfilled. Af- 
ter making one, which, as Sir John Hawkins informs us, extended 
no further than the promised annuity, Johnson’s final disposition of 
his property was established by a Will and Codicil, of which copies 
are subjoined.’ 


1“Tn the name of God. Amen. I, Samuel Johnson, being in full possession of my facul- 
ties, but fearing this night may put an end to my life, do ordain this my last will and testa- 
ment. I bequeath to God a soul polluted by many sins, but I hope purified by Jesus Christ. 
I leave seven hundred and fifty pounds in the hands of Bennet Langton, Esq. ; three hun- 
dred pounds in the hands of Mr. Barclay and Mr. Perkins, brewers; one hundred and fifty 
pounds in the hands of Dr. Percy, Bishop of Dromore; one thousand pounds three per cent, 
annuities in the public funds: and one hundred pounds now lying by me in ready money: 
all these before-mentioned sums and property I leave, I say, to Sir Joshua Reynolds, Sir John 
Hawkins, and Dr, William Scott, of Doctor’s Commons, in trust, for the following uses :— 
That is to say, tv pay to the representatives of the late William Innys, bookseller, in St. 
Paul’s Churchyard, the sum of two hundred pounds; to Mrs. White, my female servant, one 
hundred pounds stock in the three per cent. annuities aforesaid. The rest of the aforesaid sums 
of money and property, together with my books, plate, and household furniture, I leave to 
the before-mentioned Sir Joshua Reynolds, Sir John Hawkins, and Dr. William Scott, also in 
trust, to be applied, after paying my debts, to the use of Francis Barber, my man-servant, a 
negro, in such manner as they shall judge most fit and available to his benefit. And I 
appoint the aforesaid Sir Joshua Reynolds, Sir John Hawkins, and Dr, William Scott, sole 
executors of this my last will and testament, hereby revoking all former wills and testaments 
whatever. In witness whereof I hereunto subscribe my name, and affix my seal, this eighth 

day of December, 1784. “Sam. Jounson, (L. 8.) 
“Signed, sealed, published, declared, and delivered, by the said testator, 
as his last will and testament, in the presence of us, the word too 

being first inserted in the opposite page. 
“@rorGE STRAHAN, 
“Joun DEsmou.ins.” 


“By way of codicil to my last will and testament, I, Samuel Johnson, give, devise, and 
bequeath, my messuage or tenement situate at Lichfield, in the county of Stafford, with the 
appurtenances in the tenure and occupation of Mrs, Bond, of Lichfield, aforesaid, or of Mr. 
Hinchman, her under-tenant, to my executors, in trust, to sell and dispose of the same; and 
the meney arising from such sale I give and bequeath as follows, viz. to Thomas and Benja- 
min, the sons of Fisher Johnson, late of Leicester, and Whiting, daughter of Thomas 
Johnson, late of Coventry, and the grand-daughter of the said Thomas Johnson, one full and 
equal fourth part each; but in case there shall be more grand-daughters than one of the 
said Thomas Johnson living at the time of my decease, I give and bequeath the part or 
share of that one to and equally between such grand-daughters. I give and bequeath to 
the Rev. Mr. Rogers, of Berkley, near Froom, in the county of Somerset, the sum of one 
hundred pounds, requesting him to apply the same towards the maintenance of Elizabeth 
Herne, a lunatic. I also give and bequeath to my god-children, the son and daughter or 
Mauritius Lowe, painter, each of them one hundred pounds of my stock in the three per 
sex’. consolidated annuities, to be applied and disposed of by and at the discretion of 
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The consideration of numerous papers of which he was possessed 
seems to have struck Johngon’s mind with a sudden anxiety ; and as 
they were in great confusion, it is much to be lamented that he had 


my executors, in the education or settlement in the world of them my said legatees. Alse 
I give and bequeath to Sir John Hawkins, one of my executors, the Annales Ecclesiastici of 
Baronius, and Holinshed’s and Stowe’s Chronicles, and also an octavo Common Prayer-Book, 
To Bennet Langton, Esq., I give and bequeath my Polyglot Bible. To Sir Joshua Reynolds my 
Great French Dictionary, by Martiniére : and My own copy of my folio English Dictionary, of 
the last revision, To Dr. William Scott, one of my executors, the Dictionnaire de Commerce, 
and Lectius’s edition of the Greek Poets. To Mr. Windham, Poetz# Greci Heroici per Henri- 
cum Stephanum. To the Rey. Mr. Strahan, vicar of Islington, in Middlessex, Mill’s Greek 
Testament, Beza’s Greek Testament, by Stephens, all my Latin Bibles, and my Greek Bible, 
by Wechlius. To Dr. Heberden, Dr. Brocklesby, Dr. Butter, and Mr, Cruikshank, the sur- 
geon who attended me, Mr. Holder, my apothecary, Gerard Hamilton, Esq., Mrs. Gardiner, 
of Snow-hill, Mrs. Frances Reynolds, Mr. Hoole, and the Reverend Mr. Hoole, his son, each 
@ book at their election, to keep as a token of remembrance. I also give and bequeath to 
Mr. John Desmoulins, two hundred pounds consolidated three per cent. annuities ; and to 
Mr. Sastres, the Italian master, the sum of five pounds, to be laid out in books of piety for 
his own use, And whereas the said Bennet Langton hath agreed, in consideration of the sum 
of seven hundred and fifty pounds, mentioned in my will to be in his hands, to grant and se- 
cure an annuity of seventy pounds payable during the life of me and my servant, Francis 
Barber, and the life of the survivor of us, to Mr. George Stubbs, in trust for us; my mind 
and will is, that in case of my decease before the said agreement shall be perfected, the said 
sum of seven hundred and fifty pounds, and the bond for securing the said sum, shall go to 
the said Francis Barber; and I hereby give and bequeath to him the same, in lieu of the be- 
quest in his favour contained in my said will. And I hereby empower my executors to deduct 
and retain all expenses that shall or may be incurred in the execution of my said will, or of 
this codicil thereto, out of such estate and effects as I shall die possessed of. All the rest 
residue, and remainder of my estate and effects I give and bequeath to my said executors, 
in trust for the said Francis Barber, his executors and administrators. Witness my hand 
and seal, this ninth day of December, 1784. Sam, Jounson, (L.8.) 
“* Signed, sealed, published, declared, and delivered, by the said Samuel 
Johnson, as and for a codicil to his last will and testament, in the 
presence of us, who, in his presence and at his request, and also in 
the presence of each other, have hereto subscribed our names ag 


witnesses, 
* Joun CopPLey, 


** WILLIAM GIBSON 
“ Henry Cougs.” 


Upon these testamentary deeds it is proper to make a few observations. His express de- 
claration with his dying breath as a Christian, as it had been often practised in such solemn 
writings, was of real consequence from this great man, for the conviction of a mind equally 
acute and strong might well overbalance the doubts of others who were his contemporaries, 
The expression polluted may, to some, convey an impression of more than ordinary contami- 
nation: but that is not warranted by its genuire meaning, as appears from ‘‘ The Rambler,” 
No. 42.* The same word is used in the will ot Dr. Sanderson, Bishop of Lincoln, who was 


* The quotations from the Scriptures in Johnson’s Dictionary sufficiently justify the use of 
this word; but it does not occur in No. 42 of The Rambler. In the journey to the He 
brides he uses the word familiarly, and talks of ‘‘ polluting the breakfast table with slices of 
eheese.”” Mr. Boswell may perhaps have meant the /d/er, No. 82, when J ohnson added te 
fir Joshua Reynolds’s paper the words, “‘ and pollute his canvas with deformity.” —C, 
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not instructed some faithful and discreet person with the care and 
selection of them; instead of which he, in a precipitate manner, 
burnt large masses of them, with little regard, as I apprehend, to 
discrimination. Not that I suppose we have thus been deprived of 
any compositions which he had ever intended for the public eye; 


piety itself. His legacy of two hundred pounds to the representatives of Mr. Innys, book 
seller, in St. Paul’s Ohurchyard, proceeded from a very worthy motive. He told Sir John 
Hawkins that his father having become a bankrupt, Mr. Innys had assisted him with money 
or credit to continue his business, ‘* This,” said he, “ I consider as an obligation on me to 
be grateful to his descendants.” The amount of his property proved to be considerably 
more than he had supposed it to be. Sir John Hawkins estimates the bequest to Francis 
Barber at asum little short of fifteen hundred pounds, including an annuity of seventy 
pounds to be paid to him by Mr. Langton, in consideration of seven hundred and 
fifty pounds which Johnson had lent to that gentleman. Sir John seems not a little 
angry at this bequest, and mutters “a caveat against ostentatious bounty and favour 
to negroes.” But surely, when a man has money entirely of his own acquisition, 
especialy when he has no near relations, he may, without blame, dispose of It as he 
pleases, and with great propriety to a faithful servant. Mr. Barber, by the recommenda- 
tion of his master, retired to Lichfield, where he might pass the rest of his days in comfort.* 
It has been objected that Johnson has omitted many of his best friends, when leaving 
books to several as tokens of his last remembrance. The names of Dr. Adams, Dr. Taylor, 
Dr. Burney, Mr. Hector, Mr. Murphy, the author of this work, and others who were intimate 
with him, are not to be found in his will. This may be accounted for by considering, that as 
he was very near his dissolution at the time, he probably mentioned such as happened to 
occur to him; and that he may have recollected that he had formerly shown others such 
proofs of his regard, that it was not necessary to crowd his will with their names. Mrs. 
Lucy Porter was much displeased that nothing was left to her; but besides what I have now 
stated, she should have considered that she had left nothing to Johnson by her will, which 
was made during his lifetime, as appeared at her decease. His enumerating several persons 
in one group, and leaving them “ each a book at their election,” might possibly have given 
occasion to a curious question as to the order of choice, had they not luckily fixed on dif- 
ferent books. His library, though by no means handsome in its appearance, was sold by Mr. 
Ohristie for two hundred and forty-seven pounds, nine shillings ; many people being desirous 
to have a book which had belonged to Johnson.t In many of them he had written little 
notes ; sometimes tender memorials of his departed wife; as “This was dear Tetty’s book :” 
sometimes occasional remarks of different sorts. Mr. Lysons, of Olifford’s Inn, has favoured 
me with the two following: ‘In ‘Holy Rules and Helps to Devotion, by Bryan Duppa, Lord 
Bishop of Winton,’ ‘ Preces quidam videtur diligenter tractasse; spero non inauditus.’ In 
‘The Rosicrucian infallible Axiomata, by John Heydon, Gent.,’ prefixed to which are some 
verses addressed to the author, signed Ambr. Waters, A. M. Coll. Ex. Oxon. ‘These Latin 
verses were written to Hobbes by Bathurst, upon his Treatise on Human Nature, and have 
mo relation to the book.—An odd fraud.’” 


* Francis Barber, Dr. Johnson’s principal legatee, died in the infirmary at 
undergoing a painful operation, February 18, 1801.—M.—In the eutlonete Magasin te 
1798, p. 619, there are some anecdotes of Barber, in which it was said that he was then forty- 
eight years old. Mr. Chalmers thinks that he was about fifty-six when he died; but as he 
entered Johnson’s service in 1752, and could scarcely have been then under twelve or four: 
oe Pies a out, ¥ is See that ne was somewhat older.— C. 
tr. Windham bought Markland’s Statius, and wrote in the first page, “ Fuit 6 Kbrés 
clartssimi Samuelis Johnson.” It now, by the favour , Y 
Windham’s sale, belongs to me.—O. ae eek Tamcumhadowmet hata 
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but from what escaped the flames I judge that many curious circum- 
stances, relating both to himself and other literary characters, have 
perished. 

Two very valuable articles, I am sure, we have lost, which were 
two quarto volumes,’ containing a full, fair, and most particular ac- 
count of his own life, from his earliest recollection. I owned to him, 
that having accidentally seen them, I had read a great deal in 
them ; and apologising for the liberty I had taken, asked him if I 
could help it. He placidly answered, “ Why, Sir, I donot think you 
could have helped it.” I said that I had, for once in my life, felt half 
an inclination to commit theft. It had come into my mind to carry 
off those two volumes, and never see him more. Upon my inquir- 
ing how this would have affected him, “ Sir,” said he, “I believe I 
should have gone mad.”? i 

During his last illness Johnson experienced the steady and kind 
attachment of his numerous friends. Mr. Hoole has drawn up a 


} There can be little doubt that these two quarto volumes were of the same kind as, if they 
were not actually transcripts of, the various little diaries which fell into the hands of Dr. 
Strahan and others ; the strong expression, that he would have “ gone mud” had they been 
purloined, confirms my belief that Dr. Johnson never could have intended that these diaries 
should have been published. I am confident that they were given to Dr. Strahan inadvert- 
ently, Johnson meaning to give the prayers alone, and I suspect that it was by accident 
only they escaped destruction on the Ist of December.—C. 

2 One of these volumes, Sir John Hawkins informs us, he put into his pocket ; for which the 
excuse he states is, that he meant to preserve it from falling into the hands of a person whom 
he describes so as to make it sufficiently clear who is meant [Mr. George Steevens]: ‘‘hay- 
ing strong reasons,” said he, ‘‘ to suspect that this man might find and make au * nse of the 
book.” Why Sir John should suppose that the gentleman alluded to would act if ts uian- 
ner, he has not thought fit to explain. But what he did was not approved of by Johnson; 
who, upon being acquainted of it without delay by a friend, expressed great indignation, and 
warmly insisted on the book being delivered up; and, afterwards, in the supposition of his 
missing it, without knowing by whom it had been taken, he said, “Sir, I should have gone 
out of the world distrusting half mankind.” Sir John next day wrote a letter to Johnson, 
assigning reasons for his conduct; upon which Johnson observed to Mr. Langton, “ Bishop 
Sanderson could not have dictated a better letter. I could almost say, Melius est sic pent- 
suisse quam non errdsse.” The agitation into which Johnson was thrown by this incident, 
probably made him hastily burn those precious records, which must ever be regretted. —B.— 
We shall see presently, in Hawkins’s Diary (1st and 5th of December), more on the subject: 
put it is not certain that the volume which Hawkins took was one of these two quartos; and 
{t ¢s certain that a destruction of papers took place a day or two before that event. John- 
son had really some reason for “ distrusting mankind,” when, of two dear friends, he found 
one half inclined to commit a theft, and another more than half committing it. Bishop San« 
derson is referred to, because he was an eminent casuist, and treated of cases of conscienca 
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narrative’ of what passed in the visits which he paid him during 
that time, from the 10th of November to the 13th of December, 
the day of his death, inclusive, and has favoured me with a perusal 
of it, with permission to make extracts, which I have done. 

Nobody was more attentive to him than Mr. Langton,* to whom 
he tenderly said, Te teneam moriens deficiente manu. And I think it 
highly to the honour of Mr. Windham, that his important occupa- 
tions as an active statesman did not prevent him from paying as- 
siduous respect to the dying sage whom he revered. Mr. Langton 
informs me, that “one day he found Mr. Burke and four or five 
more friends sitting with Johnson. Mr. Burke said to him, ‘I am 
afraid, Sir, such a number of us may be oppressive to you.’—‘ No 
Sir,’ said Johnson, ‘it is not so ; and I must be in a wretched state 
indeed when your company would not bea delight to me’ Mr, 
Burke, in a tremulous voice, expressive of being very tenderly af- 
fected, replied, ‘My dear Sir, you have always been too good to me 
Immediately afterwards he went away. This was the last circum 
stance in the acquaintance of these two eminent men.” \ 

The following particulars of his conversation within a few days 
of his death I give on the authority of Mr. John Nichols :— 


He said that the Parliamentary Debates were the only part of his writings 
which then gave him any compunction: but at the time he wrote them he had 
no conception he was imposing upon the world, though they were frequently 
written from very slender materials, and often from none at all,—the mere 
coinage of his own imagination. He never wrote any part of his works with 
equal velocity. Three columns of the magazine in an hour was no uncom- 
mon effort, which was faster than most persons could hes: transcribed that 
quantity. 

“Of his friend Cave he always spoke with great affection. ‘Yet,’ said he, 
‘Cave (who never looked out of his window but with a view to the Gentleman’s 
Magazine) was a penurious paymaster; he would contract for lines by the hun: 
dred, and expect the long hundred; but he was a good man, and always de> 
lighted to have his friends at his table.’ 


1 This journal has been since printed at length in the European Magazine for September, 
1799.—0. 


2 Mr. Langton survived Johnson several years. He died at Southampton, Decemner 15 
1801, aged sixty-five.—M. 
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“When talking of a regular edition of his own works, he said, that he had 
power (from the booksellers) to print such an edition, if his health admitted it; 
but had no power to assign over any edition, unless he could add notes, and sa 
alter them as to make them new works; which his state of health forbade him 
to think of. ‘I may possibly live,’ said he, ‘or rather breathe, three days, or 
perhaps three weeks; but find myself daily and gradually weaker.’ 

“ He said at another time, three or four days only before his death, speaking 
of the little fear he had of undergoing a chirurgical operation, ‘I would give 
one of these legs for a year more of life, I mean of comfortable life, not such 
as that which I now suffer;/—and lamented much his inability to read during 
his hours of restlessness. ‘I used formerly,’ he added, ‘ when sleepless in bed, 
to read like a Turk, 

“ Whilst confined by his last illness, it was his regular practice to have the 
church service read to him by some attentive and friendly divine. The Rev. Mr. 
Hoole performed this kind office in my presence for the last time, when, by his 
own desire, no more than the Litany was read; in which his responses were in 
the deep and sonorous voice which Mr. Boswell has occasionally noticed, and 
with the most profound devotion that can be imagined. His hearing not being 
quite perfect, he more than once interrupted Mr. Hoole with, ‘ Louder, my 
dear Sir, louder, I entreat you, or you pray in vain !’—and, when the service 
was ended, he, with great earnestness, turned round to an excellent lady who 
was present, saying, ‘I thank you, Madam, very heartily, for your kindness in 
joining me in this solemn exercise. Live well, I conjure you; and you will not 
feel the compunction at the last which I now feel.’! So truly humble were the 
thoughts which this great and good man entertained of his own approaches to 
religious perfection. 

“He was earnestly invited to publish a volume of Devotional Hzercises ; but 
this (though he listened to the proposal with much complacency, and a large 
sum of money was offered for it) he declined, from motives of the sincerest 
modesty. 

“He seriously entertained the thought of translating T'huanus. He often 
talked to me on the subject; and once, in particular, when I was rather wish- 
ing that he would favour the world, and gratify his sovereign, by a Life of 
Spenser (which he said that he would readily have done had he been able to 
obtain any new materials for the purpose), he added, ‘I have been thinking 
again, Sir, of Thwanus: it would not be the laborious task which you have 


1 There is a slight error in Mr. Nicho’s’s account, as appears by the following communt 
cation from the Rey. Mr. Hoole himself, now rector of Poplar :— 

« My mother was with us when I read prayers to Dr. Johnson, on Wednesday, December 8; 
but not for the Zast time, as is stated by Mr. Nichols, for I attended him again on Friday, the 
10th. I must here mention an instance which shows how ready Johnson was to make amends 
for any little incivility. When I called upon him, the morning after he had pressed me 
rather roughly to read louder, he said, ‘I was peevish yesterday; you must forgive me; 
when you are as old and as sick as I am, perhaps you may be peevish too.’ I have heard 
him make many apologies of this kind.”—©. 
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supposed ft. I should have no trouble but that of dictation, which would be 
performed as speedily as an amanuensis could write.’ ” 


On the same undoubted authority I give a few articles which 
should have been inserted in chronological order, but which, now 
that they are before me, I should be sorry to omit ;— 


“Among the early associates of Johnson, at St. John’s Gate, was Samuel 
doyse, well known by his ingenious productions; and not less noted for his 
imprudence. It was not unusual for Boyse to be a customer to the pawnbro- 
ker. On one of these occasions, Dr. Johnson collected a sum of money to 
redeem his friend’s clothes, which in two days after were pawned again. 
‘The sum,’ said Johnson, ‘ was collected by sixpences, at a time when to me 
sixpence was a serious consideration.’ 

“Speaking one day of a person? for whom he had a real friendship, but in 
whom vanity was somewhat too predominant, he observed, that ‘ Kelly was so 
fond of displaying on his sideboard the plate which he possessed, that he added 
to it his spurs. For my part,’ said he, ‘I never was master of a pair of spurs, 
but once; and they are now at the bottom of the ocean. By the carelessness 
of Boswell’s servant, they were dropped from the end of the boat, on our 
return from the Isle of Sky.’ ” 


The late Reverend Mr. Samuel Badcock * having been introduced 
to Dr. Johnson by Mr. Nichols, some years before his death, thus 
expressed himself in a letter to that gentleman :— 


“How much I am obliged to you for the favour you did me in introducing 
me to Dr. Johnson! Tantiém vidi Virgilium. But to have seen him, and to 
have received a testimony of respect from him, was enough. I recollect all the 
conversation, and shall never forget one of his expressions. Speaking of Dr. 
Priestley (whose writings, I saw, he estimated at a low rate), he said, ‘You 
have proved him as deficient in probity as he is in learning.’ I called him an 
‘Index Scholar ;’ but he was not willing to allow him a claim even in that 
merit. He said, ‘that he borrowed from those who had been borrowers them 
selves, and did not know that the mistakes he adopted had been answered by 


1 Hugh Kelly, the dramatic author, who died in Gough Square in 1777, wt. 88. Kelly’s first 
introduction to Johnson was not likely to have pleased a person of ‘“ predominant vanity.” 
After having sat a short time, he got up to take his leave, saying, that he feared a longer 
visit might be troublesome, ‘Not in the least, Sir,” Johnson is said to have replied, “I had 
forgotten that you were in the room,”—0, 

2 Ohiefly known as a Monthly Reviewer, and for a controversy with Dr. Priestley, whose 
‘yiend and admirer he had previously been. He had been bred a dissenter, but conformed 


0 the established church, and was ordained in 1787. He died soon after in May, 1788, st. 
41.—0. 
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others.” I often think or our short, but precious visit, to thig great man, § 
shall consider it as a kind of an era in my life.” 


{1s to the mutual credit of Johnson and divines of different com 
munions, that although he was a steady Church of England man, 
there was, nevertheless, much agreeable intercourse between him 
and them. Let me particularly name the late Mr. La Trobe and 
Mr. Hutton, of the Moravian profession. His intimacy with the 
English Benedictines of Paris has been mentioned ; and as an addi- 
tional proof of the charity in which he lived with the good men of 
the Romish church, I am happy in this opportunity of recording his 
friendship with the Rev. Thomas Hussey, D.D.,* his Catholic Majes- 
ty’s chaplain of embassy at the court of London, that very respec- 
table man, eminent not only for his powerful eloquence as a preacher, 
but for his various abilities and acquisitions. Nay, though Johnson 
loved a Presbyterian the least of all, this did not prevent his having 
a long and uninterrupted social connection with the Rev. Dr. James 
Fordyce, who, since his death, hath gratefully celebrated him in a 
warm strain of devotional composition. 

Amidst the melancholy clouds which hung over the dying John- 
son, his characteristic manner showed itself on different occasions, 

When Dr. Warren, in his usual style, hoped that he was better, 
his answer was, ‘‘ No, Sir; you cannot conceive with what accele- 
ration I advance towards death.” 

A man whom he had never seen before was employed one night 
to sit up with him. Being asked next morning how he liked his 
attendant, his answer was, ‘“ Not at all, Sir; the fellow ’s an idiot ; 
he is as awkward as aturnspit when first put into the wheel, and 
as sleepy as a dormouse.” 

He repeated with great spirit a poem, consisting of several 
stanzas, in four lines, in alternate rhyme, which he said he had 
composed some years before, on* occasion of a rich, extravagant 


1 No doubt the gentleman who is so conspicuous in Mr. Cumberland’s Memoirs. He waz 
cubsequently first master of the Roman Catholic College at Maynooth, and titular Bishop of 
Waterford in Ireland, in which latter capacity he published, in 1797, a pastoral charge, which 
sxcited a d deal of observation.—0. 

3 In ye See his letter to Mrs. Thraie, dated August 8th, 1780. *% You have heard in the 
‘apers how (Lade] is come to age: I have enclosed a short song of congratulation, which 


440 uiFE OF JOHNSON. WS4 


yotng gentleman’s coming of age; saying he had never repeated 
it but once since he composed it, and had given but one copy of it. 
That copy was given to Mrs. Thrale, now Piozzi, who has published 
it in a book which she entitles ‘British Synonimy,” but which is 
truly a collection of entertaining remarks and stories, no matter 
whether accurate or not. Being a piece of exquisite satire, con- 
veyed in a strain of pointed vivacity and humour, and in a manner 
‘of which no other instance is to be found in Johnson’s writings, 1 
shall here insert it. 


‘ Long-expected one-and-twenty, 
Ling’ring year, at length is flown; 
Pride and pleasure, pomp and plenty, 
Great [Sir John], are now your own, 


“ Loosen’d from the minor’s tether 
Free to mortgage or to sell, 
Wild as wind, and light as feather, 
Bid the sons of thrift farewell. 


“Call the Betsies, Kates, and Jennies, 
All the names that banish care; 
Lavish of your grandsire’s guineas, 
Show the spirit of an heir. 


“All that prey on vice and folly 
Joy to see their quarry fly; 
There the gamester, light and jolly, 
There the lender, grave and sly. 


“Wealth, my lad, was made to wander, 
Let it wander as it wills 
Call the jockey, call the pander, 
Bid them come and take their fill 


“When the bonny blade carouses, 
Pockets full, and spirits high— 
What are acres? what are houses? 
Only dirt, or wet or dry. 


you must not show to anybody. It is odd that it should come into anybody's head. * hozec 
you will real it with candour ; it is, I believe, one of the author's first essays in that wag of 
Writing, and a beginner is always to be treated with tenderness.”—M 
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“Should the guardian friend or mother 
Tell the woes of wilful waste: 
Scorn their counsels, scorn their pother, 
You can hang or drown at last.” 


As he opened a note which his servant brought to him, he said, 
“An odd thought strikes me :—we shall receive no letters in the 
grave.”? 

He requested three things of Sir Joshua Reynolds :—To forgive 
him thirty pounds which he had borrowed of him ;—to read the 
Bible ;—and never to use his pencil on a Sunday. Sir Joshua 
readily acquiesced. 

Indeed he showed the greatest anxiety for the religious improve- 
ment of his friends, to whom he discoursed of its infinite conse- 
quence. He begged of Mr. Hoole to think of what he had said, 
and to commit it to writing; and, upon being afterwards assured 
that this was done, pressed his hands, and in an earnest tone 
thanked him. Dr. Brocklesby having attended him with the utmost 
assiduity and kindness as his physician and friend, he was peculiarly 
desirous that this gentleman should not entertain any loose specu- 
lative notions, but be confirmed in the truths of Christianity, and 
insisted on his writing down in his presence, as nearly as he could 
collect it, the import of what passed on the subject: and Dr. 
Brocklesby having complied with the request, he made him sign 
the paper, and urged him to keep it in his own custody as long as 
he lived. 

Johnson, with that native fortitude which, amidst all his bodily 
distress and mental sufferings, never forsook him, asked Dr. Brock- 
lesby, as a man in whom he had confidence, to tell him plainly 
whether he could recover. “Give me,” said he, “a direct answer.” 
The doctor, having first asked him if he could bear the whole 
truth, which way soever it might lead, and being answered that he 
eould, declared that, in his opinion, he could not recover without 


1 Madame de Maintenon somewhere said, les morts n’écrivent pas, and higher thoughts of 
the same class had struck Jeremy Taylor :—‘‘ What servants shall we have to wait on us in 
the grave? What friends to visit us? What officious people to cleanse away the moist and 
tnwholesome cloud reflected on our faces from the sides of the weeping vaults, which are the 
longest weepers at our funeral !”-— Holy Dying, chap. i. 8..2,—0, 

19* 
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a miracle. “Then,” said Johnson, “TI will take no more physic, 
not even my opiates: for I have prayed that I may render up my 
soul to God unclouded.”’ In this resolution he persevered, and, 
at the same time, used only the weakest kinds of sustenance. Being 
pressed by Mr. Windham to take somewhat more generous nourish- 
ment, lest too low a diet should have the very effect which he 
dreaded, by debilitating his mind, he said, ‘I will take anything 
but inebriating sustenance.” 

- The Rev. Mr. Strahan, who was the son of his friend, and had 
been always one of his great favourites, had, during his last illness, 
the satisfaction of contributing to soothe and comfort him. That 
gentleman’s house at Islington, of which he is vicar, afforded John- 
son, occasionally and easily, an agreeable change of place and fresh 
air; and he attended also upon him in town in the discharge of 
the sacred offices of his profession. 


Mr. Strahan has given me the agreeable assurance, that after 
being in much agitation, Johnson became quite composed, and con- 
tinued so till his death. 


Dr. Brocklesby, who will not be suspected of fanaticism, obliged 
me with the following accounts : 


“ For some time before his death, all his fears were calmed and absorbed by 


the prevalence of his faith, and his trust in the merits and propitiation of 
Jesus Christ. 


“He talked often to me about the necessity of faith in the sacrifice of Jesus, 
as necessary beyond all good works whatever for the salvation of mankind. 

“He pressed me to study Dr. Clarke and to read his sermons. I asked him 
why he pressed Dr. Clarke, an Arian.” ‘Because,’ said he, ‘he is fullest on 
the propitiatory sacrefice.’” 


! The following is an instance of a similar spirit :—* Maria Theresa, queen of Hungary and 
Bohemia, who died about 1780, was a woman of great strength of mind, united with other 
estimable qualities. A short time before her death, one of the-ladies near her person, in re 
ply to an inquiry made respecting the state of the empress, answered, that her Majesty 
seemed to be asleep. ‘No,’ replied she, ‘I could sleep if I would indulge repose, but Iam 
sensible of the near approach of death, and I will not allow myself to be surprised by him in 
my sleep. J wish to meet my dissolution awake,’ There is nothing transmitted to us by 
antiquity finer than this answer, which is divested of all ostentation.”— Wrawall’s Historical 
Memoirs of his own Time, vol. i. p. 865,—MArkLAND. 

2 The change of his sentiments with regard to Dr. Clarke is thus mentioned to mne in a let 
ter from the late Dr, Adams, master of Pembroke College, Oxford.—‘ The Doctor's preju: 
dices were the strongest, and certainly in another sense the weakest, that ever possessed a 
sensible man, You know his extreme zeal for orthodoxy. But did you ever hear what he 
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Of his last moments, my brother, Thomas David, has furnished 
me with the following particulars ;: 


“The Doctor, from the time that he was certain his death was near, appeared 
te be perfectly resigned, was seldom or never fretful or out of temper, and 
often said to his faithful servant, who gave me this account, ‘ Attend, Francis, 
to the salvation of your soul, which is the object of greatest importance:’ he 
also explained to him passages in the Scripture, and seemed to have pleasure 
in talking upo ~ religious subjects. 

“On Monday, the 13th of December, the day on which he died, a Miss Mor 
ris, daughter to a particular friend of his, called, and said to Francis, that she 
begged to be permitted to see the Doctor, that she might earnestly request 
him to give her his blessing. Francis went into the room, followed by the 
young lady, and delivered the message. The Doctor turned himself in the 
bed, and said, ‘God bless you, my dear!’ These were the last words he spoke, 
His difficulty of breathing increased till about seven o’clock in the evening. 
when Mr. Barber and Mrs. Desmoulins, who were sitting in the room, observ- 
ing that the noise he had made in breathing had ceased, went to the bed, and 
found he was dead.” 


About two days after his death, the following very agreeable 
account was communicated to Mr. Malone, in a letter by the 
Honourable John Byng, to whom I am much obliged for granting 
me permission to introduce it in my work : 


“Dzar §1x,—Since I saw you, I have had a long conversation with Cawston,’ 
who sat up with Dr. Johnson, from nine o’clock on Sunday evening, till ten 
o’clock on Monday morning. And, from what I can gather from him, it 
should seem that Dr. Johnson was perfectly composed, steady in hope, and 
resigned to death. At the interval of each hour, they assisted him to sit up in 
his bed, and move his legs, which were in much pain; when he regularly 
addressed himself to fervent prayer; and though, sometimes, his voice failed 
him, his sense never did, during that time. The only sustenance he received 
was cider and water. He said his mind was prepared, and the time to his dis- 
solution seemed long. At six in the morning, he inquired the hour, and, on 
being informed, said, that all went on regularly, and he felt he had but a few 
hours to live. 


told me himself—that he had made it a rule not to admit Dr, Clarke’s name in his Dictionary 
This, however, wore off. At some distance of time he advised with me what books he should 
read in defence of the Christian religion. I recommended ‘ Clarke’s Evidences of Natural 
and Revealed Religion,’ as the best of the kind; and I find in what is called his Prayers and 
Meditations,’ that he was frequently employed in the latter part of his time in reading Olarke® 
Sermons.” 

1 Servant to the Right Hon, William Windham, 
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“At ten o’c.ock in the morning, he parted from Cawston, saying, ‘ You 
shoulc not detain Mr. Windham’s servant:—I thank you; bear my remem» 
brance to your master.’ Cawston says, that no man could appear more cok 
lected, more devout, or less terrified at the thoughts of the approaching 
minute. 

“This account, which is so much more agreeable than, and somewhat 
different from, yours, has given us the satisfaction of thinking that that great 
man died as he lived, full of resignation, strengthened in faith, and joyful in 
hope.” 


A few days before his death, he had asked Sir John Hawkins, as 
one of his executors, where he should be buried; and on being 
answered, “ Doubtless, in Westminster Abbey,” seemed to feel a 
satisfaction, very natural to a poet ; and indeed in my opinion very 
natural to every man of any imagination, who has no family sepul- 
chre in which he can be laid with his fathers. Accordingly, upon 
Monday, December 20, his remains [enclosed in a leaden coffin] 
were deposited in that noble and renowned edifice [in the south 
transept, near the foot of Shakspeare’s monument, and close to the 
coffin of his friend Garrick]; and over his grave was placed a large 
blue flag-stone, with this inscription : 


“Samvet Jonson, LL.D. 
Obiit x11. die Decembris, 
Anno Domini 
. DCG, LXXXIV. 
AXtatis sue Lxxy.” 


His funeral was attended by a respectable number of his friends, 
particularly such of the members of The Literary Club as were in 
town ; and was also honoured with the presence of several of the 
Reverend Chapter of Westminster. Mr. Burke, Sir Joseph Banks, 
Mr. Windham, Mr. Langton, Sir Charles Bunbury, and Mr. Chitvan, 
bore his pall. His schoolfellow, Dr. Taylor, performed the mourn 
ful office of reading the burial service. 


I trust I shall not be accused of affectation, when I declare, that 
I find myself unable to express all that I felt upon the loss of such 
® “guide, philosopher, and friend.”' -I shall, therefore, not say 


4 Qn the subject of Johnson I may adopt the words of Sir John Harrington concerning hig 
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one word of my own, but adopt those of an eminent friend,’ which 
he uttered with an abrupt felicity, superior to all studied compo- 
sitions :—“ He has made a chasm, which not only nothing can fill 
up, but which nothing has a tendency to fill up. Johnson is dead, 
Let us go to the next best: there is nobody ; no man can be said 
to put you in mind of Johnson.” 

As Johnson had abundant homage paid to him during his life,? se 
80 writer in this nation ever had such an accumulation of literary 
honours after his death. A sermon upon that event was preached 
in St. Mary’s Church, Oxford, before the University, by the Rev. 
Mr. Agutter, of Magdalen College.* The Lives, the Memoirs, the 
Essays, both in prose and verse, which have been published concern- 
ing him, would make many volumes. The numerous attacks too 
upon him I consider as part of his consequence, upon the principle 
which he himself so well knew and asserted. Many who trembled 
at his presence were forward in assault, when they no longer appre- 
hended danger. When one of his little pragmatical foes was invidi- 


venerable tutor and diocesan, Dr. John Still, Bishop of Bath and Wells: ‘‘ who hath given me 
some helps, more hopes, all encouragements in my best studies: to whom I never came but 
1 grew more religious; from whom I never went, but I parted better instructed. Of him, 
therefore, my acquaintance, my friend, my instructor, if I speak much, it were not to be mar- 
velied ; if I speak frankly, it is not to be blamed ; and though I speak partially, it were to be 
pardoned.”—Nuge@e Antique, vol. i. p. 186. There is one circumstance in Sir John’s charac- 
ter of Bishop Still, which is peculiarly applicable to Johnson : “‘ He became so famous a: dis- 
puter, that the learnedest were even afraid to dispute with him; and he, finding his 
own strength, could not stick to warn them in their arguments to take heed to their answers, 
like a perfect fencer that will tell aforehand in which button he will give the venew, or like a 
cunning chess-player that will appoint aforehand with which pawn and in what place he will 
give the mate.”—Jbid, 

+ The late Right Hon. William Gerrard Hamilton, who had been intimately acquainted 
with Dr. Johnson near thirty years. He died in London, July 16, 1796, in his sixty-eighth 
year.— M. 

2 Beside the Dedications to him by Dr. Goldsmith, the Rev, Dr. Franklin, and the Rev. Mr. 
Wilson, which I have mentioned according to their dates, there was one by a lady, of 2 ver- 
sification of ‘‘ Aningait and Ajut,” and one by the ingenious Mr. Walker, of his “‘ Rhetorical 
Grammar,” I have introduced into this work several compliments paid to him in the writings 
of his contemporaries ;.but the number of them is so great, that we may faisly say that there 
was almost a general tribute. Let me not be forgetful of the honour done to him by Colonel 
Myddleton, of Gwaynynog, near Denbigh; who, on the banks of a rivulet in his park, where 
Johnson delighted to stand and repeat verses, erected an urn with an inscription, 

3 It is not yet published. In a letter to me, Mr. Agutter says, “‘ My sermon before the 
University was more engaged with Dr. Johnson’s mora/ than his imtellectwal character: At 
particularly examined his fear of death, and suggested several reasons for the apprehensions 
of the good, and the indifference of the infidel, in their last hours; this was illustrated by con- 
tasting the death of Dr. Johnson and Mr. Hume: the text was, Job, xxi. 22-26.” 
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ously svarling at his fame, at Sir Joshua Reynold’s table, the Rev 
erend Dr. Parr exclaimed, with his usual bold animation, ‘‘ Ay, now 
that the old lion is dead, every ass thinks he may kick at him.” 

A monument for him, in Westminster Abbey, was resolved upon 
soon after his death, and was supported by a most respectable con- 
tribution ; but the Dean and Chapter of St. Paul’s having come to 
a resolution of admitting monuments there upon a liberal’ and 
magnificent plan, that cathedral was afterwards fixed on, as a place 
in which a cenotaph should be erected to his memory: and iu the 
cathedral of his native city of Lichfield, a smaller one is to be 
erected.’ To compose his epitaph, could not but excite the warm- 
est competition of genius.? If laudart a laudato viro be praise which 
is highly estimable, I should not forgive myself were I to omit the 
following sepulchral verses on the author of the Eneuts Dicrion- 
aRY, written by the Right Honourable Henry Flood :*— 


1 This monument has since been erected. It consists of a medallion, with a tablet 
beneath, on which is this inscription : 


The friends of Samugn Jounson, LL.D, 
A Native of Lichfield, 
Erected this Monument, 
As a tribute of respect 
To the Memory of a man of extensive learning, 
A distinguished moral writer, and a sincere Christian. 
He died Dec. 18, 1784, aged T5.—M. 


* The Rev. Dr. Parr, on being requested to undertake it, thus expressed himself in a 
letter to William Seward, Esq.: ‘I leave this mighty task to some hardier and some abler 
writer. The variety and splendour of Johnson’s attainments, the peculiarities of his charac- 
ter, his private virtues, and his literary publications, fill me with confusion and dismay, wher 
I reflect upon the confined and difficult species of composition, in which alone they can be 
expressed with propriety, upon this monument,”’ But I understand that this great scholar, 
and warm admirer of Johnson, has yielded to repeated solicitations, and executed the very 
difficult undertaking. 

8 To prevent any misconception on this subject, Mr. Malone, by whom these lines were 
obligingly communicated, requests me to add the following remark :— 

“In justice to the late Mr. Flood, now himself wanting, and highly meriting, an epitaph 
from his country, to which his transcendent talents did the highest honour, as well as the 
‘nost important service, it should be observed, that these lines were by no means intendcd asa 
regnlar monumental inscription for Dr. Johnson, Had he undertaken to write an appropriate 
and discriminative epitaph for that excellent and extraordinary man, those who knew 
Mr. Flood’s vigour of mind will have no doubt that he would have produced one worthy of his 
illustrious subject. But the fact was merely this: In December, 1789, after a large sub- 
scription had been made for Dr. Johnson’s monument, to which Mr. Flood liberally contributed, 
Mr, Malone happened to call on him at his house in Berners Street, and the conversation turning 
on the proposed monument, Mr, Malone maintained that the epitaph, by whomsoever if 
should be written, ought to be in Latin, Mr. ‘Flood thought differently. The next morning, 
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“No need of Latin or of Greek to grace 
Our Jounson’s memory, or inscribe his grave; 
His native language claims this mournful space, 
To pay the immortality he gave.”? 


& 8 postscript to a note on another subject, he mentioned that he continued of the same oe 
gion as on the preceding day, and subjoined the lines above given.” 


1 Dr. Johnson’s monument, consisting of a colossal figure leaning against a column (bat 
hot very strongly resembling him). has since the death of Mr. Boswell been placed in St 


Paul’s Cathedral, having been first opened to public view, Feb. 23,1796. The epitaph wag 
writtea by the Rev. Dr. Parr, and is as follows :— 


aX 2 
SAMVELI - IOHNSON 
GRAMMATICO . ET - CRITICO 
SCRIPTORVM - ANGLICORVM - LITTERATE . 
PERITO 
POETAE - LVMINIBYS - SENTENTIARVM 
ET - PONDERIBVS - VERBORVM - ADMIRABILE 
MAGISTRO -. VIRTVTIS - GRAVISSIMO 
HOMINI - OPTIMO . ET - SINGVLARIS - EXEMPLI 


QVI * VIXIT * ANN * txxv - MENS 11. - DIEB * xmI. 
DECESSIT - IDIB : DECEMBR - ANN - CHRIST - colo - Ioco * yxxx10k, 
' SEPVLT-+IN~ AED * SANCT - PETR * WESTMONASTERIENS. 

xml‘ KAL* IANVAR : ANN - CHRIST - clo * Ioce * Lxxxv. 


AMICI . ET . SODALES . LITTERARII 
PECVNIA - CONLATA 
H.- M - FACIVND - CVRAVER. 


@s a scroll in his hand are the following words: 


ENMAKAPESSIIONQNANTAZIOZEIHAMOIBH. 


Ou 2ne side of the monument :— 


FaoigsaT JOSANNES Bacon, ScvLpTor ANN. Cnris’, 
M.D.CO.LXXXY. 


The subscription for this monument, which cost eleven hundred gaineas, was bequa by 4 
fAterary Club, and completed by the aid of Johnson’s other friends und admirers,-~M, 
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Tar character of Saver Jonson has, I trust, been so developed 
in the course of this work, that they who have honoured it with @ 
perusal may be considered as well acquainted with him. As, 
however, it may be expected that I should collect into one view 
the capital and distinguishing features of this extraordinary man, I 
shall endeavour to acquit myself of that part of my biographical 
undertaking,’ however difficult it may be to do that which many of 
my readers will do better for themselves, 

His figure was large and well formed, and his countenance of the 
cast of an ancient statue ; yet his appearance was rendered strange 
and somewhat uncouth, by convulsive cramps, by the scars of that 
distemper which it was once imagined the royal touch could cure, and 
by a slovenly mode of dress. He had the use only of one eye ; yet 
so much does mind govern, and even supply the deficiency of organs, 
that his visual perceptions, as far as they extended, were uncom: 
monly quick and accurate. So morbid was his temperament, that 
he never knew the natural joy of a free and vigorous use of his 
limbs : when he walked, it was like the struggling gait of one in 
fetters ; when he rode, he had no command or direction of his 
horse, but was carried as if ina balloon. That with his constitu- 
tion and habits of life he should have lived seventy-five years, is a 
proof that an inherent vivide vis is a powerful preservative of the 
human frame, 

Man is, in general, made up of contradictory qualities ; and 
these will ever show themselves in strange succession, where a con- 
sistency in appearance at least, if not in reality, has not beop 
attained by long habits of philosophical discipline. In proportion 
to the native vigour of the mind, the contradictory qualities will be 


i As T do not soe any reason to give a diferent character of my {llustrious fHlend now from 
what I formerly gave, the greatest part of the sketch of him tn my “ Journal of a Tour te the 
Hebrides " is here adopted, 

Ads 


—— 
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the more prominent, and more difficult to be adjusted ; and, therefore 
we are not to wonder that Johnson exhibited an eminent example 
of this remark, which I have made upon human nature. At differ. 
ent times he seemed a different man in some respects ; not, how: 
ever, in any great or essential article, upon which he had fully 
employed his mind, and settled certain principles of duty, but only 
in his manners, and in the display of argument and fancy in his 
talk. He was prone to superstition, but not to credulity. Though 
his imagination might incline him to a belief of the marvellous ané 
mysterious, his vigorous reason examined the evidence with jealousy 
He was a sincere and zealous Christian, of the high Church of Eng 
land and monarchical principles, which he would not tamely suffer 
to be questioned ; and had, perhaps, at an early period, narrowed 
his mind somewhat too much, both as to religion and _ politics. 
His being impressed with the danger of extreme latitude in either, 
though he was of a very independent spirit, occasioned his appear- 
ing somewhat unfavourable to the prevalence of that noble freedom 
of sentiment which is the best possession of man. Nor can it be denied 
that he had many prejudices ; which, however, frequently suggested 
many of his pointed sayings, that rather show a playfulness of fancy 
than any settled malignity. He was steady and inflexible in main- 
taining the obligations of religion and morality, both from a regard 
for the order of society and from a veneration for the Great 
Source of all order ; correct, nay stern in his taste ; hard to please, 
and easily offended ; impetuous and irritable in his temper, but of 
a most humane and benevolent heart,’ which showed itself not 
only in a most liberal charity, as far as his circumstances would 
allow, but in a thousand instances of active benevolence. He was 
afflicted with a bodily disease, which made him often restless and 
fretful, and with a constitutional melancholy, the clouds of which 
darkened the brightness of his fancy, and gave a gloomy cast to his 
whole course of thinking: we, therefore, ought not to wonder at 


1 In the “ Olla Podrida,” a collection of essays published at Oxford, there is an admirable 
paper upon the character of Johnson written by the Rev. Dr. Horne, the late excellent 
Bishop of Norwich. The following passage is eminently happy :—‘t To reject wisdom, 
because the person of him who communicates it is uncouth, and his manners are inele- 
gant ; what is it, but to throw away a pine-apple, and assign for a reason the roughness of 
its coat?” 
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his sallies of impatience and passion at any time, especially when 


provoked by obtrusive ignorance or presuming petulance, and allow- 
ance must be made for his uttering hasty and satirical sallies even 
against his best friends. And, surely, when it is considered, that 
“amidst sickness and sorrow” he exerted his faculties in so many 
works for the benefit of mankind, and particularly that he achieved 
the great and admirable Dictionary of our language, we must be 
astonished at his resolution. The solemn text, “of him to whom 
much is given much will be required,” seems to have been ever 
present to his mind, in a rigorous sense, and to have made him dis- 
satisfied with his labours and acts of goodness, however compara- 
tively great ; so that the unavoidable consciousness of his supe- 
riority was, in that respect, a cause of disquiet. He suffered sc 
much from this, and from the gloom which perpetually haunted him, 
and made solitude frightful, that it may be said of him, “If in this 
life only he had hope, he was of all men most miserable.” He loved 
praise when it was brought to him ; but was too proud to seek for it. 
He was somewhat susceptible of flattery. As he was general and un- 
confined in his studies, he cannot be considered as master of any one 
particular science ; but he had accumulated a vast and various collec 
tion of learning and knowledge, which was so arranged in his mind as 
to be ever in readiness to be brought forth. But his superiority over 
other learned men consisted chiefly in what may be called the art of 
thinking, the art of using his mind; a certain continual power of seizing 
the useful substance of all that he knew, and exhibiting it in a clear 
and forcible manner ; so that knowledge, which we often see to be no 
better than lumber in men of dull understanding, was in him true, 
evident, and actual wisdom. His moral precepts are practical, for 
they are drawn from an intimate acquaintance with human nature 
His maxims carry conviction ; for they are founded on the basis of 
common sense, and a very attentive and minute survey of real life, 
His mind was so full of imagery that he might have been perpe- 
tually a poet: yet it is remarkable, that however rich his prose is in 
this respect, his poetical pieces in general have not much of that 
splendour, but are rather distinguished by strong sentiment and 
acute observation, conveyed in harmonious and energetic verse, par: 
ticularly in heroic couplets. Though usually grave, and even awful 
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fn his deportment, he possessed uncommon and peculiar powers of 
wx and humour ; he frequently indulged himself in colloquial plea- 
Santry ; and the heartiest merriment was often enjoyed in his com- 
pany ; with this great advantage, that, as it was entirely free from 
any poisonous tincture of vice or impiety, it was salutary to those 
who shared in it. He had accustomed himself to such accuracy in 
His common conversation,! that he at all times expressed his thoughts 
with great force, and an elegant choice of language, the effect of 
which was aided by his having a loud voice, and a slow deli- 
berate utterance. In him were united a most logical head with a 
most fertile imagination, which gave him an extraordinary advan- 
tage in arguing: for he could reason close or wide, as he saw 
best for the moment. Exulting in his intellectual strength and dex- 
terity, he couid, when he pleased, be the greatest sophist that ever 


4 Though a perfect resemblance of Johnson is not to be found in any age, parts of his 
character are admirably expressed by Clarendon, in drawing that of Lord Palkland, whom the 
noble and masterly historian describes at his seat near Oxford: ‘ Such an immenseness of wit, 
such a solidity of judgment, so infinite a fancy, bound in by a most logical ratiocination. 
His acquaintance was cultivated by the most polite and accurate men; so that his house 
was an university in less volume, whither they came, not so much for repose as study, and to 
examine and refine those grosser propositions which laziness and consent made current in 
conversation.” Bayle’s account of Menage may also be quoted as exceedingly applicable to 
the great subject of this work :— 

“ His illustrious friends erected a very glorious monument to him in the collection entitled 
*Menagiana.’ Those who judge of things right will confess that this collection is very 
proper to show the extent of genius a. sa <ilig @vish was the character of Menage. And 
I may be bold to say, that the ewcellenzr worns he pubdished will not distinguish him from 
other learned men so advantageously as this, Topublish books of great learning, to make 
Greek and Latin verses exceedingly well turned, is not a common talent, I own; neither is it 
extremely rare. It is incomparably more difficult to find men who can furnish discourse 
about an infinite number of things, and who can diversify them in a hundred ways. How 
taany authors are there who are admired for their works, on account of the vast learning 
that is displayed in them, who are not able to sustain a conversation? Those who knew 
Menage only by his books might think he resembled those learned men; but if you show the 

Menagiana,’ you distinguish him from them, and make him known by a talent which is 
given to very few learned men. There it appears that he was a man who spoke off-hand a 
shousand good things. His memory extended to what was ancient and modern; to the court 
and to the city ; to the dead ami to the living languages; to things serious and things jocose; 
tn a word, to a thousand sorts of subjects. That which appeared a trifle to some readers of the 
* Menagiana,’ who did not consider circumstances, caused admiration in other readers, who 
minded the difference between what a man speaks without preparation and that which he 
prepares for the press. And, therefore, we cannot sufficiently commend the care which his 
llustrious friends took to erect 2 monument so capable of giving him immortal glory. They 
were not obliged to rectify what they had heard him say ; for, in so doing, they had not bees 
faithful historians of his conversation,” 
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contended in the list of declamation ; and, from a spirit of contra 
diction, and a delight in showing his powers, he would often main 
tain the wrong side with equal warmth and ingenuity ; so that, 
when there was an audience, his real opinions could seldom be 
gathered from his talk ; though when he was in company with a sin- 
gle friend, he would discuss a subject with genuine fairness ; but he 
was too conscientious to make error permanent and pernicious, by 
deliberately writing it ; and, in all his numerous works, he earnestly 
inculcated what appeared to him to be the truth ; his piety being 
constant, and the ruling principle of all his conduct. 

Such was Samus, Jonyson ; a man whose talents, acquirements 
and virtues, were so extraordinary, that the more his character is 
considered, the more he will be regarded by the present age, and 
by posteritv. vith admiration and reverence. 
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